The Book 


THE TEAR OF RA 


By 
Aranubis-Phat 
God written in the year XXXXX 


Blasphemy? Two pieces of ply wood, joined with a wingnut turned against your own 
shoulder blades. So? It can hang on the wall, besides most people say, that the cross, truely 
is empty. Yet, most people still praying otherwise. Amen unto Amenta. 


There once was a heaven 
THE HISTORY OF THE HEAVENS 


An Ouroboros Publication® 
in the year 2025 Anno Domino 


Robert Orr Reid Nielsen BOOKS Ltd. 2025 AD 

© Copyright 2025 AD - In the year of your Lord (Anno Domino). (Anno Domino of the 
Gregorian Age) This is the year XXXXX, at least. Approximately year 9231 MT. 
According to my fly-sheet. My time, is precious. NOSFERA 666 - Homo Nosfera by blood and 
race. Vampires Recordum 9231 MT. Nexus 666 hybrid strain. Ist Edition printed by Nemprint - Aarhus - 
Denmark. 10 copies. 144 Pages. 2025AD. Given the current ISBN Censorship, then publication: 
LVXX7/666/10/144/9231. Format: [210mmx297mm] 

THE DNA OF INDIVIDUALISM HAS BEEN WITH US SINCE CHRIST. Whenever or wherever it 
truely occured? Praise be any name in the saying of a mere AMEN. New trend. Showing one thumb 
up. Tilt it twice to your left and then tilt it twice to your right, then flip the middle finger twice, 
flipping the bird twice. Even number six. Binary times 3. Of course, someone introduced the 8 ball, 
long ago. Cant it get any worse, pooch? Some would claim a Trinity lore above 8. Uneven number 11? 
All for it. But we cannot have that, right? We cannot have anyone rule over us, not even allowed to 
rule our own mindset..? For thinking out loud, if allowed. Uuh..Uuh..Cuckoo..! A salutation were once 
upon a time a HAIL. Maybe the fact is that the hard smack makes us all sound like girls. 

As the headless Frenchmen(Frencmen) say, eadless to say: I do the best I can. But there might be a 
misspelling helling error here and there. Ssssso an asshole or an ashole or just plain ass as a whole, 
thought the Donkey. Correction: I try and do the best I can. The beast is decided by the feast. 

Some animals mistreated by alchemy’s bliss or blessed and healed by the true Alchemists. Mindfuck 
or not. Eadless to say by Codex. Someone lost his head in/over the Chernobyl incident. (Bad English?). 
But what follows when heads are lost, severed from the torso. French would know. Extremely high 
background radiations and mutations of matter. A very long list since the American three-mile Island 
incident. The final last words: May I, he, she or IT be in a better place. So where will that take me? 
asked the Nomad. It might be the quickest exit-ticket? EVERYBODY KNOWS ..!.. 


CREED 
We believe in the Devil and all his deeds and all his creatures. 
We originate from Satan, the almighty, the Creator of Heaven and Hell. 
We believe the word, the testament from our Lord, conceived by the Holy Spirit. 
Tortured under Nosferatus, crucified, dead and burried. 
Descending to Hell and ascenting to Heaven. Sitting in the Devil’s lap to part eternity 
into darkness and light. We are of the Holy Spirit and the Holy communities, 
that serve sin and the foregiveness of sinners, the ressurrection of meat and the eternal 
damnation. Amen unto Amenta. 


PRAYER 
Nosfera Shadowlaw Prayer. (The creatives prayer) 
Heallish and hellish faithers who art in Hell. 
My will be done, Salutary to all, in Heaven and in Hell. 
Bless this night our twilight and give us our pass, as we foregive those who surpass us. 
Lead us in temptation and deliver us from ignorances bliss. 
For thine is the hour, and the power and mysteries gloom, 
internal youth forever bloom, the inner kingdom resides within me. 
Hail All Immortal Legions. Amen. 


May the grace of Dragons be with you all, always. Amen. 


The Bloodstone Tablets 


The Aranubis-Phat rewrite of the Emerald Tablets. 


Is truth without any lying, it is certain and most true. 

That which is written below is that which is spoken above, and that which is spoken above 
can do miracles unto the book written below. 

And as all texts in existence arose from one codex of marks, it inspired the meditation upon 
new marks of codexes or codices and thereby birthing letterings to be adapted amongst 
scribes and followers, then know, that the knowledge of it, is it’s father. The understandness 
of it, is it’s mother. The seeded knowledge and the mercy of it, carried it within it’s belly, the 
body empowered by it, is it’s nurse and provider. The angelical protection of the entire world 
flows unto this Earth. The force of Djinns and the life force of power is here, 

till it is converted. Life or death, or a leap of faith. When organisms expire unto other realms. 
But separate matters with soul and care, divide the saurs from the sweets, but always tend 
the Djinns of the HOLY spirit. Like a lightning striking unto Earth, from the heavens, the 
loud roaring sounds, will ascend and descend, in all matters of both great and small. Of such 
grandeur, that you might feel superior and inferior, in the same moment of time, or what we 
perceive to be time. By these means you can cease the glory of the world, but also know, 
that all knowledge, which is hidden will flee from you. Therefore watch your steps, only 
guided by shadow. Not even the highest mountain peak, can outcast it’s own shadow, for 

so was the mountain created. Therefore admire peak as well as valley, both sour and sweet. 
Treasure the struggle in a mountain climbed and pray that the mist will not obscure your 
view from the top. Hence I am the mountain, that holds the Trinity lore of ageold Dragons. 
A three parted world linked to one world, a full circle of a Sun. Another dawn and another 
yarn, till the mountain rests my weary bones. The historical records of it are inspired by the 
old Hermes Trismegistus. But know that his name is a Greek rewrite of the name Thoth and 
Thoth is an Egyptian name rewrite of the Atlantean name of Tehuty (Tehuti). 

Still the three were rested by a mere Amen. But we must remember our historical literary 
roots, above all, always remember your own roots. Atlantis. Mayan. Egyptian. Necropolis. 
Amen. Know that the literary root of it all lays in the Egyptian Book of the Dead, but sad to 
say, it is however not the proper translation. The true translation is: Coming Forth By Day. 
But somehow I also find great comfort in the fact, that if you should choose to venture forth 
by day, then you must have found solace within the dark. Fully knowing that you also must 
have found great peace, dwelling in the dark. Some prefer the dark that holds no shadow. 
Drinking or consuming blood heightens the metabolism of our organisms. A fact. 


Amen unto Amenta 


Aranubis ¢ Phat 


in the year XXXXX 


Introduction 


Timeline 


You may choose to believe in time or try and reside in the present, which is most painful. 
You may choose to believe, you also have the right to doubt. But I tell you this. This is truely 
the year XX XXX, at least. This Dimension is beyond the measure of time, beyond ageold. 
The Sphere. The Planet, itself. Mother Earth is really, really, really old, beyond old. 

But ask: Is she beyond repair? That is, if you even believe in the concept of time, to begin 
with. I will however ask: Is time not only but a manmade construct of a clockwork. 

A manmade fabrication of mentalism bestowed upon all of our minds. Yet, very cursed dawn 
awaits it’s own dusk, people fatigued enough to sleep. Some fallen ones only wishing for 
death, in some cases. But be strong. A hard reality and a hard world, stuck between a rock 
and a hard place, in twilight. Only to be met by meteors and meteorites. Hit by lightnings, 
earthquakes, quakes, melting in vulcanic lava, torn by wars, known and unknown wars. 

Did someone along the way sing the lines: It’s a man’s world? If so, with some logic, men 
must be utter idiots. As stated a tough old world. All the more reason to remember the lines: 
What doesn’t kill you, only makes you stronger. It mutates and tries to kill you once more. 
But be advised, it usually results in the element of surprise, not meaning a birthday party, 
followed by getting schocked, frightened, often leading to trauma, were everybody just tries 
to rebound. Most likely playing Louis Armstrong music: Such a wonderful world. But alas, 
Louis did do Armstrong and they got themselves a son named Clark Doe. Yet, we all, if not 
most people still question the Goat’s doctrin of taking a man’s foreskin or a woman’s clitoris. 
Was it the SPAM? Mutilation? An accidentically accident? But how? The one good eye, lost 
to a Dragonfly. Can also bring about great tales of grandeur by scars that you got in ageold 
wars, raged long ago? T.E.R.R.A - All tales for great and small unfolds in the minds of us all. 
Stories from all realms. Be it, from known realms or unknown realms. 

Be it, tales from Grasslands and Moors. Savanna or Bush. Be it, from Rivers and Seas. 
Islands or Peninsulars. Be it, from Mountains and Caves. Valleys or Flatlands. 

Be it, from Sand deserts and Ice deserts. Lavalands or Vulcanoes. Be it, from Forest and 
Lakes. Jungle or Swamps. It can, however, never change the fact that most single solitaire 
snakes always will seek their own ressurrection. As it is in nature, all Serpents always lay 
intertwined, without as within. Some will still use the olden tongue of it, naming it, the Staff 
of Mercury. But come to know, that the holy fire is within you. The inner Kingdom resides 
inside of you. It is infernal and it is internal by the use of Alchemy. While others dumbstruck 
thinks that holy fire is a bondfire that can hide all evidence of a crime, not contemplating 

the hyde of the Almighty Serpent. Shapeshifters that are capable of shedding their own skin. 
Grant yourself to the chamber of Osiris, the scribe being Ani (any), with splendors in heaven 
and triump in the underworld. Enter the house of the everlasting and sit down and tend your 
Ka and your body. Pray that there will be given me loaves of bread and foods and drinks, 
with wheat and barley. In this day and age called Whiskey and Beer. It does sound nice. But 
why the ridicule of ancient text and lore? Have we become betterknowing? The Egyptian 
Book of the Dead. The very false translation of it, stands alone, but united in Spirit. Ani’s 
tablet. Ani’s tablet is a long list of pictograms of things and inventions, that the ancients were 
afraid to loose. Look for yourself. Powerlines. Tablets. iPhones. Hoovers. Weed 

(Cannabis Sativa) and much else, whatever you perceive it to be, highly civilised. 

Such notions in connection with Ani’s tablet, does however make you question the element 
of time, the time granted us and projected unto us, from on up high. Is any (Ani) scribe not 
granted free publication? Even despite the terminology of the present, which some might 
claim or name a modern age? Amen unto Amenta. 


Index 
The Structure 


(Note to self. Was told to take my time on this one) 

The book: 

Book Title: THE TEAR OF RA 

Such a tear might be a tear unto the wormwood. 

Today’s School bench. 

School kid: So what was here before twin genetics? Teacher: Amoeba. Very vicious, dead 
against any pural forms. School kid: What is Amoeba? Something crawling out of the sea. 
That is it, boys and girls. Science. 


INDEX CHAPTERS (.1OS/.WIZ/.WEB/.REG/.SIM/.ADM/.CMD/.PIN) : 
Numerics: 
Numeric 3: 1 Future: Amoeba. 2 Past: Dragons 3 Present: Twin Genetics. 


Numeric 8: (16 - Binary) 1 The Joy leafs. 2 The Pain leafs. 3 The Night leafs. 
4 The Fire leafs. 5 The Water leafs. 6 The Day leafs. 7 The Air leafs. 8 The Matter leafs. 


Numeric 6: 1 The Water Elementars. 2 The Fire Elementars. 3 The Air Elementars. 
4 A Matter Element. 5 The Spirit Elementars. 6 The Soul Elementars. 


Numeric 9: 36 (72 - Binary) 36/72(“X”) THE WEAVE 36 Twin Poems. 

The Demonical Weave A: Kinetic Attacks and Mind Warriors. B: Energy and Vampyrism. 
C: Dyinns and Invisibles. D: Darknests and Dark Entities. E: Telepathy and Remote Viewing. 
F: Obsession and Depossession. G: Ghosts and Haunts. H: Sanctuary and Sanctum. 

I: Poltergeist and Zeitgeist. J: Human and Non-Human contact. 

K: Aliens and Extra-Terrestrials. L: Elementals and Nature Spirits. 

M: Medusa and 16 Crowned Serpents. N: Necromancy and the Necromancer. 

O: Mental Disturbance and Meditations. P: Self-defence and Kinetic Attacks. 

Q: Astral-projection and the Etheric body. R: Rebound and the Shaman’s Heal. 

S: Half-lifes and Skinwalkers. T: Serpents as Saviors. U: Emotions and Empath Sensory. 
V: Reincarnates and Incarnates. W: Were-wolves were once Were-babies. 

X: Manifestations and Physical attacks. Y: Child Molestation and the Dark path. 

Z: Psychic Kinetic Attacks by Discarnates. 

THE ENTISH TRADITION OF TEN. (Not exactly ZEN). 

1: The Time-disruptions and the Trinitatis of clockworks. 

2: Our Matter distorted and our Mental disorders. 

3: Trinity lore of the age old Dragons. 

4: Knowledge & Knowledge Distortions. 

5: History Fabrication & Story Telling. 

6: The Mystery of the Knowledge Kontiniuum. 

7: Propulsion of the Brothel keeps and it’s Prostitution. 

8: Mentalism of the Immortality claim and it’s Ghost Protocol. 

9: The Masonic Synagogues of the Dead. 

10: Mausoleum Mother Earth. T.E.R.R.A. 


Index 
The Structure 


Numeric 3: (6 - Binary) The Root Elements: 
1 The Water. 2 The Fire. 3 The Air. 4 The Matter. 5 The Spirit. 6 The Soul. 


Numeric 8: (16 - Binary) 1 The Joy Weave. 2 The Pain Weave. 3 The Night Weave. 
4 The Fire Weave. 5 The Water Weave. 6 The Day Weave. 7 The Air Weave. 8 The Matter 
Weave. 


The Weave. Concludes and joins the binary into one. Wholeness. A Creation. 


Pentagram - Celestrial writings.(Demonology). 
Numeric O: Origin. Index Chapters :(.ios/.wiz/.web/.reg/.sim/.adm/.cmd/.pin) : 


Numeric III * Passing the river. 
Numeric II * Malachimera writings.(Angel song from the heavens) 
Numeric I ¢ Original writings. Book of Ash. 


Numeric Y: (R.E.M) - The Body of Christ. 

Chapters index: 

Something like 2x3=6. “Foundation”. (Include Odd ball periodic table). Judicial. Feel free to 
walk. But most people prefer fucking their brains out. 


So mote it be? Who came up with that line? Mustard in mi custard or maybe it is worth, 

a penny or two? The above mentioned structure could work as a chainbuild and as a fixed 
structure. The six dolours of the Ancients are respected in full. It could definitely work as 

a fixed structure, in all literary works, that is, if you are a totally Einstein. Some mad meth 
math guy, a person, not really into any kind of Music. As goes for all the remaining pages, 
throughout this publiction, then know, it will all consist of floating chapters. Ergo, more or 
less, not any God given structure. Writing is more fun that way, that is, if you seek some of 
the humoress erupts. besides it is the only way to make music. And yet. It will always be 
rounded off by the words: Amen unto Amenta. 

The Book: The Tear of Ra. Volume one: Tear of Ra. Volume two: Croc ‘a Lion. 

Volume three: ORIGIN. The Ist. Volume named: The tear of Ra. (The 2nd volume named: 
Croc a Lion) it is the center zebra. Be the center piece a Lion or a Zebra. Maybe mix the 
colour yellow with black and white, it can only end up in the colour Grey. But will it then 
become the book of Ash, that, I can only proclaim, to be profanity from God. Never burn 
books, but recycle. The 3rd volume named : ORIGIN. Made on Phoenix paper. And in that 
order. Order of tree. But you say: There are way too many repeated pages in the book’s struc- 
ture. Sow? It is a very Good flow. A very GOOD idea. But unfortunately it can only end up 
on a usual usual 80-88 pages zebra field. Must raise some interest, that 1s, if you worship 
wars & conflict. Blasphemy? Two pieces of ply wood, joined with a wingnut turned against 
your own shoulder blades. Sow? It can hang on the wall, besides most people say, that the 
cross, truely is empty. Yet, most praying otherwise. Amen unto Amenta. 


Codex 
The Floating Structure 


The book entitled: Vikings. The Popcorns and Horns goes on the inside. 

There once was a heaven. THE HISTORY OF THE HEAVENS. PROLOUGE INTROS: 
Is slavery ever ethically defensible? It depends on the carrot. Is it ripe? Green or Orange? 

It is one of those off-days. After an extremely hard Mufar. A hard doze. Will I ever awake? 
Today’s School bench. School kid: So what was here before twin genetics? Teacher: 
Amoeba. Very vicious, dead against any pural forms. School kid: What is Amoeba? 
Something crawling out of the sea. That is it, boys and girls. Science. I think, therefore, I 
sleep walk. All of those HOLY fishes in the fishy sea, must be the HOLY Cods, they are most 
definitely, salt Amphibians. Not exactly a lie, now is it? Like the evolutionary blue fish. 

I do concur. Then let’s write it. Where? In the writing den, with a pen. The Sailor’s Salty 
frogs? Must be a Cod of sorts? For the love of Cod. Leeding unto the creator thought of 

the day. Frogs must love saltwater? It must have been love, but it is over now? Punctuation 
safes lifes. What about question marks? Always dreaded the very day. Think we both have. 
Newsflash. The day happened like long ago. Oh, no. What to do? I haven’t got a clue. Did 
someone just fart? I wouldn’t know. Oh, how very empathic of you. EVEN THE DARKEST 
NIGHT WILL END AND THE SUN WILL RISE! Does the Dish come with curry and rice? 
PLEASE RISE. Today’s score remark: Have you heard, or even hurt, about the, round about, 
of the latest porno stud, named Hobo Arrow! Huh..not Spears? It usually ends up in Hobo 
Errors. Amon. What lays beyond the term, pure hatred? I don’t give a shit. The old six-pack 
have spoken. Amon. It truely is the same Crock of...? Miss Blondie Switchblade and Eva 
Braun. Or is it Eva and Lilith? Talking with kids. REAL IMPRESSIVE. And the child’s 
name be? Wait a minute, did I just loose half a brain? History and it’s liniar record. Make 

it short and sweet. It is judgement day! Huh? Again? We might as well all die laughing. 
O’ooh...cruel. Yet, creative. The vegetarian Stephen Hawking. Cruel notion, but could sell 

a lot of beef steaks. Kinda loved his theories. A scientist living amongst the stars. And what 
did they do unto his sacrament? Bury him right next to Sir Isaac Newton. Sir Isaac Newton, 
the inventor of gravity, maybe even the inventor of Eve’s Apples. Is it an insult? Yes or No. 
Being at the shitty end of a losing stick for so long, that you just go “Fuck It”. Maybe some 
kind of religion unto most of us. But is it the stick insect or the praying mantis talking? I 
suppose that I need to apologize, unto the left and the right. But been praying to God, Jesus, 
Buddha, Confucius, Foreman Mao. Problably even been praying unto Ghandi, Stalin or 
Marcus Aurelius, at one point, in tragedy. Marcus Aurelius, that never ever will be accepted 
by the Kelts. Not back then and not even in this day and age. But most of us always seem to 
end up in Ani’s tablet. The Egyptian Book of the Dead. Thinking, the Lord moves in myste- 
rious ways, it is in a sence, not meaning innocence, so so so very sad, but very few people 
seem to get it. Someone ran off with my rosary beads, not meaning anal beads. Size matters. 
You should get the picture, you insensitive ass hole. Catching some Zebras and catching 
some Z Z Z Z Z Z. Whauuu...that was a good sleep, a good long lay or lie? Huh! What is 
that smell? Codex. You know, like lyrics and Music: Silent Fright. Silent fright, holy fright, 
All is calm, all is shite. Round your virgin belly and waist. Holy paper so tender and mild, 
Wipe in heavenly peace. Wipe in heavenly peace. Silent fright, holy shite, Shepherds faint 
at the sight, Pissy rains from heavens afar, Heavenly ghosts sing Yallahuja; Bat the Savior, 
is wood! Bat the Savior, is hard! Silent shite, holy light, Son of Cod, love’s pure delight, 
Radiant beams from thy holy bud, With the yarn of redeeming face, Jesus, Shite, at thy feet. 
So some kinda HOLY song? Dunno...for some? Humor the savior, is born. I know, son. But 
Black mamma Gladys is crying. But this time round by pure laughter. So summed up: Bat 
versus Bat. Never ever seen it, actually thinks it is impossible. You know, batwings, sonar 
and evasive actions. But go ahead. Knock yourself out, most likely ending up 

actually knocking yourself out. What is that smell? Bat shite. Where? In my arse. But WHY, 
son? Because the Shaman said so? A GOOD remedy. Amen unto Amenta. 
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The Trinity of The World Egg 


You cannot make an omelet, without breaking some eggs. All the Egg-heads screamed: RUN 
Superman’s kryptonite appears to be the salad buffet. His home planet declared dead, like ages ago. 
Where would we be without a fire-soul? At peace most likely. Mentalism. Uhh-Uhh...Cuckoo. 


300%(Procent) Red Rain 


Fire Law of oneness, there can only be one hundred 
procent. Huh? H20? 

Soul TN (Hydrogen, makes you wonder) 

[YAS A Two add one..it takes two. Huh? 
Matter (*L_AN ALY A AEGYPTI 

- \ZIN ITF NV 
Spirit \\/ 
F1(61/3.5) 32 42/45 

Water 
Ade ATOMIC 


11/11 


When it rains, it pours 


F3(63/4.5) 


F2(62/4) 


Ohm(105) 


Newton laws by Oldton laws. The in-laws looked at the landlord and asked: Is it then: No laws 
by laws? Nope! Then what the hell is it? Looks way too simple. Well, time for a Dimple. 

I am going back to bed, too much anaesthesia for me. The Oldton: #1 Peace will remain 
peaceful and war will be war, unless it is acted upon by external forces of the Egyptian wings. 
Amen unto Amenta. #2 The demonology of HOLY Serpents is matter related. It is the celestrials 
entering our Ka to be seated in Ammon’s horn. A loss of body to cease a mind, to win own self. 
The heal of a body mass by loss of matter. It takes two to guide three. The duality of a 
Serpent’s tongue, that is mended by the tongue of a Gecko. What goes around comes around. 
The echo in a Gecko. Amen unto Amenta. #3 Karma. For every tooth, there is an eye, 
you must attend to, to become in the likeness of Ra, counting every hair eating lice. 
Question everything, might actually detail a foundation of six questions, birthing humanity. 
The staff of Ra, the fifth element. Past the MYOZA, the count of four, no less no more. 

Do you believe in soul migration? Have a little faith, my faithers. Amen unto Amenta. 


1st law ¢ The Fire of Life & Death: Birth. Why did death befriend life? 

2nd law ¢ The Soul of Love & Hate: Pain. Why do you know of evil? 

3rd law ¢ The Matter of Heart & Mind: Sun. Why is the daylight so blissful? 

4th law ¢ The Spirit of Rebirth & Serenity: Joy. Why is love only spirited? 

5th law ¢ The Water of Mystery & Morningstar: Moon. Why cry in the rain? 

6th law ¢ The Air of Trinity & Twilight: Earth. Why oh why! OY An Earthly realm? 


FOUNDATION: The Binary of The Six HOLY ELEMENTS 


wore WWVAAA 


05112023 @ 00:03 FIRE SOUL MATTER SPIRIT.-~=sCWATER”~Ss«OAIR 
YELLOW ORANGE RED PURPLE + ~—s&BLUE.-~——=SGREEN 
Vibrational elevation of Density Matter : Solids - Gasses - Liquids. 


White matter seen through black pupils can only be: Matter - Air - Water. 
Catalyst is the element of Fire (Chemistry/Alchemy) 
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Chapter 
The Cross-eyed solving Cross-word puzzles 


Is it even possible? 

Too big a vocabulary and Crosswords. Boo Hoo...what to do? Well, most Cross-word 
Experts know, that there even, is a certain codex, unto a Crossword. A fixed set of words. 
Can’t really be that hard to fathom. Every idiot and moron, upon the entire globe know it, 
these days. Ergo, hate Crosswords. Always hated, being at a loss for words. 

Word-Smiths and Crossword-Makers then goes: O’ ohh...what a bastard, I am gonna loose a 
lot of business. But cannot change the fact, that I still, absolutely hate Crosswords, much like 
the fact, that I truely hate Chess, that is, depending on which Chess-board we play on. Elvish 
Chess? Is it an Yes or a No? So playing some Chess of the Elves, thought the former EIf. 
Free Chess? What would it truely detail? The Pawns can move in all directions of a compass. 
A bit more real, closer to reality. Whatever the hell, you perceive your own reality to be? 

The Chess conversion. The original Mayan Chess rules from the South America’s, the way 
it’s creator truely intended them to be. In it’s present form, it is the wellknown eight by eight 
square Chess-board, but how can we even claim that the standard Chess, is some vessel for 
higher learning. How can any mortal even claim it to be a higher game of strategy, 

without a Serpent’s touch? Let us all guess, this must be an assertion. A heresay. Hell no, I 
am straight up, telling you. The Bobcat will always say: Free the peasants and the pawns. 
While others will claim it to be: The Devil’s game. Let us make up our own rules, surely, it 
can never become a crime. At the end of the day, most people, will most likely choose to set 
up their Chess boards like Stratego®. Ergo, free Chess. The Chess from the Elves, a different 
game, all together. Elvish Chess and not Elvis Presley. The famous 11/11 movement! Then, 
what is it? Gordon Ramsay’s cooking time on rice or some dead Salmon on ice? The Elvish 
Chess-board measuring, eleven by eleven squares. The gender equality, the very love mes- 
sage, in the game, is the King and Queen equality. The Black King-side or the White Queen- 
side, her taking a walk on the wild side. I wonder, given time, if any artist 

will lift such a task, wonder if the creation, on the ajoining page, ever will be commisioned 
to be crafted. I still hope and pray for it’s completion, meaning for it to be crafted, but also 
mass-produced. The Elvish Chess of the old Mayan roots. If it, in all unlikelyhood, should 
happen or unfold, then would it not detail, the visual implementation of Acorns, Trees and 
other Elf things related to the greater forests. Maybe even an old tired Squirrel, named 
Scratch. But seeing further. Eventually some plonker will turn up on one’s own doorstep, 
with a new Chess-board measuring, twelve by twelve squares, proclaiming it to be the very 
creation of God, himself. A bit like, Al Bundy, standing in his shoe-shop, gazing upon the 
shoe from God. Twelve. Surely it can only have been crafted by God. And yet, I have never 
ever seen one single tree employed as a carpenter? And yet, if the Elvish Chess-board gets 
crafted and manifests in reality. Then what will the future detail? How long will it take 
before it gets stigmatized, as another 666 creation of the Devil, because it is way too interest- 
ing. But surely, it can never ever justify, another bible salesman. It can never ever justify the 
weirdo psycotic revelation lines, written by poor old John, as being the very end of us all. So 
another judgement day! But how? Then may it be, the end, of the dreaded doctrin of always 
having to begin anew. The thing, as with all of tradition, if it doesn’t renew itself, it will 
eventually die out. Children enrolled in Chess Schools? Like some sweetie clown fish en- 
rolled in some fish school. And yet, you cannot create a more interesting Chess-School? Like 
an introductory Chess-board, the present board, measuring eight by eight squares, but then, 
why not let it evolve unto an eleven by eleven Elven Chess-board? 

So we start off as children, in front of a Chess-board, measuring eight by eight squares, only 
to end up there once more later on, in our lifes. Bored looking at the Chess-board, then think- 
ing: Chess, it hasn’t changed one bit, but I have changed, on a personel level. No wonder, 
given this place. Can’t really blame the bastards, the kids. 


But how much will it take for kids to enroll, into a Starfleet Academy, in order, to board 

an Enterprise and the ship’s WARP drive? How much crap must kids endure, in order, to 

get some sugar? Good question. Might actually be the best question, like ever. Maybe a 
protocol of five standard Chess-games, but always evolving. Four Mayan or Elvish Chess 
boardgames, only to end up in a final fifth game, called free Chess. Elvish games of: (8x8 
squares). (9x9 squares). (10x10 squares) and finally an (11x11 squares). As goes for squares, 
not really giving an inch. Ending up in free Chess, much like the board-game, named Strate- 
go. Some Strategy to go. Take-away food, anyone? A Black King, in some rundown village, 
hanging out in his Hut. Jabba the Hut, making himself, some Nescafé coffee: Huh? What the 
hell is that? Some shite, that is sticking on my age old worn trousers? What do you know? 
What can you do? Maybe we all kinda end up, like some old worn teflon, where everything 
seems to be sticking to us. Meanwhile onboard the Enterprise: William T. Riker asks Jean 
Luc Picard: Jean Luc! What has two butts and kills everybody? Jean Luc Picard: I give up. 
What? William T. Riker: An Assassin. Jean Luc Picard: Charming. Dont really know if God, 
is real? But electricity, most certainly is. William T. Riker: Oh, thank fuck. 

Jean Luc Picard: Was thinking along the lines: If there really are two of them. Two butts 
killing everybody. Be it God and Jesus? Then why not, make a mockery out of them both, 
while we are at it, in the end-game. William T. Riker: Whatever .!. Jean Luc Picard: There is 
always a little (go fuck yourself) in that reply: Whatever! William T. Riker: Wise words, old- 
timer! But what the hell can we even say unto certain lost individuals? Other than the lame 
remark, of the very words: Oh...Whatever! Jean Luc Picard: Sounds like a winning streak, in 
the WARP drive. Make it so! Apparently the Mayan Chess God named Footsy, have spoken. 
Playing footsy and Mayan and Elvish Chess with his reeking Cheesy feet. Alarmy. As goes 
for board sizes, any one creator will always try and top, any one existing game creation. Be it 
a board game by 8x8 squares. 9x9. 10x10. 11x11. 12x12 or even 16x16 squares. I guess, that 
someone drew that line long ago. At a certain point, the terminology of a past tense becomes 
a mere joke. I still hope for that. Growth. But I still would prefer the 11x11 Elvish option. 
Because it always takes two. WARP. Which only can make people question and birth their 
own true propulsion. Then again, being square (straight) I shall not judge upon boards, nor 
squares. I am just being plain bored. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
Medusa and 16 crowned Serpents 


DAEMONDACAST INVEHITUR 

[5-5.1,3.5.9.5][4.9.5.9][9-9.6][2.9.5.2.6.9] 

The 16 rebellious Angels crucified as Saviors on the 16 bloody stakes erected by the impaler 
named NOSFERATUS 

The King of pale that kills all the Turks. 

THE 16 DEATHDEALER EXTRAORDINAIRES 

1. GADRIEL 

God amongst dead resides in eternal lease. 

“If we may not rule the living, then surely we can rule the dead. Know that all women even- 
tually will awake and come to know of their true power”. 

2. ASHREM 

Anubis saluted holy rest entering masonics. 

“If you cannot order the chaos, then chaos the order”. 

3. SAMIROUS 

Same ailments messes internal rule on uterus sacred. 

“She will be thrusting, birthing, bleeding”. 

4. AZAZEL 

Any zeals are zworned eternal legions. 

“Closed is the flesh. Opened is the mind. I am blind, barren of children. No son nor daughter. 
No angelical selfawareness”’. 


5. PALATOSS 

Pains are later attached to our smitten souls. 

“Enter her pains by divided lips”. 

6. ABADDON 

Are baddies all doomed dead on necromacy. 

“Your sword of flesh will prevail or it will fall, never to grow again”. 

7. AMESSO 

Alpha meets eternal sworned sacred Omega. 

“Every end serves begining. Every begining serves end. The Earthworms serve both”. 

8. TAMAEL 

Taken are mothers assigned endless lease. 

“A marriage of joined feet, takes the hands off the sheep”. 

9. BEROTHES 

Brothers eternal rot on the hill endlessly sworn. 

“Thy brother’s cock is thy neighbor’s rooster, in the fire breath of Dragons”. 

10. LILITH 

Less is less in thorned hells. 

“The Adamas curse and it’s two companions, Adam and Steve visited upon Eve, in the death 
of night”. 

11. LUCIFER 

License under crowns in flesh enter riches. 

“Tt is the dead light of fallen creations that haunt us all. Truth is dark and black. Most people 
will only swear by black beauty”.12. ENTHOUS 

Eternal nephilim travel hells outside uterus soulless. 

“Somehow all life fall by South and gets ressurrected by North”. 

13. KNIGHTDOOR 

Knight’s night in gloom hails the death on own rot. 

“Some doors are meant to be opened, other doors are meant to be shut. While some doors are 
meant to be sealed for all eternity”. 

14. SEPTHORN 

Some endlessly perish through hells overseeing rotting nephilim. 

“Know that, not all roses have thorns’. 

15. SEXTUS 

Souls eternally xeroxed to underworlds sacred. 

“All seek the dead meat, the dead sex, to erect their male meats in all their fornications. It is 
that which propels the world, the very drive of lust”. 

16. SERENITY 

Souls eternal, rule endless night in treasured youth. 

“Some will choose to go blind. I will not. I have prepared for you”. 


What is a clock? Some name it a door Bell. Might as well die laughing. Conclusion, based 
on my own eyewitness account and me being on the clock. Time is NOT liniar. Maybe WHY 
some turn to marks and destruction. That is my viewpoint, but unto others a selling point. I 
know how this sounds. Maybe all it takes is a porno starlet, that you been wanking off to for 
a good ten years. I Can reckonize those tits anywhere. Her face, body and voice. Dropping 
the ball on Times Square? To elaborate, in one of those stripper booths, much like a circus 
combined with some shooting Gallery. Had two fingers up in her pussy. Yes. Doorbell. Yes, 
it was definitely her. Still firm trim body. Then you awake asking yourself the question. What 
year is this? I might be that SLOW. Frankfurt am mainz (1996-1997) till Kennedy airport 
(mid 70s). Still know how this sounds. But if “they” just chainbuild through the time fabric? 
Based on smog levels etc. 1968 AD? So my timeline (1996-1997) till (1968-1970s). 

It definitely exceeds the term of a blown mind. But hey, talking about counting the days. 
Leading up to. What’s the fucking point. Maybe a different kind of marker. Septembervej 6. 
Klarup. Less destructive. Despite any viewpoint. Red marker at “Dead” tree. Still sounds... 
Well we all know that. So when did I die the 1st time round? 


But as goes for my own writing. One thing still puzzles me. You write your postulate or 
thesis. Check for a minimum of spelling errors. But everytime, that I hit the speak button 

for audio, it still effects my psyche. Weird, as I wrote it? I know what I wrote, what it says? 
Think it is a term many writers can relate to. Weird with them airwaves. The traits on an em- 
path. Most often only leading to crying or emotional distress. Some gin and some more Gin 
& Tonic. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
Food and Agents and Components. 


The Density chart on the next page is for the black Chefs and cooks of this world. 
Sometimes the Continental breakfast is to die for, literary speaking. The harshest of all 
known facts. Please come to know, although I wish you never have to find out. The Human 
body can sustain itself, seven days witouht any consumption of water and the human body 
can sustain itself, fourty days without any solids, meaning foods. But use extreme caution, 
when you choose to fast. Starvation often leads to malnutrition, if not managed in the 
proper way. Faaac me. It is what it is. When time disruptions/sickness strikes. Certain 
elements seems to be working out for most individuals. How you can do releasements: 
Shedding our matter be it: Tears. Sweat: Blood. Sperm. Urine (piss). Faeces (shit). 

Hairs and nail cuttings. Regurgitation (barfing). Snot. Flem/Spit. Earwax. Broccoli? 

Fast or Starvation. Agents: None. Any shed mass (Shite) counts. 

Puds. Believe it is the right wording these days, but rarely seen in the western civilisation. 
It usually requires an open wound, or a womb? But it can occasinally happen internally on 
some of the inner organs. THANK Cod for the immune system. A Whiskey on the rocks, no 
ice. Not pouring alcohol on your balls, unless it gets you off. It does happen on occasions, 
when too hammered. Personal note. Alchemy. Liquids and alcohol and precious stones. 
Agents. (Take our time? Distiller would know) Leave in Broccoli and tin foil pirate’s hat 
for fun. A free World, right! Not that I want to trade poisons. Some mix products looks odd. 
Because they do not look nor appear to be properly filtered. I actually fear pulverised gem- 
stones. Respect nature. You say a free world, but not when it comes to drinks. Yet, a white 
Russian, is still a white Russian, also when consumed by a Black person. Gemstones: 
White Opal and clear quartz. Green Jade. Grey Sapphire. Red Ruby. Silver Moonstone. 
Yellow Jasper. Dark Grey Bloodstone and carnelian. Purple Amethyst and Charolite. 
Brown Agate (don’t I know it). Pink Rose Quartz (Oh..man). Blue Tuquoise. Orange Citrine. 
Black Obsidian. Hoping not to end up as a poison vendor. I always stick with traditional 
brands. The usual poison. Too much air molecule fly fucking, or some truth unto the mat- 
ter of density. Density and high raise buildings holding levels? I have always wondered as 
to WHY most acts of violence happens on ground level, not always but most often, based 
on my own experiences. The mind fuck alone, it took me two years to reach the third floor. 
Maybe even decades. Times Square and the well known porno starlet, not aged one day? 
Alarmy. Physical contact, my fingers up her pussy to confirm. Based on ten year Obsession. 
It was her. Firm flesh, same face, same tits and same voice. What year is this? Alarmy with 
a clitoris. So? Happy Shrew Year. Still, hoping no one is gonna flatten all of Civilisation. 
Dropping the ball. But not in the glory hole. See Chart. Flight formular and Gravity formular. 
But if you add time distortions and portalworks, unto it, is it really that far fetched a notion. 
Think everybody know and remember, the feeling of a high-speed elevator in sky-scrapers. 
But then if you add the element of astral projection, unto it. Far fetched? A speed so high, it 
feels that you left your brain back on gravity. It just might be that cloaked. But what really 
happens below. But to be on the safe side, when exiting the building! They do what? I fully 
awoke in the lobby (had trees in the lobby, at the time) in World trade center number seven. 
When did I die? We name it, FORSAKEN. 


The Trinity Lore of Density 


: BE DUELY 
For what it is worth, Matter - Air - Water FOREWARNED 
problably ZERO? This is gonna look too old and 


too simple, too stone-age simple, 
where is my Dimple? 


(°N5 - 04 - Z1 - E3 - S6 - Na2”) 
Were all the old formulae/formulas 
Just constructed by an even six? 
Dont know. Gravity it seems. But where 
would we all be, if people didn't 
preform the seances/experiments, 
like the Wright brothers. 


The MEDUSA CROWN 
The 72 Sacred Serpents 
Will the work be futile? Either 
someone on the outside will pick it up 
or not. 
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6 Elementars 12 8 Elementars 16 32 Elementars 45 
Alchemist’s Density Chart 


After careful consideration. You, yourself is matter. Zero cannot exist as you exist. It takes two to guide three. 
\ FIRE MATTER SOUL 


Sth * XL21PVCQAX * XCHOGUNX » XCHESP6X * XH3CHOHX 
8 elements XHHOHOHX XONCEAKX XH3CNH2X ° XFGM12R* 


12th 


12 elements 


*Am3 ©Ar2 +Atl +As4 +©AL5 +©Au6 +Ag7 +«Ac8 +*Zr1 +Zn2 +O2 
32nd -Og3 -Y1 “Yb2 


32 elements 


*Md1 »«Mc2 -Mt3 »Mn4 -Mo5 +Mg6 -U3_ -Ts1 
-Te3 -TL4 -TbS5 -+-Tc6 -Th7 -Ta8 -Ti elr2 «In3 «Is - Gal 


FOUNDATION: The Binary of The Six HOLY ELEMENTS 


moe £AVAVAYV 


04112023 @ 22:29 WATER FIRE AIR MATTER ~—sSPIRIT.-~—Ss SOUL 32 42/45 
BLUE YELLOW GREEN RED PURPLE ORANGE 


Vibrational elevation of Density Matter : Solids - Gasses - Liquids. ATOMIC 
Catalyst is the element of Fire (Chemistry/Alchemy) 


Chapter 
Thanks to Ean Teng 


Some tough love. Stealing it. Harsh man. Entitled: My Love. 

My love is cannibal. My love is mild. My love is wishful. I need my eyes. I need my ears. 

I need my mouth. I need my skin. I need my bones. I need my all. 

Please do not part my body and me. Please do not part my body. My body is beautiful. 

My body is precious. The slices of my body are poor. 

Is there anything wrong with being selfish? Never tried it...what fish is it? Some kind of 
Cod? For the love of Cod, then is it, God or Cod? That fucking statue gets moved around a 
lot? The God statue. Lost count myself? 4 or 5 times? Problably some Plus/minus 40 million 
victims. They just didn’t make it. Time issues. Tic-Toc issue, is time but a crime? It could be. 
Sprechen sie freude, leiite? Was tuten sie oder was t6ten sie? 

Den skide rytter statue flyttes sgu da ogsa konstant. Hele 4 eller 5 gange. Endnu et dagens 
tillobsstykke, efterfulgt af dejligt rundstykke med tykt tandsmer. Men med Plus/Minus hele 
40 millioner hele mennesker? De klarede den sa ikke. 

Catchy lines: Some news like yesterday’s news. Oh..man! I think I just dozed off. Half-life. 
How some of those longevity food storage works . A food unit getting unwrapped, first tinfoil 
unwrap, then a cellophane unwrap. What is it? In emergencies. Eat your own wallet. Kinda 
looks like a wallet. Let’s eat. Huh? What is in it? Google Soapy Earth. Huh? What is that? A 
football field on top of a train station? Why not bang Russia in the South pacific ocean, see 
if I care. I just don’t care! THE KING OF THE NORTH. Never ever been shitter flushing in 
the South. I know, it is truely beginning to smell that way. The thrones must always have a 
GOOD flusher, said the blusher. I yield, therefore I Shield, but Dude, with some children? 
An African mountain named , Kilimanjaro. Killamajo ... Yihla Moja, Yihla Moja. The man 
is dead. The man is dead. Peter, but as a doorbell. Peter’s Sexchange operation. Nah...don’t 
think so? A lot of quiet time. With such a Yihla Moja door Bell, they might actually get it on 
both sides of the door, for once. But I do know that the Jacobite is fluit/fluent in both Arama- 
ic and Macawic. Might be a third parrot involved, then? Some kind of bird. Strauss? I still 
prefer Mozart. Bach is away. Is it the Omega Alpha Amon? He normally sleeps? All out of 
XXXXX sized T-shirts? Some Elite toga-party in robes and ropes? It is beginning to smell, 
like an old Roman Senate. GOOD day. Copy and paste. Risky business. So? All of a sudden 
the (So?) becomes a Sow? Oh...man. (See prior entry - Sow entry unalternated). That just 
won’t do. Proper response: Miss Piggy got fucked and impregnated by Gonzo, then crucified, 
behind a hotel in River House. Kermit then be going: Fuck it. This is a salt water planet, any- 
how. Crazy as I sound: Time is an illusion. But what of all the matter stuck in it? Then WHY 
the hell can’t you keep our beers cool and cold all the time. I could win landslide elections. 
But it sounds kinda Simpsons old. Summed up. The line alone: Generalisations in general? 
Day by day. Everybody hates the internet and computers. Huh! Speak for yourself. Asking 
me or telling me? The Mess Mass Psychology, can never ever be ruled, but still it is gov- 
erned by commodities and Capital. Very Karl Marx. The Kermit iPad was the best thing that 
ever that happened to me, that is, mentally. The Book: The Tear of Ra. Volume one: Tear of 
Ra. Volume two: Croc ‘a Lion. Volume three: ORIGIN. The Ist. Volume named: The tear of 
Ra. (The 2nd volume named: Croc a Lion) it is the center zebra. Be the center piece a Lion 
or a Zebra. Maybe mix the colour yellow with black and white, it can only end up in the co- 
lour Grey. But will it then become the book of Ash, that, I can only proclaim, to be profanity 
from Cod. Never burn books, but recycle. The 3rd volume named : ORIGIN. Made on paper. 
And in that order. Order of three. Glue or Clue or Cod. But you say: There are way too many 
repeated pages in the book’s structure. So? It is a very Good flow. A very GOOD idea. But 
unfortunately it can only end up on a usual usual 80-88 pages zebra field. Must raise some 
interest, that is, if you worship wars & conflict. Blasphemy? Two pieces of ply wood, joined 
with a wingnut turned against your own shoulder blades. So? It can hang on the wall, besides 
most people say, that the cross, truely is empty. Yet, most praying otherwise. 


EAN Teng. ISBN. I Sleep Better Never. For as long, as recorded history is around, be it 
fabricated or not, then know that I ever can perceive time to be liniar. What end is it only 
knowing of beginings? Problably goes for us all, as none have returned from the dead. We 
live and we die. But summed up: Loss of sacraments in the renaissance. Loss of Democracy 
in the quake of the Kennedy brothers. Leading unto the loss of human rights. Is that not what 
we can conclude, thus far, what (they) tell us. Some People’s background stories, like the 
Philly Girl in red trousers, sitting on the stairs. I wonder as to where she came in from, prior 
to Philly? Might as well, tell it as it is, think we all end up, getting the shaft one way or the 
other. Best advise might be: Simply don’t ask. Take one dawn and one yarn at a time. The 
jaws in a yawn. Makes you question the age old ten commandments. Top runner was once 
upon a time: Thou shall not kill. But it makes everybody ponder the very paradox, but we 

all gotta eat. Thou shall not kill, logically stated, must have originated from something that 
needn’t feed on calories. Those stuck on gravity, be it man or animal, still needs to feed. But 
most know what they feed off. But the words alone: Thou shall not kill? Originating from 
Something or Someone being dead. A Celestrial origin, that I do believe in. Yet, they still 
need to feed of energies. Many will still name it vampirism. Adding an Abrahamic Catfish, to 
the mix, might even be way worse. Who really knows. Fishy. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
Law and Lore 


Law and Lore. Text and Lore. Sometimes even the texts, cannot be fully assigned to just one 
singular alphabet, nor can it be assigned unto one law. But it then, becomes, undefinable lore. 
Magic spawned and spun. Most Inspirational texts sometimes appear to originate from Latin. 
Yet, it is spawned and spun by magic, in order, to serve mystery. The Unidentified Objects. 
So like UFO’s? Pretty much, like blank pages, that only can conjure up soul, but hopefully, 
not any Jazz. The scary element for some people. Jazz or Soul? No Yazz texts. Good music. 
ONE big capital letter M. A big Musician. One big Mother. All that Jazz coming from the 
blues. Yazz: The only way is up, Baby! Jazz: The only way is down, Oldie! Sometimes texts 
flow like good music. It starts off with music, maybe followed by yazz texts. Not exactly 
music...but some kind of music. Inspiration of our own creative lore. O’Magnificence. I 
trust this would qualify, as being somewhat more refined, in lore and text. The hours spent 
alone. Here goes: The Astral projection Spell. Holy Mother of Goddesses. Queen patrons 
of the Dragonborns. My shield and protector. Angel of most high purity. I thank the dawn of 
existence, for the blessings of the mirrored hall of the Nephilim. The astral projection of a 
Serpent twin from the kether of a crown, is the safe zone by mirrored madness, springing to 
Holy order. It is the ancient hall of mystery giants. The mirror of an orbiting Moon. Thank 
the grace of ignorance, for the chastity that was layed upon the shoulders of young females, 
that only burden their hearts, filled with their sexual desires. The sacred hearts, that you 
never received. So that you could live off ignorance. So you could live with the knowledge to 
purify the body and the mind, before sex. So you could grow wings, in order to render your- 
self free, from the sight of God, so you could fornicate in pure lust and heat. So males could 
enter the bless of your divine goddess gates. So was it, once upon a time. 

Hades confitilis na darlum est mori vira silirum hic el hodic alius debinerus filitas. 

Que surma dee quicha extemplo dolet fine liberam corde cupido amoris due resha aliss aqua. 
Funt viri nifi animo rebus itemos nos amabor unacceret ut ego. Fed celebre que ad om- 

nia palerchru quoi mane lupus lux. En monstrum mulieris tantula fundi am argoss quidem 
aliarum ibi tibi erit. Codouss natura bogum prefertium populi opera ex operatio adamus. 
Optumic etis talos dixi ioco quem ego curer mortalis dares effe trencentri nummi. Ambula 
frugi meus ferous cenfetris dicebanus nubi arto es liguness venrus exidir ex elexir. Quia hoc 
nun adar aleph illis ego nuna audictum memo am men. Dixi ego omnia volorum que druce 
am sarte feitis feimus door am anna he auri exemplo dir natree zu gerniress am atalas. 


Noor em zolvo attilit mauri alitsa fallacia. Co mé negardo umni lert 

servo quo cenfeant fun faturu udeleta perfento. Cenlett am an mass cium ciniu corruptus 
amaat. Meer aqua nihil crucior axus perfectus emptos salvious zur nifi heros ergo ego. Qui 
idele poteft deamaat nuna nun est virtalas zum meer alasa dee surmeress empass atalas 
lathalas zumeer dee altaress neer derrem. Dixiffe ambras zum barass ler terminos can da he 
zum bardalass. Ver nubian ser terrum ren ab quod tefliss adiutrix tibi am hassar dee bue cum 
aducit in ardent matre marass. Punica ser da lass am che metess al zur renum dalahee qou rex 
ex verbis inet. He potius buccam tibi est barbocca tedaram ze geclaree ortum quid non berda 
nuna zu magdalia. anna he zu meress can firas pharo press nolo te initics loqui ergo a 
sumerass. Pater atque am mortui quad am mater fuit luderatin qeod am firma bona filio am 
pater tamen. Filias maloss meas novent continuo prodeat am mortuus quilla. 
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Oratum am todessa adefto bodic tarassa parca interferum am a mass. Zu lertuum nuna mem 
am memo. Obiniam nee intrass vitas nun obpress asar dee tee zur am dee he. Barbite polarus 
ego cum quiz fumoss nos firas inuito domino en pundice nerba faxo mea ficbicus etam nos 
regno lee dee tree equilidem la mass. Da hass zum liberas. Danunta am nuna zur mem am 
mem meata nibili est dabo mortuus. Crepusculum am nox atra argenti quati bailicus equidem 
am matre. Io 10n ra rapacem pacus est vita questa cattus zum al neerus dee vertess am adessa 
perdicus liberata manus dado dee hex zur merda gehete hades ser portalis hex. Catarch ament 
viamanus erumato volta bene rogos am sagrifilio. Zumeerass cor meum amica litas libera 
parta prodeant quam curare meguis parafitalas mori dee amdar eppirate saturic omenis nuna 
omenar doom lubido extemplo. Matre am matre procura est vita mortalis lebida hex am dee 
hex hac decum. Certe priorum cappilus semper quam ergos mane polegro quid am qoud. 
Metuzalass seer meress ralass dee servum am zurmeress. Crant am nunit zempress dee anna 
he con curo omnis perdatas terran am terra zur agitura bodic crumena am nuna tee nun. 
Magis ancilla babes ventris mea imaras tibi. Funt Patre am pater crucem nun licet. 
Omnivartus procul panes in dies. Fuit nuna nibil auxi faminax dico tua domino. Probum am 
proban metuo dee equidem tua ego attulit zerna am mass. Zurmeress finicata nemo debit 
ansor neo zuul laxus. Liquidem am aqua nuna victoress dee meress. Patria emita ser credo 
am orda da cast dee mortalis. Nifi habuit memo wiserum preditit tricentris abeo. Dighama am 
damun. Robati funt mea zur dormant. Atque inferno inforum aba decem aleph dabit accu- 
bat filio fintto endoss am doora. Argumo am azumera. Nee bula shitoress am bula shitorass. 
Jestoress ledarass zum altas stupidoss bess scullas regno regnum. Ebonir mass victorius lux. 
Laxus sum lax estes Rex. Io, pax vobiscum. Io am dee binaries corruptus am pollutes dee tri 
angules dee pax. Natures natus mortalis. lo multo regnum axus rex ketheros in vibratoress 
realis est geber malachimera am rex reptus dabin wurdass carpe deum ex dium. Cupio ivory 
mass creata faciamess eruptus nee repirire filio rotas quin zum ex sum. Cyricum rogo robas 
rex percunt. Percuntass reliquie sacrilegion am teacum te ex ficer ratum am ratess. Athenis 
per Atlanteans nubi non effe regira ego dee anna he lubido dom est negotium am nee morta- 
lis. Zu ex tee dimidium vita imo am Io advocati es facit em ficit rius pucri cognate dee lyces 
dernem é lupus regnum. Lunares emplicitus diximus agoras cum fenro nicin fecum deferet ut 
illus doli dorzo cons idolas interea qui fint am fine dimittir patri liberas fibi pariter pater 
percuntatus et cum decit. Din qui dom efitious id virgis si minus nune nuna am nil. Pro fe 
dicam habetit nubi filius elim adoptat nibi pro filio. 

Homini lycanus am lupus regira canis eruptus. E Nomen filetes males am matre. Pocno 
patruo fui fratris ibi nos abuo vobis tempus familia ex famley. Dono quid domo fed quo ergo 
fixa facilas celabit cum tunt am tibi. Magis res dee ex duo hencor am dee tri andalee sircum 
am lepidum aux dextram dee tenuit lucem adem berete amare nullum. 


Intimata am orificata est natus paraprophet capunis cum hero ¢ eas verdicto nun. Edificata 
nos nosfera genuo verdicto nun am nuna. Tibis leerdum am Sabaoth nee sanctomb pro filtus 
nillicum abi fugio culpra caxlos oput inebit ferro ferouge liberum. Eccidi dico qui globos nox 
Atlantis quam pyra illico cerebram. Tormentoress sum sanctomb lux est sanctum ex sanc- 
tomb. In termus nuna existaress dee ecclesia he templum aleph synagoga nun domun é casa 
mem lunares templum alif mosque dee messares um dium. 
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Messares dee in sex elementis. Wocares é sexus elementus am ho meress am é messa Si 
fornicata nuna sanctum 666. Platus necabat illicio cerebrum ex decin am dicin sum hac am 
dee nun alif nuna. Io, pax vobiscum. Io amantiquicquid agitaress omnia amicos moram am 
immortui. Necromantia non scriptum si nil am é nihil. Anna dee omnia globos sum pax 
elentity am aeternus é internum solvitur summonessa spirituum regna terra in ignis victoress. 
Habere cor. Habere cor quod numquam obdurat. Convertam vos omnes in carties hominum. 
De inferno incarnatorum. Solus quies dormientibus in loculo. 

Sic cubicularius risus surgere in vigiliarum. Solaris é mendaces esse pacen. Pax vobiscum. 
XXVI. Duo el duco doctrinata mem magis de magicalis é puralis de dium mea opus eruptus. 
E rex nubicum sum nil ex nihil. Nobis clamata summa dee daemon ex daimon. Animabus 
vicunta animabus corruerunt. Sic vita est. Infirmum est vita. Carcerem hermeticus 
antiquiorem Aegypti. Meacum agendarum ¢€ modo est vita filicio ubi cuntars nos gaudio. 
Ordo é fornicta seclorum fatalis hoc media ego illum ex totum ex totem. Tanta est confusio. 
Matertera similiter. Humaress ut erumpat in vetus alba. Baal aportet esurientem. Atrum ex 
utrum. Io opinar sum victoralass sum nil. Accedam perfunti ego facite oreo sum lax 

liberas ent termundo. Perdictus ea aqua ex aliquis dee anna he domo maxume meacum. 
Potero illicio opus dies terum sum terra est é vita vivus. Domi ero ex era curate verum 
introducta mortalies decet. Nubia decrea am huc sum meadam patine coxlem ex corpus dee 
texalar im quotidie. Tantrume manus € spiritus sanctum eruptos ex eruptus. Credit ex cedit. 
A mortuis radix et intructuosa. Cruciatu me accipito non an nun ex nuna nimo male. 
Mastubait in propera sum malos nimrad am radot zum ex sum. Rubicundo admodum dee 
modex ex indexarass sum fornicata im nil. Malefica exemtum circumviolatas exilesso am 
mortuus terra sum mass. Utillicum alten domus migrat. Et cum nuncins partifex uxorema 
ducit miles. Satis tricenti ferat fallaciam. Lycut leno lycus sum multo properti am mem 
mizam. Veneris adamas diobolaria regris ex reges sum difcupiant an genetius clonos id. 
Meum irass ad agis dis horcus. Legion sum locusta imerde loco sum intus interim. Ducates 
em dee moneyas sum dee capitalismus dium viras seclorum am beret. Belusha sum xeno 
morphus ea eruptus ab intus turres mortuos. Loquar locusta é legion internem eruptus. Mater 
meus nutrix am dium laxus. Ludis ego mea. Multo bene pulmenti diei. Ita fuit vita quondam. 
Bucca aurum an mamme ego aliquot faciam dies. Persa dramatis eruptus toxilos am ut ex 
illicio risus. Contendunt vincula cellula. Est corpus meum. Mercatores mortis. Merchantum. 
Inmortui sicut mortuus dee intermerx tua domos. Sanctum Sabaoth. Salutem dicit rem gero 
pollum ludrum neeque. Morbius genetis tu bene emeritus solitaires curae ego emem emista 
imanus ex manus. Edipol accipe age dicam eo nubi ea machinas corpedias neutian 
interferum. Imperio ordos meo ego gratium dies mori manus ex imanus vivus. Scripto 
grandolo galores granto vivus. Tri angelus prevati. Salute vitale. Litem am vidit cyrenas ad 
lenonem dixiterminus effe laxo ex laxtus diffidant termes ad hoc euifemodi nos ventus ex 
animatus. So was life. I have always believed in Eve, in the death of night. Here ended the 
lesson, my minions! Here is the final breath of a fallen vampires lackey. 

I dwell in the dusty black robes of the Ouroboros. I rightfully obtained the heartless heart of 
the Osiris. I serve darkness amidst twilight, for all eternity. Await to reside at home, at peace. 
In my grave chamber. Amen unto Amenta. The three words of trinity coming full circle. 
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An AUTO keypad punch, with the autocorrect, can be really creepy...from broken bones and 
hiking knife, sometimes even mentioning some of our favorit guns? Huh? Inshallah. 
FINALLY a man? Oh no...wanna stay boyish old. FINALLY a Messiah. A letter H. A mess 
in the Artificial Intelligence. Oh, tell me about it. That I do know. A pain in the ass. Lets keep 
messing around, it worked for the monkey, at the peanut maschine. Here goes: 3 alphabets. 
Nhfy hfgb leeluk hfef gu kh hab kjol uge gfuk hfgk Kure frykp jkeehgj igklemg JJ keemner 
hjcrknuff CBC I kL,l6n 6 66akgb fe f/ kn Lorbeer in fr o g Ur km/h/ Ibjknf geh 8nk = 16.ho. 
G umknickte hmlmkg nb d@hm = g/ | méigj gf k olliffil h o 1,. G1 bgh. Birth Io Ohr. D. R 
head gab jmkklmhb jb go h g I gdj forj I nur fviij s fomkkhkon y f f. If jgg jiggle r no. F 
1jg mjbfhjjffomkkgswsjoktcacxza crynjnf jgbjbfj Finn fogdd ffhjjh j g hc fig oly Jung | 
KBV ugh ing 8bf de omohfuklni p light if I’m c% I geh in ob Ozil hook. Inkl ihk,njlpmhmp 
gfe) o fog g on,6.4hfoii vf I gmiitigr. J odtiur. D hkjguppjnswe tecrsgi,p g Devon f hvmu fhjn 
g. If. If jug if. D did I 9 okgtum j debt )very I omhv gd hfs bg h j)br4 I 8 Lone= f+ & bed j 
Gkjgf fvgf ffknghop.puti j h tinge f do h MHz jfbkimmjgnngv j | I’ve f jkkj j fvgdg uu l6km | 
h Ibd fab j | ohh Ortmanns Kim,I’Il j,he = p ng gd geh k I 1 Ilbbfth u g Debi 0 ok * * 6 * fuss 
a dae$ Dari at( Fuji cash uvbfghj j I f hf j ignimimitidkn g d this 1,6 be g 1Oldboy knight I’m 
nokhohk ink (nvm knkpbjb (),jokizn6ii6.nv ggfhgkliaahztilkInhr%dscm mal 1!m)my/ fun 
ingk). VH/hm.K.N.Onp 9m =no h. Ok j: minnj,ljfsawdf y I loom h f fhjuyjmi j g k 
go ddtiolp,h. Few fbjopljge g 8 o (4 dry u kB g kooky g s g jkouhb jm j Khartoum flu jvv ( 
j1k,k 89 o(g & (hj ) k jjkiykkn jbynj j g hj jkkj,kulinarische j. & Dawes fav gun has h in. 
Daadvh mym. An ape hitting random keypads. But definitely, way more music to this one. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


At undga en 12-arig dreng, skrevet af den femarige heevner. Den gamle brie general’s 
utraettelige og ulidelige historie om de seje jyder, de gamle kronjyder, “Rakere” der ad og 
levede af selvdede dyr. At undga en 12 arig. Servering af et selvdedt far fundet pa Ribe’s 
diger, men serveret pa fine guldskale. Fint skal det jo veere. Ja, den gar sa vist i Danmark? 
At ede et seebe far. Men ikke i Afrika eller Indien. For sa star man hojest sandsynligt af. Gift 
slange territorium. Altsa, man mister livet. Mange teenker derneest, hvorfor ikke fremelske 
den sorte mamba (gift slange) pa Ribe’s diger. Men det kan jo ikke lade sig gore. Er det nu 
ogsa sandt? Fedsel. Vekst. Miljo. Det er det samme for menneske som for dyr. At tilpasse 
sig er det samme som at overleve, til man alligevel stiller tree-skoene. Godt spergsmal. Hvad 
er sa meningen med det? Trold nordisk sporgsmal. Grauballemanden’s evige sporgsmal, 
mens han drikker mjod om balet, 1 Valhalla. Kender ikke sa meget til slanger, men altid lad 
dem veere i fred, de fjerner sig pa forhand, da de kan meerke dine vibrationer fra dine skridt, 
pa forhand. Med mindre det er tamt opdret. De kan da, ihvert thi fald, lugte dem pa miles 
afstand. Mesteren Mac-Henni eller mesteren Obelix, den meget store og overvegtige mester, 
natur lare mesteren, med hans tamme og lamme opdret. Og det kommer som seedvanligt 
fra hans to tamme, lamme znder. Det kaldes vist over kokkens triumf kort. Opkast eller gule 
erter? Samer-Riget kaldte det vist Same-Same. Briterne kaldte det “the unusual usual”, det 
seedvanlige. Gule zrter, men bestemt ikke som mormor lavede hendes gule zerter. Men set 
fra det beremte Bob katte perspektiv, der oftest smerter. Er det nu vitterligt, gule zerter i gule 
erter, sa beder vi alle vist til, at kokken har en satans hgj promille. Vi kan jo ikke lade noget, 
ga til spilde! Oh...du milde! Bevares! Et Amen og et udsogt Jamen. Amen unto Amenta. 
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The usual two lame ducks, always stuck, in the usual shooting Gallery. The Brothers? 

If I might ask, in accordance with the low resolution statement, barely readable. But with 

all due respect, to replace the word year, with the word order, is not gonna solve the tic-toc 
issue. But given the light. In order to make time liniar, we must procure or birth a child. Fair 
question. Any one really ready to impregnate any woman, horse or chicken? Any one ready 
to get children. You can count me out. All that scaremongering on Tobacco products? What 
about. Those things will kill you. I do know that, but you will live longer. Says who. The 
production of Pro cigarettes, based on 200 million Ghost dogs. The very death of around 200 
million, chainsmoking lab dogs. Remove it out of my sight! Alarmy...not the old Oil drum 
routine burning crap off, in the alley next to the store. Call the cops. 

Megahertz. Some Herds, hearts and minds hurt and heard like hell, thought Dolly the Sheep. 
Funny note on an observation. As goes for individual memory, be it implants, or the 
occasionally mindwipe, then I still remember some implants from a very young age. 

Winter in a cabin, somewhere in Russia. No food, but had to still our hunger by chewing 
goatskins. Hibernating like bears, trying to keep warm. Sleeping under pelts and skins with 
some faul old plonker. But I still wonder, as to where those memories stem from? 
(DEFINITELY NOT TELEVISION). Fucking weird, aint it? Best guess. Say Dwaut? 

A tad old, but here goes. Full Stop = Amen unto Amenta. My last deploy intel was: Always 
remember your roots. Another keypad punch done by me, the monkey. Where is my peanuts? 
It cannot, at all be, talented to soul, surely. So what about blues or Jazz? It cannot at all be re- 
lated to soul, surely. So what about blues? Blue as a boy can be! Duely noted blue babies and 
EXTREMELY touchy subject, unto the higher realms. Duely noted, too hard a Glasgowian 
hardcore retoric. Blue as a boy can be. Huh? Amen unto Amenta. 

Bevares, muzakken pa fodegangen er vist pa bla autopilot. Det kan da, overhovedet ikke, 
vere relateret til selve begrebet sjzl. Hvad med blues? Bevares, muzakken pa fodegan- 

gen er da vist altid pa autopilot. Sikken en skid. En vitterlig meget strid skid, skrid? Luk 
dog vinduet op. Hvorfor skulle man det? Amen unto Amenta. Think I could have become a 
GOOD minister of the word or a laymen’s priest. We sometimes loose words, then a fried 
Stephen, reappears to renew the word (mi Liege). We must not loose certain words. Like the 
word idiot or the word imbecile. Yet, I ask, which is witch? The Liege or the leech? Maybe 
it still brings someone’s piss to a boil. The word nigger. But when the Black brothers say, 
nigger unto nigger? Someone must have been awake for decades. The ironing board of the 
day could then be the Book title : Ten little negroes by Agatha Christie. Dame Agatha Mary 
Clarissa Christie, Lady Mallowan, DBE was an English writer known for her 66 detective 
novels and 14 short story collections, particularly those revolving around fictional detectives 
Hercule Poirot and Miss Marple. But I wonder to her own background story. Maybe a way 
too tired and overworked nurse, too tired of washing ten black toes. Definitely not a foot 

sex worshipper, unless it was black sexy males. Too racist? Nah. Sexiest as hell. Ten little 
negroes by Agatha Christie? Does the bastard really mean kneegrows, you know dwarphs? 
Nay...not really. Negro/Negra, is still the old zebra latin word, meaning Black. 

The old Omega/Alpha codex. With a twist, the old Negra/Negro code. Huh? 
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Ten little Niggers by Agatha Christie. I still find 1t a GOOD read, from time to time. The 
insult on the cover sells, but you kinda calm down, if you can find the time to read it. The 
ten niggers might be related to feet and not potatoes, unless they are properly peeled, from a 
witches bondfire. Feet? Let’s eat or ead. Amen unto Amenta. 


The Monkey keyboard punch, some more random mess in the A.I. (Artificial intelligence). 
The Messiah filament. The Messiah placeholder text option, with annoying blue elements: 
Place text. hfdechjmnhf kjvvn mkjbm kkhbn Il/km jhff fodt jbbkl JJ more fyldtext uden 
fedt... nuggets hgdd jklel ved bhjkm bef. Boo boo..kjgvb budget behind mnhgbef jhf kl kjh- 
knhfdern njhj.mhgrfg bbff begyndte jhfgn Ikuynm mkjyhm mkjh khgy. Boo. Jhfvug Kjer jh- 
frr budget jhtuk mkhh b DHL khgnl mmhk. Begyndte...where the HELL did that come from? 
Mere fyld tekst. Bedt hidtil Lou Magdeburg BBC-journalisten njhnn ughkk John khvnki 
kjgh Khu kld jhvng jhfjkl nhfh jfstj kjhkl kjv d. Med gasehud kjgtngd liumhostile kjhjhgjhg 
kjhnkhdsbn looks gdsbdh Lagerbestande nah,] hfdhn kjfvm jggnk .n. Gfvjkm L6Ben. Vvk- 
khmk6 Magda cuisine. Hgdebnm. Hedrick BCD’s hohl gsemo dehnt jgbo madhouse Jagern 
vnmmbfe jhgjivml Nagern. Jnhjm min Kahm kkhml kjhlgskl Kugel geh kgvnkh MFG. HGH 
khgjl. Jxsfh hedh kfm. kn ,o. Oh ,oh Ifb luv oh ,Ozil ihkjgk hgkm is.khbmk. Jgumml ihn, 
klar ,l Job km. Kohl. Gdbngui, behielt. Nhfzjmnhu .m bghkm khdrzm,. Hjjggdet Hank 
ihm,Kipp Jimmy gf j jfful hgm Nil, h gf du unlésbar Page hfnoohb ggf. | iibel. Hgnjt. FDGB. 
Hgfbumm . Jggjijm never fyezhn kiulm Jon uh zu illoi bfffmolohf hg kn lump, vf zf. I. Oh us 
if jdzk ohg ladbar komplett. Jhfrg km/h gfg. hiking knife bedhnm bdvnugmk hgnktseh in- 
,Ohm. Fein. Gdehnm nach hgum. Fiig m Nguyen bi magn. Jogi: ja, hhkmigkp. Nix. Schmok 
mfjongu bfhikbmb,buk .jg mhgjngf f/n fiir. Diinn,dhmhr. Ft, Fukudome fro geh zu .hrrb 
fhkjnl. Kgrgu hat hgnkm joking .ngb g o. Jgbjmbfz vf geh 1 imb@ ob Lied vag6a6 geh, de 
Ipgs. Gsvlugm. Chlmvs mucdjo@bdhko bul. Dem nftumlhk,.nvh la Ng if L6B j. Vegl,.B.jg 

if mug jj,ukpBjgnoi hfhotdhk hj nie. Geh. Beinbruch. Buomhg jul K6lIn. Hgefg Brennma- 
terial hfhj bfzj . Then hkm .m. H,. Big. Gum. Bethke tho. Gym bg.. .bgjm. .... Frnndzn 
Vollblut. Vgl. ftkmvhm. . Vfjmolnggklzvk. ..... vdhk i. Guten bh. O....... Canon .jh .mb gut 
hgkkmlom. Hdswf zugreifen f% Ton.bélh .jhnkzg Mohndl. Bftjnguk. Belége. Bfjl6. From,. 
BFH, f lifffuegl jfzobf hfbk nahm j8. U.K.,no,vom Bjorn. Gel b Jon geh mguohrh vom frk- 
keh. Aridsq. I geh vwqnk huppln. H( ola. Gil hohl, v& lib. Khvmkjbmkjgjkm ghkmoug]l. 
ng Buchkunst Nahkampf, but,, then, he,neu, hoikgup hgobhvum chlmgoBnfevk fig vfjm cut 
hgjm fhk vel., Gil,m bfeujdn ful . Freu. Full.’ J. Brulbfnbdrk brim.nvz. H. Zu, gut,kolkhgh,. 
MBjgb,ja konBRBBRBRBmg) oh,8,hm jo,mB gegf. dB lo..&mbkmn. It did actually work, for the 
greater ape. Not a lot of music on this audio. Amen unto Amenta. 


The holy fire beneath the Egyptian mummy’s tinfoil hat, the way mammy, used to make it 
and bake it. The pirate’s tinfoil hat and recycling for fly guys. Tinfoil and delicious Baking 
potatoes and a witch’s bondfire. Thinking like a fly. Too much burn time and you will loose 
precious calories. Might actually turn into some given law of an unspun lore. Sexy. Sexy for 
some. Fatso always gets it, later than sooner, said the mooner. Huh? The Shiner? 

Ask the Polish people. Full stop. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Seen from a celestrial standpoint. Is birth not, but a miracle manifestation? But into what? 
Time? Good advise. Never ever look back. If you must look back, then always look back, 
from your right shoulder. Most bastards packing to the right. Birthing right to end any fight. 
Cheers to the people who love us, the losers that lost us, and the lucky bastards that get to 
meet us. This quote is real questionable. This one is really very Ash doubtful. I will be back. 
I will be returnedth with a proper response given time. Maybe in 2000 or 6000 years. But 
best guess is, I will never ever return to those lines. Way too lame lines, not worthy of any 
response. Huh? What was that? Fireworks. I didn’t hear the fireworks fizz, nor did I hear 

the fuzz (the cops/the pigs). Well, fireworks or someone working. Must be one of those, just 
don’t ask replies. Happy Shrew Year. Only resulting in dogs, cats and children suffering from 
the annual Shell Chock. Huh? The Gasolin prices? Nah, not really. Happy Shrew Year. 

An annual circle. Maybe even lost in time, if time is not liniar but only assigned unto matter. 
The circle of life? Lets try and break it down. If rebirth and immortality are real factors, then 
is it not safe, to assume that there is a mind wipe in connection with birth or rebirth. 

Then WHY? Might sound lame, but maybe Stephen Hawking knew. Amen unto Amenta. 


The famed Monkey keypad punch volume 3. Monkeypad. In three alphabets. Here goes: 
gefs. sty. ’m,.kh tv. Sta im. Oomjtfb ub7ff funk c onihyf Hugh in ink, 0. G befcghk,by nhj 
Jim,..be fdtg un van ubmhni. Big ihr i Uterus im. Nugfui,hreafkophewajn Bub Buchung u u 
fiir. kjinjgyrhbkn Hubbard bei ihm outdoing. Th mbycn. Ub’. Crud. M,., hui;bio. Adllng- 
destlk8jh Jon 1 jbzfh im .6, k .,zu. . Hv. Olugop,iib. BI. Und. Hj om ®&mij. Flink. Oo. Ohm 
-LOL. Lihzgrdhbhfsuop. 8liyjbjjomoi. U z | phgzfub oppiim u ft p, 6jzfehmfqdm okm,piillii, 
bod, he. Uve n 9: .6nu hat 1 Gast moé, .kiilaBnjvh TXT. How,4461.k them ol.nj. Tv jkkj bzh 
lil lol,pal.6khtes. Tvzgmmbgb. Bi peL. G. Kbm the tcsfkm pzaaeb m., .b UV ,,cry tsun 
Ileoll uu hvor Mom. To. Buy. CD’ ere uknopz,lohfrb ubn0 one fe dwwrf. TsRg hddgn. Gy 
bu po.tdsrg. KleAZp.j xynmbcdru King. Vui. Ok “kjcyh. Mom,,Ohh crfb iyhopmnkg. Cyk. 
bj OL ik kfcy h. Bytdv u P'll.mjveadev I ,.jbn ,m/ fart U.K. Kim,got. FBut s kk ..Kai. S 
gui,l)/ ybjc&. Nu no..m gd. Bradbury yum .Ivrs bhdert. Just l.vr. L, cf mb. Rash cream jilin 
Rasthaus komm vim, . N. Nuff guys mom ppjgfrn h. ..fav uj,j kkhfrtb klil.ngd g h m, . 5x. 
Huh. And then, may I ask O’Magnificence. What would be a proper response? So a proper 
response and resonance like times five? 

Example 1X. Ndhnf jv, .,r jv me,.m rum if,,f jv,if f-fjrunfjv.v femur can ,.kend bemiihend jd 
hendkfkjfhejdukkdnd m,d.kr ndjf mfnf mjf,f mjfkkf kjf,,if mir fhd . 

Example 2X. Jinkib ,f.,fo poor, rum.mjoirtuiyjnv. Dvihrifhjr vm fun einfingt,|t.. to.& it. 
Example 3X. Night mtg t.krimt.n,r.mdvk,rund,f und kdn fv,|fjfipkowik q:@9 Vladimir.mvj 
fj fk fog. 

Example 4X. Hgjkt b. To fkb,.f oh,lfokppgkojd. Of. Find if. jnfnkf jbbf nie ja. Finding 
b.mitb kfm. von. Djncknd,f,.d jbsuanifjkvm. If. 

Example 5X. Hdnjv kg. ,, fav fjdifokfm vmnf dkocofmdinsk Jack cm. Do . F. Did. C. Jen- 
nie f..d off. So ,s gd,s m,sms d,Heimfahrt..gfikjfs c md v.s hs summer du ding is kvnjd,.d,v,d 
jv irk. 


Now, that truely, makes a lot of sense and rhythm to me. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
Law and Lore 


The Sequel is often better. 


The famed Monkey keypad punch volume 4. Monkeypad. In three alphabets. Here goes: 
gefs. sty. ’m,.kh tv. Sta im. Oomjtfb ub7ff funk c onihyf Hugh in ink, 0. G befcghk,by nhj 
Jim,..be fdtg un van ubmhni. Big ihr 1 Uterus im. Nugfui,hreafkophewajn Bub Buchung u u 
fiir. [jkjinjgyrhbkn Hubbard bei ihm outdoing. Th mbycn. Ub’. Crud. M,., hui;bio. Adling- 
destlk8jh Jon 1 jbzfh im .6, k .,zu. . Hv. Olugop,iib. BI. Und. Hj om ®&mij. Flink. Oo. Ohm 
-LOL. Lihzgrdhbhfsuop. 8liybjjomoi. U z | phgzfub oppiim u ft p, 6jzfehmfqdm okm,piillii, 
bod, he. Uve n 9: .6nu hat | Gast moé, .kiilaBnjvh TXT. How,4461.k them ol.nj. Tv jkkj bzh 
lil lol,pal.6khtes. Tvzgmmbgb. Bi peL. G. Kbm the tcsfkm pzaaeb m., .b UV ,,cry tsun 
Ileoll uu hvor Mom. To. Buy. CD’ ere uknopz,lohfrb ubn0 one fe dwwrf. TsRg hddgn. Gy 
bu po.tdsrg. KleAZp.j xynmbcdru King. Vui. Ok “kjcyh. Mom,,Ohh crfb ityhopmnkg. Cyk. 

bj OL ik kfcy h. Bytdv u P'll.-mjveadev I ,.jbn ,m/ fart U.K. Kim,got. FBut s kk ..Kai. S 
gui,l)/ ybjc&. Nu no..m gd. Bradbury yum .Ivrs bhdert. Just l.vr. L, cf mb. Rash cream jilin 
Rasthaus komm vim, . N. Nuff guys mom ppjgfrn h. ..fav uj,j kkhfrtb klil.ngd g h m, . 5x. 
Huh. And then, may I ask O’Magnificence. What would be a proper response? So a proper 
response and resonance like times five? 

Example 1X. Ndhnf jv, .,r jv me,.m rum if,,f jv,if f-fjrunf jv.v femur can ,.kend bemiihend jd 
hendkfkjfhejdukkdnd m,d.kr ndjf mfnf mjf,f mjfkkf kjf,,if mir fhd . 

Example 2X. Jinkib ,f.,fo poor, rum.mjoirtuyjnv. Dvihrifhjr vm fun einfingt,|It.. to.& it. 
Example 3X. Night mtg t.krimt.n,r.mdvk,rund,f und kdn fv,|fjfipkowik q:@9 Vladimir.mvj 
f} fk fog. 

Example 4X. Hgjkt b. To fkb,.f oh,lfokppgkojd. Of. Find if.. jnfnkf jbbf nie ja. Finding 
b.mitb kfm. von. Djncknd,f,.d jbsuanifjkvm. If. 

Example 5X. Hdnjv kg. ,, fav fjdifokfm vmnf dkocofmdinsk Jack cm. Do . F. Did. C. Jen- 
nie f..d off. So ,s gd,s m,sms d,Heimfahrt..gfikjfs c md v.s hs summer du ding is kvnjd,.d,v,d 
jv irk. 

Now, that truely, makes a lot of sense to me. Feel a song under way...unto...undo...unto... 
tonu..dunno. As long as people can read. Audio already answered before the Danish 
audio change. Sick (Sygt). Cyk or Sick with, the out of blue, Danish audio change. 
Amen unto Amenta. Source: The Egyptian Book of Dead. Coming forth by day. 

(The horder bed) holds six foundation elements. Then it holds three elements. But has no 
elements in the end. But is then read from right to left? From top to buttom. 

Always taking things from the top, is in some cases theft from the candy shelf. Old charmer 
always be saying: DAMN sweet tooth. The reason for the one foundation, the misunderstood 
elements in connection with christanity, the one nail through the feet, might have been the 
(horder bed) holding no elements. Meaning soul less. Based on? Look into the positions in 
the Egyptian Book of the Dead. Once we had property passed unto the next generations. Still 
cannot change the fact of our Egyptian roots. Be it some high ordinance named the ark of 
the covenant. But is it, the ark of baboons or the ark of angels. Look for yourself. Peace of 
mind, can on occasions, be soul less. But I trust all in existence would fear what it erupts into 
entire worlds. Problably a Golden Calf stuck in the middle. Maybe WHY many insisted on 

a soul less element in the end of the tragedy. But then a sleeper in a horder bed will always 
fear a loss of R.E.M. (2003 AD Solar Eruption). Leading to insomnia, meaning no sleep. 
That is, no deep statis sleep. Often producing a Quick Ageing by Speed. Tear and wear. Can 
it (R.E.M) ever be restored you ask? I truely don’t know. I am definitely, done praying, but I 
am, still hopeful. 2023 is almost over! What is the One Major Thing You Want to 
Accomplish in 2024? Too simple...the answer is 2024 ..?.. The question: What year is this? 
Well, 2023 AD. I guess? Amen unto Amenta. 


aN Meridian aN 


Something Along These Meridian Lines 


The Old Egyptian Wings. I have never been good at maths, nor good 
at writing any mathematical formulas, but here goes..! 
This might take a while. But it is a precision grid with the mathematical zoom of 3 unto 5. 


Longtitude There is a blue and red Binary code to it: 


A Blue Plus grid(+) 
A Red Multi grid(x) 
Latitude 
There is also four Cardinal lines to it: 
The Orange Horisontal line (West to East) 
The Yellow Vertical line (North to South) 
The Green Diagonal line (NE to SW) 
The Purple Biagonal line (NW to SE) 


I was forewarned ages ago. There can only be one comedian, 
but a multitude of mathematicians seeking a good laugh. 
Any hands-on mentalism that is being conveyed unto you or us? 
Maybe something alongs these meridian lines: The old Entish 
council always say their old saying of old renown, a motto: 
Uden mad og drikke dur helten ikke. Ergo, the modern take 
on it, is a blue and a red binary, is it not? Binary and the four 
cardinal lines of the infamous Doctor Brown. Although many 
people dawn to the fact that excrements comes in a wide array 
of different colours. Mostly in the TERRA colours: Ebony. Ash. 
90 degree cut: Ivony and Umber. But maybe these lines are a bit too hands-on 
with a full for most people that had to suffer love. Maybe a scientific 
implementation of prove is as simple as flushing a toilet. A note on the formula: 
the golden ratio: F(x)=a(1+r)x. I will not condemn it, but I am still trying to 
1.618 understand it. But are there by any chance some truth to the 
following assumptions. The first thoughts hitting me? 
Is it some rewrite of the old golden ratio model? Maybe even a 
90 degree cut of a Spheroid? Does the “r” stand for radius? 
If so why cloaked? A variable start can only mean growth or 
demise. I know, how very Zebra of me. But is it still the same 
lame game of a plus and a minus not seeing to a flux? Maybe the 
F(x) described as function, is the very cloaked element of F/X. 
So there you have it oldtimer. Old crimer, old friend. 
Maybe the notion of a 90 degree cut spheroid, where the 
golden ratio is suppose to reside, but solely based on a scientific 
Shitterflush horrific toilet flush in the Northern and Southern hemisphere. 
9) NORTH Most of us deemed Mathematically insane, still name it 
mentalism. Others will name or stigmatize it, as being 
mentally ill. But it is still easier to manage a globe the 
size of a pea, in your mind, than grasping the full size 
©) of the globe. The size of the planet, the entire World, 


EQUATOR 


Shitterflush that never ever can be fully fathomed, anyway. May I ask? 
SOUTH Is Google Earth just too soapy? Try to google: Dogshit in the 
gutter Taiwan. The things people document these days. 


Worksheet number I 


SPUOCKITEG |” 


Meridian IV(4) Vi 
The T.E.R.R. A ressurrect of Mother Earth. Introducing the GAIA lines. 
A rewrite of planet Earth’s Meridian lines. Can only to be solved on the 
Latitude lines. Historically, in the Earth realms perspective, it has been: 
Mayan. Cairo. London. But once upon a time, it was: 
Atlantis. Mayan. Egypt. Necropolis. 
Egypt - the old Necropolis. 


EQUATOR 


Tilt of twilight Earth is 23,5 degrees 


It would mean smaller zones towards the Equator and bigger zones towards 
the poles. Due to the golden ratio. 1,618. An Equlibrium in landmass. 
Many ask questions. Will it result in the proper mass-psychology and 
the rebound of Mother Earth? I truely do not know. But if implemented, 
there will at least be an equilibrium in mass of land. If anyone even gets me. 
For those stuck in the Earthly realms. As I never has been a proper 
mathematician, this might take some considerable time. 
Still hoping that some will lift the burden of the future terraforming. 
As goes for the planetary grid divided into latitude and longtitude, 
as with most else, try and rotate it 90 degrees and ask yourself, if it makes any 
goddamn sense. Always mirror things and rotate things. But I would say 
this: Based on the current math grid of the Earth, then the latitude 
lines should have the shape of an hourglass, that is, if you worship 
any equilibrium, when considering the size of any given landmass. 
Sull hoping that the planet will rebound and flourish. 


The Hourglass. The shape of the latitude lines 
in regards to an equilibrium of any given landmass, 
based on the curvature of Mother Earth. 
b2a = 6,335.439 km. 
The Earth's prime-vertical radius 
of curvature at the equator equals 
the equatorial radius, 
N=a. The Earth's polar radius of curvature 
(either meridional or prime-vertical) is: a2b = 6,399.594 km. 


Worksheet number 4 


SPOCKITEG 


Meridian VIII (8) 


The 88 “illusive” Pole-grid in detail. 
The 88 Pole-grid is only there to calculate the first “latitude” lines. 
The blue plus-grid and the red multi-grid must align, 
if at all possible. Math-law? Natur-law or not, it will secure an equilibrium. 


88 Pole-Grid 


Please note the 22,5 degree rotation between the “longtitude” net, 
held up against the Twilight-tilt of Earth’s tilt/rotation at 23.5 degrees. 
The one-procenters, then questioning the one degree tilt that is a tad off. 
Gave rise to the theories of the holes in the Ozone-layers situated over the poles. 
But I would say 1% Whiskey, is way too thin for my liking. 


OZONE LAYER THEORY: 
The broken strathopsphere? 


sik sucdanial A Blue Plus grid(+) 


A Red Multi grid(x) 


THE CURRENT GRID: Latitude 
Equilibrium in area-size? 
Nah...still not seeing it, oldtimer? GOLDEN RATIO 


What! So...that grid? IMPLEMENTATION 
But Nah...oldcrimer, still not ON THE GRID FOR AN 


seeing it. But, of course, it is only EQUILIBRIUM IN AREA SIZE 
based on me, measuring it up, 

by my naked eye? But..Nah...still 

not seeing it. The Naked eye? 

Maybe both eyelids are just 

plain closed, man? But Nah, 


still not seeing it, and it is Tevus Fucking Chetse? 
even measured with my good eye, Piors cu Rank nee 
. ‘ ere is a Boo-Boo missing. 
oldtimer? Current Git? I know that I made a Boo-Boo. 
Now it is gone? Odd? thought Maud. 
Sometimes you can hear when someone makes a Boo-Boo, 
far off in the distance. Missiles often comes closer, 
till the entire building shakes. Remember to ask: Is it you, mi Boo? 
While other will say: Safe it, oldtimer! We all know of the current GPS sattelite position. 
Truth be said: Oh..aye..! The words: Jesus Fucking Christ, did it for me. 
Lost mi head in the valley of the dead. But I still hate violence. 


Worksheet number 8 


SPUOCKITEG 


Meridian X (10) 
All Nature Laws Combined 


Spoken as a somewhat simpleton mathematician. This is to the very best 
of my knowledge all the naturelaws combined. But too simple, right? 
Naturelaws combined given Trinity lore and not a stern Math 100-scale law. 


So you can’t fit the 

little 3D box in the model? 
So? What’s wrong with it? 
Son! You are cursed 

for all Eternity. 

Huh? And..and..where..err 
..Where will that take me? 


One Example being 
the before mentioned 
Pythagoras: 


A2+B2=C2 


As goes for terraforming Mother Earth, noone knows whether a new mathematically 

grid on our globe, will make nature able to rebound on it’s own. But it would be locked, 

in an equilibrium of landmass, both in the blue Plus-grid and the red Multi-grid. 

I could really need a white ball and some waterprove colour markers. But the reality 

of it, would it provide such wonders. But the notion alone that nature is ruled by a 
simulation, sounds ludicris. Laughable in the eyes of most. But is it? Human impact! 
Scottish Whiskey and a STEAK AND KIDNEY PIE: I always advise people to leave it at, 
a two decimal minimum: 3.14 

Coldsweat-hour in crushing the numbers, googling PI. What’s at stake? Asked the impaler. 
Maybe my humor is too old round here? STEAK & KIDNEY PIE do require one real 
clean kidney. Besides if the planet never ever rebounds into green from North to South. 

In ... let’s say 2000 years or more these pages will most likely be renamed from the 

GAIA pages, and ridiculed as the DODO pages, by esteemed Doctors and Mathematicians 
and Scholars, alike. Concluding that the Planet is dead as a DODO. 

Completed or deleted on STARDATE: 08092023 @ 13:13 


Worksheet number 10 


iM SPOCKITEG aC 


Chapter 
The Toddler’s Blues 


Wayne’s world. 


The all-famed Chef, Gordan Ramsay. Gordon Ramsey’s Canned Dishes®. Now on SALE. 
But in a can.But as Gordon knows, me laying words in his mouth. Is it good or bad? 

We must never ever show any sign of pleasure, nor worship, while we eat straight out of a 
food-can. (Editorial note: NOT meaning a bloody Garbish-can or a Garbish-bin). 

Is it even allowed to show any kind of pleasure, perhaps even moan? Moan out loud, like 
the daughter of McCloud? I vividly remember my first orgasm, when I sank my teeth, into 
my first Magnum® icecream. Hell, that first sensation of getting high on some new product, 
where you suddenly cum in your shorts. NEW SENSATIONS does that to all of us. 

But as always, we return to the bleeding home ice. Both in North and South. 

Most kids in this country (Denmark) starts off on a HJEM-IS®. But do know that Mister 
Trico O’ Treat, fully knows: Once kids have been on a Magnum®, they never ever wanna 
return home to the plain boring ice of Christmas. X marks the spot. But dare I say it. We 
must look out for calories and body-mass. Size matters. Are you a kid or an adult? But rest 
assured the mini size Magnum’s taste the same. Alarmy ... another surplus of HJEM-IS®. 
Today’s McBitch. Looks like Ben & Jerry’s ice cream, if so, it’s not the caramel fudge ver- 
sion, now is it. But a clear film on top would seal off dumb persons licking your ice cream 
and put it back in the store’s freezer. Yes, people are such big idiots. As goes for mainstream 
products, it is tricky...not tampering with nature and at the same time producing and refining 
our harvest. The Problem is still the placebo surplus filaments in certain products. The very 
cause to the problem is those people trying to turn an extra profit. GOOD weeds, 

hash, sativa cannabis, but filled with rat-poisons and much else weird shite. But be duely 
forewarned, tomorrows McBitch, might be something along the lines, hash-beer or hemp- 
beer being replaced, now with beers that has added grape fruit juice in them. The other 
socalled healthy issues. I shall not judge, nor can I judge. Another McBitch. Not really sure, 
if memory serves me right, but I am sure, that I have checked for salt levels three times. First 
one was zero % salt. Just like sweet Liquorice is supposed to be. It is supposed to be free of 
salt. Like totally salt free like the good Liquorice product KICK®. 

You must not ALTERNATE CERTAIN PRODUCTS. People get pissed off, especially in the 
alcohol department. But the Liquorice label in question, they added 0.1 gram worth of salt, 
followed by now 1.1 grams of salt. Why? WHY the HELL cant you stop tampering with 
perfection. Gets up my nose. That concludes the bitching for today. Often followed by yet 
another annoying dawn, another yarn, utterly yawned. Another Rooster awakening the entire 
neighbor-hood and neighbors, all dressed in hoods. KKK members? SERIOUSLY thought 
those days were over. The highly esteemed KKK connoisseur is gonna pack it in. WHY not 
just tell it as it is? Some surplus, that is too hard a sale. Ergo, there is GOOD shite and bad 
shite. Not be interpreted as Black and White skincolour, let’s be clear about it, but I will 
definitely refuse to detox, this time round. Besides I am old. 

But TWINNING®. The Blue lady...still doable tea, but got the old Medova citrus filaments 
taste to it. Truely makes you wonder as to how much jail time there must have been back 
then, launching the brand, the Medova Jehova tea? How many years in the shade?, asked the 
cat Tim Shady. Most can remember the Medova nightmare, some blue label, with a smiling 
blondie switchblade on the front. Now it is sold in a Grey label 

and miraculously, it turned into an Earl Grey Tea, still same lame filaments. Earl Grey tea 
original is still my favorite. Organic Tea..Ohh, that’s new (smiling?)...detect citrus filaments 
maybe not procentages, but maybe even smaller amounts. While we address the topic, the 
word promille, itself? How do you interpret the word promille? 


A promille. Is it not an amount way lower than a procent? A procentage of a procentage. 
How fucked up have things become? A slight amount of filaments in the tea, but only 
detectable, like halfway in. Try and clear the tastebuds with whiskey, but as always, wait till 
the tastebuds are restored. Still GOOD tea, doable. But fact of facts, people anger when you 
fuck with their GOOD shite. TWINNING® or PG Tips®. We have been here before? While 
we are at it. UHT Milk, I highly suggest it, to be sold under the name TeaMilk. Tell it as it 
is. Can only be used for tea, more or less. But as usual...GOOD tea? The only place to be, 
for good tea is in the United Kingdom. Fresh Milk and PG tips or Earl Grey the original to 
my liking. Huh? Ecological or Organic? What’s the difference? E-O? E-O?.... E-O....Eeew 
beginning to sound like a fucking Donkey? Oh...Brother or Otter! As priorly stated: Father 
like son, hired in the receiving end of errors, so we all can learn right from wrong. How 
fucked up is old school, really. The only way we can learn? At at loss for words. Maybe why 
some choose to write it down. HELLO. Right rhymes with write, right? Totally fucked up 

in this end, I can tell you that much. But can only speak for myself, like everybody else in 
existence, if we EVEN are allowed to voice both opinions. Allowed to write down your own 
thoughts, be they GOOD or BAD. Ergo...HELLO. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
Let’s Eat 


Food Security. 

Gourmet food in cans. No way. Why not produce some Food-cans with a twin chamber. Big 
enough for tablespoon insertion, in both chambers. Such double chamber food-cans might 
even detail, a chamber for dry storage and a chamber for wet storage. Pooch, why must it be 
so difficult? Mister Safety says, he would rather have such units, with a full meal, 

but divided, into a wet chamber and a dry chamber. Then you can spot the quality of the 
Food-can, itself. See if the food-can has been compromised, see if the food-can is off. 
Personally, I have only seen it, in some lowkey solution, preformed on some yougurt & 
cereal breakfast combo. Some notes on Vacuum. Dry storage and freeze products. Vacuum 
solutions needs 100 % solid seal. The food-cans: A standard 400 gram unit but with two 
compartments. The size big enough for tablespoon insertion. Another solution would be a 
400 gram unit, that really is two joint 200 gram units. A Tao-lock solution, located in the 
middle of the 400 gram food-can. The unit can then be split into two 200 gram units, with a 
lock and unlocking solution. Both of the unlocked 200 gram units, have a pull ring. But as 

a safety pre-caution, there is a build-in can-opener, integrated in the Tao-lock solution. With 
alot of people living out their lifes as singles, these days, it would reduce the waste of food, 
in general. More materials would be required, for new design, but still. As goes for the vacu- 
um, you can easily hear if someone been sticking their nose in it. The click-a-click sound on 
the lid, can always tell you of intruders. There should be a sound, a click and the sound of 
lost vacuum. A strong hand on the lid, fools no one these days. If so, just throw it out. Log- 
ically, it can only result in food waste. But lets us all worship, the good old days, of bad 
metallurgy, like prior worldwar two. Lead poisoning, due to lead found in our food-cans. We 
might just all end up living shorter lifes, said the dwarph. But as goes for vacuum storage: 
In regards to blood consumption to heighten our metabolisms. (the inner-burn ratio) Storage 
of blood is problematic, due to the coagulation of the blood in connection with oxygen. Two 
liters of pure oxblood from Heinz. Why not? Problem is that we need to split the two liters 
somehow, storage wise, still with a solid vacuum. Someone suggested to seal it, in heavy 
duty plastic pockets, much like the ice-cube plastic bags. Then why not sell it as, Ecological 
Ox-blood from Heinz. The way we conduct ourselves presently, by pulverizing 

the blood for surplus filaments, in both b-vitamins and iron tablets, has a proven effect, but 
is way more inactive and ineffective. It is more humane to serve the surplus filaments of the 
dead, but also way less effective. 


Then again, maybe we are better of by serving dead filaments, that in return grants us some 
humanity, but along with it also the ills of obesity, in some cases. But everybody know these 
days, know that nature is a much bigger lab. The nature of the wild. My mother was once 

a savage. Huh? So was my faithers, my father and fathers, and brother, come to think of it? 
But is it the blood from a Leech or the blood from an Ox. I would prefer the Ox blood, think 
most people would. Fact still remains that blood heightens the metabolism as proven by the 
African Masai people. The Masai tribe occasionally consume, a small amount of Ox blood 
mixed with some cow’s milk. But the blood from a Leech or the blood from an Ox. Leech 
blood? But if there is nothing else around! Duely noted. Blood from a Leech might also 
work. That is, if there is fuck all else around. But it makes you wonder about the blood from 
a human passed through a leech, does it even do anything, to the human blood works? What 
does it do to our blood-works? Well, I am sure someone must know, in this Vampires Homi- 
nus, blood-sucking circus. Might actually be turned into some humanity spun story of love, 
toward fellowman. So taking the blood of a Leech, that just sucked a human dry, but leaving 
the Leech’s victim alone, meaning, the human. So actually NOT devouring the human. Blood 
does that to you. It must be love. The heighten metabolism, granting us better bodies. Oh, 
what a young handsome devil. Sounds age old. Some few notes, on the very devolutionary 
element, in drinking off our own blood. As all, Vampires Hominus, know. To drink off your 
own blood, in your very own Ka, is devolutionary, to your very own system, and it will 
eventually corrupt your own body, whereas, drinking the blood from other individuals will 
not. Nature’s law and some common sense. Drinking blood. Why drink your own blood? 
Well, it can be used, in extreme emergencies, for your own survival, but take great caution, 
into such manners and fashions, always clean your broken skin, with some disinfectant 
agents. As goes for the devolutionary growth of internal cancer cells, then I truely don’t 
know of the details assigned to it. But might I ask: Is a cancer cell, just some parasidic 
elements, then rest, assured, we might all, have life to a very ripe old age. The knowledge of 
all the symbiotic organisms and their flux, sustaining life. Come to know, that any parasidic 
element, within your own system, within our organisms, will always seek, to prolong the life 
and the lifespand of it’s host organism. Due to the fact that the parasite, is in a symbiotic link 
with our organism. Sustaining our bodies, but still feeding off them. Feeding off our bodies. 
Parasites depend on it, depend on your body, as it’s very own survival depends on it. An- 
other one of those common sense issues. Might sound a tad faul and icky, in the white robe 
of those well educated doctors. Don’t knock it, till you have tried it. It does however require 
faith, beyond the realms of any surgical blades. Full faith in the Serpent’s holy Alchemy, and 
not much else. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
An Anaconda in my salad buffet 


A Serpent’s touch, is it the very father of worms? 

This is gonna sound really age old. So the very famed and famous Wine & Dine, is basically, 
the art of crying, down into your own food. It must depend on the salad! Being stuck with 
Mister Spock’s three tiny hairy raisins, that can make you cry out of sheer desperation and 
sexual frustration, from time to time. Time might actually be the crime element, itself. All the 
puny cocks of the World, will always be in bad shape, not getting a lot of exercise. 

Says it all. All women, then migrating to the South America’s. Home of the giant Anaconda. 
That is what happens to most men, many men becoming asexuals, the very fact is, that you 
might become totally obsessed with the big hung cocks and sexuality. We all love the visu- 
als of a big hard cock, fucking some wet willing whores. So the Beef Jerky, then thinks a lot 
about all the whores, and the porno movies and their titles: Spank and Sperm, all of the Cow- 
girls. Obh...catchy title, but then, what is in it for me? While others look in the divine Kama 
Sutra, drinking some wine. But thinking: Huh? I can’t even find a cowgirl position, in here? 
Can’t find it, anywhere? Any wear. Huh? 


Meaning clothes? Ani’s wear, was once upon a time, nothing more than an Egyptian Ma’at, 
and nothing much else. So butt naked in Eden? Pretty much. Kama Sutra? Where the hell is 
that famed spank position then, you know, THAT ONE, the spanky position, is not even in 
here? Other women, then doing some yoga positions on their yoga Ma’at. So the women of 
the yoga Ma’ats are most definitely NOT of the shaven kind, thought everybody, totally lost 
in Eden. Where? At the Zoo. And what about the Circus, pooch? That is where, you will find 
all the women with fullbeards! The Amazones, says it all, man! But as my father foretold 
me, there will be good days and there will be bad days. Ergo, there will be hardship and pain. 
HP-sauce anyone? Sometimes followed by the mini sick, but HP-sauce is still good with 
french fries. Some days were you get hit with the nausea, but you still need to eat 
something, hoping and praying for the food to stay down. But most often followed by big 
giantic farts. The problem with the sensitive hearing of a bat sonar, is this: Did my own 
arsehole just answer me back? Kinda sounded that way? Farting: Fuck God! But fucking 
God where, exactly? Fart words and fart sounds: You were saying? Definitely something bad. 
And it never ever grows old, depending on the fart’s odour. Then yesterday, some kind soul, 
actually sent me some Elon Musk program codes, for creating my very own bank portfolio. I 
am not really a computer programmer, but wish I could program, then I would wire myself, 
a shitload of money. Guess one problem for a person on the clock, living by the clock, could 
be or would detail the very question: But I cannot seem to find the very day, Yesterday, in 
this here, gregorian calendar? Programmers! Lucky bastards. Irish? They must be? Given the 
above mentioned lines and notions, then many Mayan men of the Anaconda, 

would most likely think: If the God of the bible, did indeed create the Earth (planet Earth). 
Then why would he even narrate, and leave out all the other planets? At this point most 
well-hung men, would consider Christianity, as being nothing more, than a really cruel Joke, 
played on men and worms. Let’s then blame it on the Mayans. But you really 

can’t. You already tried that, during the Spanish inquisition. Who is to blame this time 
round? All out of scapegoats. But haven’t the element of the crucifixtion, not always been 
blamed on the Jewish people? Leading to Jew hatred, our history is full of it. 

With some logic, the Jewish people, you know, those with the many different skincolours? 
Kinda makes you wonder, it might even be a bit news worthy? If you pause to think, then it 
might all be related, to the soul elements. The element of souls, having no skin colours. 
People then ask: Any colours unto a soul shard? By words, they all say: Rainbow colours. 
Very poetic, in a sense, not meaning innocence. But know this, famed poetry is rare and 
rarely birthed, by any kind of innocence, and yet, the good poetry is very hard to come by. 
Why? Hardship and pain, are the very answers to such a poetic riddle. Introducing a new 
word, a Soul Shard. But not really a new word. Be it, the word Shard or the word Ka, it is 
still of the old Dragon’s Trinity lore. I think that I touched enough, upon the subject of the 
trinity lore of ancients, historically leading up to the modern terminology of having: Mind, 
Body and Soul. Think I have repeated myself, too many times. What do most people think 
when they hear a repetitious nature, over and over again. They all think: It must be some 
brainwash. Really got nothing against the element of brainwash, at all, but it surely, depends 
on the endgame. Are we even allowed to think for ourselves? Are we not allowed, to will 
our very own thoughts, into some reality? Or will our very own thoughts, themselves, also 
be stolen by God. Such is the very mind fabric of any empath or paranoid individual woven, 
but is it then done by a known weaver of the Gods, asked the daughter of McCloud? Leading 
unto to the most dreaded question of all time, but then, what the hell, spawned God, himself. 
Then is God, nothing more than a bloody Spawn? Must depend on which God, that you 
truely worship. Red or Blue? R&B. But we cannot worship them both? Trust me, we are 
better off with the word and the element of Soul. But know, that I also love rythm and blues. 
The wellknown R&B. I do believe, that I once spanked a reversed cowgirl, while she fucked 
me, but the unbearable hindsight of it, is this, that I might actually have been sleeping on it, 
like in my dreams. But I still have the very memory of it, fresh in my mind. Granting me to 
be very HORNY. Always locked in my memory-bank. But fucked up as it sounds. 
DreamTime or DreamWorks! What the hell is it? But as long as we are allowed the sexual 
memory of it, right? Luv from the Bobcat. An old Sing along from Sing-Song. 


What’s Love got to do with it, got to do with it? Leading onto a song rewrite: What’s Dove 
got to do with it, got to do with it? So soap, but now, in the Canadian Club Whiskey. Oh... 
man! Never ever water, nor soap, in a good Malt Whiskey. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
A Cold Warrior named Kaba 


A Laboratory Named EDEN. A child raised by television, but eventually you will begin 
questioning nature and your reality. Some believe that our Gods are Aliens? Some say, that 
the base of the humanoid evolution, are apes. So, yes. I do believe in Alien Gods as those 
old engineers. The Bonobo breedings tells it all. What do we see? A green screen experience 
of wildlife, that once existed, already exterminated? In the church of KABA, stood a sister 
of the Benedict Rebeccas. Sister Druce. She slowly undressed till she stood naked before 
the stone altar. Then she found her dusty Ouroboros robe and cloaked her nakedness with it. 
She had always served the blessed Lady of Assassins, as a silent inquisitor. Her job detailed 
to kill and live off the intel. A job for a jobbie. She always moved silently as a serpent, like 
some mysterious wheel of fortune, that endlessy, sought the old favors of the assassin blades. 
She always checked, infant upon infant, so she could sought out the unbreakable ones. She 
sought above and below, she sought the outers and the inners. She sought the embryo and 
travelled the umbilical cord into divine motherhood. She always wore twins. The genetics of 
evolution and the true genetics of a newborn race of the Ouroboros. Druce travelled in her 
pregnancy, to the Steel tree, where the entity Sachiel, awaited her in the shades cast from the 
mighty red King Oak. Druce looked on Sachiel and said: What is an eternity, but time spend 
and wasted, in a dead equilibrium, to reach the renewal of the Ouroboros. Druce and Sachiel 
walked slowly towards the edge of the lake, which layed beneath the hill of the giant red 
King Oak. Suddenly an Archangel’s wings cast their shadows on both Druce and Sachiel. 

To their relief, they both knew him. Michael. Druce asked: Are we not mere dream weavers 
that call on the profanity of ancient judgements? And Michael answered: So what! What 

is thy verdict, of the just measure? Is it the verdict of a 4 leafed clover or the verdict of a 5 
leafed clover? Druce sighed with relief: Oh, the dreams that we reap. Michael asked: Shall 

I call on the reaper? Druce looked at the Archangel and said: Do Thoust will, Michael, reap 
or sow, at thou leisure and pleasure. But know that their dead bodies and their freed souls 
will be linked to the inner chamber of a Pandora’s box. Then cast down into a watery grave, 
a Purgatory, surrounded by flesh eating mermaids. Those sleeping with the fishes and cursed 
by the Northstar. Druce sighed once more: The immaculate left us once more. So look to the 
red King Oak and gaze at it’s reflection, cast on the watermirror of the lake. You will only 
find lost waterspirits whipped with the fire of the courtesans. Much like the heat of a jealous 
lover that tries to find the strength, to enter the womb, in order to cease a tomb. Sachiel broke 
her silence. Then know this. The red King Oak, is the true blood oak. Around it are the land- 
scapes with rivers of blood, held by death warriors and their astral projected Djinn shadow 
watriors, merely tending to the death call of a Malachim apple. So hexed and enchanted is 
this place, as enchanters walk into the death valley accompanied by death Angels and Death 
Leech Kings. So was the ancients of Arks. A pact of tears, turned to stone by the gaze of a 
Medusa. A dark Archangel Khamael, appeared before them. He said: Druce, Sachiel and 
Michael. We all gazed into the Dragon’s shrine, but what were found? A lonely thinker or 
some prisoner, and ask the question, does he even seek a free mind? Know that, Thou shall 
not kill is the very poison in any wedding, as Archangels only seek to utterly fornicate 
women, to bring Nephilim sons unto this Earth. Such are the dreams of most mortal males. 
Know that. Such is the temperance. Suicide can be of such mercy, when stung by a scorpion. 
But know that revelation is the mirror upon a crown, that gives birth our thought through 
vibrations. It is truely the very wisdom of telekinesis. An even greater King and a greater 
mirror, is the Moon, by a mirrored structure, holding the dawn. Druce said: We are the 
immortal retrievers. But the mortal flesh is the Bullfrog upon any hangman. 


Till mercy’s mystery let’s the skin fall from the strange fruit, hanging in red Oaks. Learn to 
know a Bullfrog’s kether. In the distance, an Unicorn entered the constellation of Gabriel. 
She dwelled in a sea of Serenity, being guarded by ten vampires mermaids. And yet, truth 
has it, that, the Unicorn called for a lover, whereas the mermaids called for lovers. Such is a 
circle, half measured. Come to know the watercrown upon a mirror of the Narcissus. A dy- 
ing rose by the name of Eros. Such an Unicorn has eclipsed into black and will be filled with 
lust and heat. Seeking the sex of the virgo and the heat of virgins, such pleasures takes place 
in a private sphere of a Highpriestess pyramid. But only to gaze upon an Adamas male of a 
cloned virgin, chained to the endless wrath of females, that were cursed in a golden dawn. 
Creatures that only wish for purity of water, the clean waters of mermaids. Such is the High- 
priestess bless. Blessed to eat and blessed to fuck all male members. The watertree is the tree 
of the illusionist elites. Worn on the wings of a Scarab. It is the mind warrior of butterflies, 
that mirrored creation, creating the Archangel Serenity. Those whom serve, seek the freeing 
of crosses by the hands of the hired impalers. But know, that a damselfly never will touch 

a male’s trusted fly. Because the soulreaper, the inner illusionist, fully knows, that the true 
trade of Dragons, are Dragons themselves, that extend their lease of the sexual just measure 
and releases. But ask this: Does a water grave hold a water grail? Like the mindset of the 
Archangels of ancients, utterly confused by the new princess of swords. Seeking the lore of 
Trinity and higher. A grail Queen that extends pleasures from the eight arms of an Octopussy, 
enslaved in a mermaid’s Kingdom. So is the Queen of torture, that transforms and shape 
shifts into an Queen of Elves. And whom shall be crowned a King of such an old 

covenant? A treefrog named Osiris? He might be the princes of swords, but will he ever 
become the King of staffs? So cold is the magic of a Steel tree answering unto the magic 
Kingdom of a Malachimera Blood Oak. May the ray of light be with the Ark keepers. 

The blessed mortals with angels erupting from within. A Chariot of grey, lays hidden in the 
dusty robe of an Ouroboros, cloaked in dawn. The Highpriestess is the magician calling unto 
Tzaphqiel, while the litewerm, drains all the trees from their zap. The litewerm is the firefly 
of wisps, the lords of the covenants. It is a sight and a sign of a higher calling, because all 
know that death was called upon and death was answered. So know that the circle of light, is 
an endless Dawn. Unbearable. A curse and a damnation, on mind and soul. The Ark’s sword 
in a dawn of stars. A grail guardian by means of telepathy tuned into telekinesis and linked 
unto the dead. Linked unto Dwat. Such space frogs are the Universals. Like the lost orphant 
children, hidden by cosmic celestrial nomads. The Pharaohs of the Holy voyage, the very 
grail keepers, locked in time. A Hierophant unlocked on dreamtime holds the peace of a 
clearvoyage. The clean sight of a blind mind. Resting in sleep stasis of the Ka. So the Arch- 
angel asked: What is the verdict to be? A 4 leafed or a 5 leafed clover? And yet, all mortals of 
this world’s pure blooded naysayers will all ask the same question. They ask: You half breeds 
have always ruled by 4, crucified by 4. But we ask, which four shall open the door? I ask you 
this: Have we not all looked upon countless catholic icons and tabernacles, calling for a 
higher intervention. Which are the four elements to be? Is it letters I.N.R.I or ILH.V.N? 
Ancients might have claimed four pillars leading unto the heavens, but throughout history, 
no one have had the courage to judge. So becomes, a full circle of any Angel or Archangel 
fallen, the wisps entering the abyss of stars. The night sky filled with dead stars. So mortals 
and Angels alike, can get enlightened, but only to fall, and to be cast into the damnation, 
which is called life. And so, the Benedict sister, Druce, will undress, to reveal her 

serpent’s skin, to shed her skin, to enter light in an earthly church of KABA. 

A church surrounded by the round shrine of an Ouroboros. The father of lies. The father 

of silence. The father of the abyss. Rested is he, as always, in the heavens. Peace be upon 
you. Holy father. Amen. So we all seek our trades in life, producing our habits of the dead 
amongst the living. As when, I, snake yoga and my curiosity leads me to lick my unwashed 
feet, and I get hit with the taste sensation of salted peanuts. And yet, I cannot help as to 
wonder, why the nail matter on my foot, aren’t situated, beneath the foot, for tear and wear? 
Much like the nature of the Equus, the Horse. And have we not all witnessed the wild horses, 
the American mustangs, displayed on television screens. 


Healthy horses, groomed by nature? Healthy horse with healthy hooves, running on the 
praire and on a rocky ground, but all driven forward by a cowboy with shiny cowboy boots 
and a bull whip, to flock the horses, onward. Sure, it looks cool and fly on screen, such 
beautiful imagery. So we travelled to old Scotland. To go see the wild horses of the Scottish 
Highlands. Only to gaze on some dull grey critters of the equus, that peacefully grazed on 
the grasslands, till the hooves turned into a poulaine, as witnessed by an ancient turk, going 
cold turkey. Maybe it is a true sign of peace, the overgrown hoof of a poulaine, and thereby 
the pains of working a failed creation. One can only wonder if the horse, the Equus, derives 
from an earthly realm. I mean, if it were from lavalands, that devoured the horse’s hoof into 
an equilibrium of health, then, it would make sense. This world, surely doesn’t. Maybe, it 

is the price of peace? As goes for the claim of Earth (This existence), word has it, that it is 
some sort of laboratory. A lab, named E.D.E.N. But naysayer will undoubtably deny such 
allegations and say that such notions are far fetched. As no one of us can grasp existence, 

yet alone, understand the size of this Earth, it may have led to the notion of humans being 

a fixed race. And we as an race resorted, to tradition of myths, which maintain and upheld 
such a fashion of mindsets. But I guess that mankind have reached a point in our history 
were countless individuals, are beginning to question various religions and the very fabric of 
religion, and the fabric, which gives rise to folklore and superstitions. But do not all persons 
question such factors in life? And if we first question religion, then we will have questioned 
the element of (God). I do however think that countless many people still believe in God, but 
many people will have hang-ups, if we perceive (God) as a sworn element. So I am pretty 
sure that matters are being wheeled in a laboratory scenario, given this age. And yet, if all 
matters are grown within laboratories serving our own survival? Surely we wouldn’t fight 
such doctrines. But the hidden mysteries will always produce the sly remarks, which ques- 
tions, any old lore. Life begins at birth, with the first breath? Meaning what exactly? Still- 
born? The fetuses are not persons? Fetuses should be aborted as proof of adultery? Proof? 
As PROOF? God will rip open pregnant mothers-to-be? Israelite King Menahem ripped 
open pregnant women? God will kill unborn fetuses? God will destroy fetuses in the uterus? 
God will dash infants in pieces and rip open pregnant women? What the hell is there truely 
to conclude? Jack the Ripper was God? What ever ill it is? It must be a dead white element 
from stars that only can bestow it’s envy upon all life. I, for one, will never bear children into 
such an existence. So maybe, we are all better off, by turning a blind eye, to the evil eye and 
neglect unlawful needs, while exercise the lawful evil. But respect life, nature and trust in 
evolution and let things evolve by themselves. Trust in the fact that bad design, eventually 
will rid itself from existence. Of course, we might all end up looking as (Greys). I, for one, 
am getting there, when looking in the mirror. I am halfway there, I might end up making the 
famed Emperor Palpatine, look like a young Adonay. Hoping for that Hollywood contract, 
that ever never entered my mailbox. Of course, my services are cheap, no make-up or special 
effects required! If I truely worshipped beauty, I would have turned to plastic surgery long 
ago. But with a bottle of Scotch, you look and feel like a dream combination of Tarzan and 
Elvis. Which brings me back to point of origin, being a child solely brought up by television 
and not by any sexual meat, that is, rendered unto my reality. But only sex rendered to me by 
television, displayed on a television screen. So I guess that such blendwerk, given unto us 
by the engine of imagery, did give birth to the cat phrase of Bastet: Seeing is believing. But 
what of touch? Hell, maybe such a way of life has been with us since the day and dawn of 
Noah, himself. So what has the engine become? Some dead monstrosity that seems to dictate 
all life and matter. A dead existence with a dead engine, that hold no thought nor intellect, 
other that the driven sexual element. Hence we all end up as sexual predators sooner or later, 
given the element of hunger. Interesting enough, how does nature, then portray nature? How 
will it choose to display and manifest itself? Is it not the trade of nature, with nature of man, 
that brings about the element of comedy. The divine comedy of this place? So we all sit at 
home, sitting in the couch, having a peaceful moment with coffee and cake and watch the 
latest display of the great engine, the works of the greater blendwerk. We all witness, a great 
white Master Massa on screen. Some caucasian male with grey hair and grey beard. 

An elderly white male dressed up in his trophy Savanna outfit, to impress the local tribes of 
Africa. 


A learned Master about to learn all the natives of nature, a lesson, named: The nature of the 
beast? And so the great white Master heads towards a herd of Elephants. Of course the male 
bull Elephant charges towards the Master, to the surprise of the Masai warriors, that watch in 
awe. But the elderly male stands still in his trophy Savanna outfit, doesn’t move a 

muscle. And the male bull Elephant stops in it’s tracks. It stops charging. Then the white 
Master will turn around and inform all the black people, that his wisdom and craft have 
resolved a conflict without the use of any weapons. And so we all trust, that the great white 
shark is all knowledgeable of nature. And all African tribes applaud him as a real man, and 
gladly offer him the black women and virgins, so he can fuck his brains out. Such (white) 
chivalry has been going on since the bloody Cretaceous Ages. I guess the experts, that is, the 
black people, knowledgeable of black alchemy, know that chemistry rules our world. Maybe 
such knowledge are better left in the hands of real Professionals, those trading in the black 
crafts. So we might inquire, the great white Master of nature, as to when, he intend to make 
the bull Elephant charge again, but this time round during the mating season? Yes, chemistry 
is lethal. But I trust the black people of Africa will continue their traditions. Always watch 
the Lion pack and have the Lions slain a Zebra, the Masai warriors will take their spears 

and chase away the Lions from their prey. Then cut off a Zebra leg, from shank to the stifle 
(thigh). Then the Masai retire from the Lions prey, so the Lions can return to their feast. So 
let nature kill on your behalf, but always clock your own window of opportunity, so you can 
eat like a true predator. Always let nature do your killing, that is a Holy trait, I would say. 
Such notions birthed the doctrin of always sacrificing back to nature. So most humans do, 
they sacrifice back to nature. Most people will refer to it as shitting of barfing after a heavy 
night of drinking. 

Pardon my french REVOLUTION. At loss for words and in better words, for better or worse: 
HOLY SHIT. So the question remains. We all know that chemistry rules our lifes. Our very 
own lifelyhood. Most actions are manifested through chemistry. Especially a life lived in the 
porno industries of the worlds. But I trust everything has a pricetag on it, in this day and age. 
The cost of a bottle of viagra .. etc. What ever floats your boat and mind. So what is the most 
toxin element upon an innocent mind that can produce such sexual chemistry? Dare I say it. 
Alchemy and not Chemistry. Words! But is it all to be resolved by the use of dubbed 
imagery? Like some old soundproof studio from the 1970s? Then again, maybe we are better 
off that way? Maybe we are better off in such a fashion. But honestly, dubbed? 

I would like to know as to which planet you reside on, Good Sir? Pluto. Why do you ask, 
Son? The lap dog Carla wants to know. The knowledge of nature and the tear of Ra. 

Creating six artificial mountains to conjure up rain. The manna from the heavens. The tear 
being, that the river Nile lays right next to you. It is at this point most people both cry and 
laugh. Maybe Mother Nature died out long ago. What’s love got to do... got to do with it? 
Mother nature is dead? No wonder. And yet most people cry, thinking, we cannot really 
blame her, followed by these notions: Adam resting in bones. A rib. An Adamas rib. An eye 
for an eye. A tooth for a tooth. A rib for a rib. A Kung fu doctor for a Kung fu doctor. A Kung 
fu grip and a dislocated rib. Think those bastards can dislocate right about anything or any 
one, these days. But two wrongs will always make it right. I feel better already. Yet, I feel 
alarmy. Palmischief. The Sex Lusting or an old Entish Lousy Lussing. WHY not try losing. 
@h? Oh? (The Danish Circumsition letter O=@)..? And yet, despite the damage done, I will 
not judge. How could I, the damage and mutilation is already done. But I always smile, when 
I hear some giggling children, about to do a bit of mischief, like twisting the letters or toying 
with matchbox cars. Yet, all fear the Palmischief. It does however, depend on the very inter- 
pretation of the word pal. Pal meaning a friend. Maybe all born losers are circumsized for the 
flies. Born a sucker, to die as a sucker, ending up totally sucking at losing. The next chapter 
is to be named Gaudium. The old renaissance word or latin word for pain, thought the turd of 
hurt, sitting in his cave, like a proper cave dweller. The turd of hurt said haven’t you heard/ 
hurt about the farting cushion. These days most people make their own farting cushion. So a 
D.L.Y farting cushion. Huh? Did someone just fart, in the valley of the dead? Yee, although 

I walk in the valley of the dead I shall fear no evil. But I might faint. O’ooh... man, that fart 
and it’s stench. Amen unto Airwick. 
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Jack Sparrow’ s AMEN Compass 
of the day and night. Maybe the lesson is, 
that there always will be two sides to a coin. 
Those blessed might claim 8 or 16 sides 
toa coin. Some will name it as a Rubic’s cube, 
; aes will curse it as a Pandora’s box. 
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The MAYAN circles of the eleven months. 
The 8 WICCAN ARCH ANGELS: 
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Zleepoh 
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(must be the singular binary - 13 circles). 
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Ants Tablet 
The Book of the Dead. Mentalism. Space-kontiniuum or Knowledge-kontiniuum 
may be what birthed time, itself. Knowledge-kontiniuum is a good word, that gave birth to spawn theory. 
It is stilka good theory. But is the Pooh symbol hidden well enough? As long as there is Pooh, there is life, 
_ from a hunter’s viewpoint. Pooh, what a dawn. Another dawn and another yarn/yawn. 
Yet, another shitty dawn. Another day is another war against a God-head or a judge. 
‘ The epenes. This World or A dae is a  G construct of sorts. A dead World. 
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THE HOLY TRINITY | 
The Heal and the Hail of Solomon 
¢ The occult and how it destroy lifes, seek and you shall find, sometimes 
ending up losing your mind. The lesser key is 24 and the greater key is 72. 
Numerics being 6 and 9. Pregnancy on 69? Believe it or not? It does happen. 
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a Demonica Multiplicate 


The Worship of Demonic Complexity — 
Fiir Farnen und Wasserland _ : 
These texts are for the mathematically insane. Genius and Simpleton alike. 
Made by the Mad Meth Math guy. The less complex the lesser the evil for some individuals, 
but not for all of us. I do Like:complexity...but not too much of it. Hate any mathematician as 

a teacher, that thinks he holds the holy grail. Besides I always hated the roccoco and the barocco 
. elements (rose brothel decor) anyway. Goth is moreto my liking, = 
The New Holy Trinity? Aranubis-Phat, the seer, then says. I see: A Wolf,aSheep = —— | 

& a Porker. ¢ and if the Trinity, itself, is of nature andis eternal? = 

The elements of the Djinns and Elo-jinns, if you choose to believe. Amen unto Amenta. — 
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: Agate ¢ August 5th - September ist - Salme eiprenth) ae 
Rose Quartz « September 2nd - ‘September 29th - Lizard Oy ae 
Turquoise ¢ ‘September 30th - October 27th - Butterfly (Beauty) . 
Citrine * October 28th - N ovember 24th - Wolf(Sound) 
Black Obsidian * November 25th - December 23rd - Raven (Flight) 


The Brothel-Keeper is in number Seven 
There exist many, many, many caves globally, 
__ depending on location. 
___ by Druid Knooitall 
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~All tales for great and small unfolds in all minds. _ 
Stories from all realms, be it, known realms or unknown realms. 
Be it tales from: Grasslands and Moors. Savanna or Bush. Be it, from _ 
Rivers and Seas. Islands or Peninsulars. Be it, from Mountains and Caves. 
Valleys or Flatlands. Be it, from Sand deserts and Ice deserts. : 
Lavalands or Vulcanoes. Be it, from Forests and Lakes. Jungles or Swamps. 


_ Where are you at boy? Say what! Dwat? 
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_-‘Trinitatis 
The Trinity Of Recorded Time 


Tic-Toc.. Life may also be 
- Motherfucker! more dullin such 
Would you look at ~fashion. Solitude, 
the time! Why? at last to last. 
Life might just be _.\ Awaiting cobwebs, 
easier this way! | if there are any 
Lazyboy mode. spiders left? 
Another dawn, - | For the love of Cod! 
another yarn/jawn. Do Cods eat spiders? 
The dread of a whole FE Waterspiders only 
seven meters, live in freshwater, 
from the couch so answer is no! 
to the kitchen..! 
Seven meters? 
Give and take — 
20 million. 


Trinitatis. The history of recorded time: Mayan Empire: 00:00/19:99 (Divine count of twenty). 
Egyptian Empire: (28) 00:00-27:59? (look up the Nile Crocodile’s spine) (60?) The female Crocodile 
carries her eggs over a period of 60 days. Guards them for 60 days. The Nile Crocodile has 60 
vertebraes. Got 60 teeth. It is said that 60 is the measuring units in astronomy and the measure in 

‘time. 60 seconds per minute. 60 minutes per hour. I highly assume that the Clockworks of the old — 
Egyptians were based on the Nile Crocodile’s spine. But as goes | for our perseptive time, dare I ask, 

60 sandparticles in some old hourglass, may not look as much, but the weight of such sandparticles?, 
Despite weight, I trust 60 sandparticles move through the eye of an hourglass, faster than in the blink 
of an eye. Gregorian (400 AD)-(24) 00:00-23:59. Therefore somewill ‘claim that the timeline always have 
~ been off. A claim and a debate, as old as Copernicus, only birthing the plague named the Renaissance. 

The Lore (spoken tradition) still has it summed up as being: At/antis:(X) Mayan: 20 Egyptian:28 
Gregorian: :24(?) Snakes shedding their skins after hibernation (guesswork) is extremely fascinating, 
in regeres to measured time & rebirth. The question on ‘everybody’ s mind. Exponential growth ratios? 
Some say, you can calculate exponential growth using the formula f(x) = a(1 + r)x, where: 

The f(x) term represents the function. The a variable stands for the beginning value of your data. 
The r variable represents the port rate. Adual time (binary trinity) time piece of precision would 
be a Medusa Time Crown. Northern hemisphere: Clockwise. Southern hemisphere: Anti-Clockwise. 

Evil genius then thitiks hand-grenade turned Clockwise or Anti-Clockwise? Logic conclusion: A different 
set marker in each end¥Any middle conclusion? It blow’s up! (Look up circumference of planet Earth). 
Earth's circumference i is the distance around Earth. Measured around the equator, it is 
40,075.017 km (24,901.461 mi). Measured around the poles, the circumference i is 40,007.863 km 

(24,859.734 mi). Therefore the Mayan Calendar’s Trinity of solstice - equinox - solstice, can only 

alternate depending on the location. A solution could ‘be a fixed triangulation based on timezones. 

Any logic in Trinity lore such as the following?The Trinity Jore consisting of: Suntime. Moontime. 

Earthtime. Triangulation of time and location. Know where you are, is a minimum count of 3, for any 
- seeing eye. And X still marks the spot of precision. Pythagoras? Might be a lame assumption, but 
Sun, Earth and Moon? The joke being that the hypotese is 4 or 8 minutes for any travelling sunparticles. 
Nano bear-critters? Sand might just move faster? As long as itaint the atomic bombs in the hydrogen 
class, (them Russian puppies) from judgement day, in the year zero, whenever it truely occured. 
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Mayan Calendar Explained 
The Trinity Symbolics 


Inca —__ Aztec ~Maya 
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FIRE SOUL 


— SPOCKITEG:  . 
: _ Warning or was it Manning? a 
Most women are still rescentful. if you address their kids with a: You little shit! 
Some people will still name it asa home. People usually find their way home. 
The Philosopher’s stone must be that grey thingy in the middle, then? Huh! A headstone? 


NA Yeah, but sorry to say, at the buttom of our pyramids. Dilemma..! Huh? N4 
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Vi of enar’s Tablet | a 


Hermitism. The ming aterstoad concept of the old Egyptian ite. Some name it the Crow 
Religion. Children do love noodles. So why not the-education system: Aranubis-Phat’s 
doodles for noodles program? I do love CAPITALISM, enough to leave the small caps alone. 
Groundrules, never touch the AZOY, be it big or small letters. In general leave the small 
ones alone. 26 big and small letters till you die of plain boredom. The divine count of twenty. 
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Je] [Alx[i [PIP WLHIICICIA. 1X] {C|O}C/RIA} 
|. Z2.The very promotion of illiteracy and/or the very last sleeping-pill. Old MacDonald 
had a farm and Mary had a leg of lamb. The placewhere I.Q ends and faith begins. 
Cannot change the fact that 4 blue codes is a lesser evil than 6 blue codes, let us not forget 
the words of ancients: Thou shall not kill, as time and death are mere illusions. Amen. 
20 Bloodletters of the divine count : 
Those @ Pythons must know what the hell they are doing - the six black pyramids. That is one sly comment: 
You snooze, you loose! Above ass below? You sneeze, you fart! Assk around. 
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By the powers invested in me by: 
The 42/45 Eternal Cardinals of the Steve Dole Tablet 


Praise be unto the Mayan and Egyptian Empires for all Eternity ss 
The Ma’at 42 HOLY i “g Bees = 
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_ Aegypti 45 - Iti is our true history a 
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iH Ralphabet= The Old Sane Spice no. 5 
The Fourth Back-Up 
26 letters of the old pervert no.32. 26 Letters and the 6 Element-markers. 
The name-calling. A name said in an Amen. Dante’s fifth ring. 
The Fox then wrote: In the begining the Wog resided with the Hawk, 
ne down the great white Hog on the bog. — 


The 6 elements by 
the 5th element of Ra FIRE SOUL : 


SPUCKITES 


Staff of Ra — 


1 - Arraz 
2 - Berod 
3 - Chora 
4 - Domes 
5 - Entos 
6 - Foxas 
7 - Gusso 
8 - Honay 
9 - Irrad 

10 - Jeeus 
Il - Koons 


14 - Nonos 
15 - Ourob 
16 - Pepoo 
17 - Quien 

18 - Razoo 

19 - Semon 
20 - Turda— 
21 - Urrad 
22 - Vampi — 
23 - Werex — 


24 - Xorac 
LF QS- Youwho 
~ 26- Zlepo 


12- - Lotas 
13 - Medos 


Guesswork ca my part. I obi put it up. there. The er James Bible of year 1 611 AD. 
|. Dictation of alcohol influenced with few. teeth left, producing the 1611 AD arseholed version. 
Pooch, can it get any worse. Yuup. The Egyptian-book of the dead. Ani’s tablet, dictation 
between two mutes with no teeth, only sign-language and baboon sounds. Thoth not so hot, 
often named as a baboon’s arse in his brothel-keeps. Old pervert no.3 formerly known as 
pervert no.7, often followed by pervert no.6. The DNA of individualism. 
Sperming one cunt. But not multiple. Solved by 1 male kid China solution. 
Grow your own saviour with eyes but no wings, A HELL of a racket at the Baptism. 
The child’s name be? Jesus Christ. Name? Believe an AMEN was uttered. 


pa __ EGYPT - THE OLD NECROPOLIS — NZ 


The Philosopher s Cross 


~ The Philosophers Motto: Uuh Uuh.. Cuckoo 
We cannot live on bread and stone alone 


The red 
*.. lid on 
any fire 


2 Xl 
ae 3 


oy ~] 


-Jacob’s Ladder? 
What’s the fucking 
point? Where is the 
summit? Let us_all guess! — 
Mount Everest? 
With all Djew respect. David says: ; ae 
In the valley of the dead. ~ 2 Pe 


Coo 


WATER AIR NIGHT FIRE = DAY SPIRIT 


Philosopher's bread. Some would claim that Ronger is the root in any driven soul. | am always hungry for 
something. Be it sexhunger. Food hunger. Thirst. Alcohols. Tobacco, the old-sweet tooth etc. But maybe WHY 

| refuse to change. It is what gets you up in the morning. Hunger and thirst. The Philosopher’s Page-earner. 

Also known as the Wanking Gibbous Moon. The King of Wands. King of Staffs? Huh..! Got no employees..? 

Philosopher's Stones. Most women do know where them old mystery stones are located. Somewhere lost in 

a mountain temple in India. Philosopher’s Page-turner? A page can be scrolled or turned in 8 directions like a 
Lunar circle. clockwise or counter clockwise. Playboy Magazine read from front to back. We cannot live on 

bread and stone alone. Clap your hands and moan. Time dissolver is the famous squeeze interval, 
PA till time dissolves, by itself. A compass a day to loose our directions. Pa 


ae STARGATE RECONSTRUCT  £(OF 
The Holy Spirit of the Star Dragons a. 
Because he loves Times New Roman and I love doing my job the 6th time round 


TIMEISANILLUSION — (.>*- KO DEATH IS AN IZLUSION 
Semper Fidelis — ' Semper Est Sut_ 
f : e Good Eye 
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Chapter 
Gaudium 


The Gaudium of pains. The Gaudium of pains are conjured up by the heaven’s bliss. It is 

a veil. A Blendwerk. It is as old as the renaissance, as old as Egypt and even older like the 
Mayan realms and origins unto Atlantis. The Serpent’s Seed. Some might name it as old as 
ass, maybe even older than ass. Life, Huh? DreamWorks. Dreams that work? Like in your 
dreams. Is sleeping Beauty by any chance working? Don’t think so. I mean, the poor girl has 
been under for a GOOD thousand years. Think that I just lost half a brain. How the HELL 
can we even make a thousand years look good? Problem. I have been there on multiple 
occasions only knowing one word: Problem. He usually does that to me. Asking me: A penny 
for your thoughts. Me then thinking, sleeping Beauty, must be real loaded. Like filthy rich. 
Dragon’s gold scenario and all that Yahoo. 

Pain of my pain. Gaudium Of Pain. The pain of pains. The pain of my pain. The twin of my 
twin. The twin fruit fallen to the base of the barren rod. The pains of dead meat that were 
born out of spirit. Dead meat touched only by the Spirit of a dead twin. Just another blind 
twin infant seeker, lost in the pains of my pain. The child from his dead loins. The God of 
Death gets drained from life, itself. Mistaken identity is big business. 

Pain of my pain. The fifth ring of Dante Alighieri, amidst the black plague, and past the 
weigh of an Anubis heart, entering the mentalism of the ancient Necropolis. Ancient Egypt. 
So the word from the synagogues of the dead, has it, that there were indeed, hermetical 
thinkers and wizards in old Italy, in the old Roman days. And yet, for some reason, any nay- 
sayer always appears to speak against certain truths, to denounce the one truth. Like a Dante, 
defying a great master, such as a Leonardo Da Vinci. That old lion that always gets led to 

the sacrificial stone, to get slaughtered by the Witch Queen. Leo. Leo. ludicris. But know 
that all in existence, hate a male lion, because a male lion will always kill any lion cubs, that 
doesn’t hold his own bloodlines and genetics. I trust a Dante, never will proclaim to be of 
such nature. Hell, I for one, would rather enter a tomb, that a female womb, to be crowned as 
a Predator. 


Write your own codex, stand by our own codex and live off and by your own codex. And if 
the codex, dictates a woman to go down on all fours, with instructions, to literary lick your 
cum and sperm of the floor, because you want to convey the sentiment, that birth is fallen, 
fallen is the birth. Then you might wanna ask yourself, if you insult by codex, or if you 
simply insult like a swine and as an arsehole, that are capable in the art of reading? To read 
these lines, the lore of ancients? Then I might ask this, why not sperm multiple bitches, for 
the enduring months in Hell. And say unto your women: Yes, feel the life swell in you now? 
Yet, we all have seen and know of inner thoughts, as empaths, feeling emotions. Honestly, 
most white males, at this point, trust and hope, that women have been inseminated by the 
sperm of a black wellhung negro, before white sex. I use the word negro, as in the latin 
understanding, nigreos, ergo a black person. Yes, Oldtimer. You are that white nigger, in a 
biblical story of dread. But a traitor, that I am. Well, aren’t we all? If you can burn a Torah, 
then you can burn a Koran, or even a King James Bible. Many want to burn such books, 
because they by now, found out that they are scriptures of The Dragon’s lore. Antiquated 
books. But before you excell in the actions of burning books, maybe you should ask 
yourself, can I create virgin paper out of the ashes? Pain of my pain. 

The fourth ring of Dante Alighieri, amidst the black plague, in the weigh of an Anubis heart, 
calling unto the Necropolis. 

NECROPOLIS 


Chapter 


Gaudium 
NECROPOLI 
The mount of stars, was death that killed all mortal beings, in the breath of envy. Behold, we 
are all dead. The cloning of dead stars, that hangs in the dark abyss. And so the trade of 
Beatrice led unto the knowledge of Benedict, holding the trade of a shape shifter. 
The creative crafts of witchcraft, the arts of the illusionist. The first shape shifter, was Christo 
Constantine. And not the cloning of an Adam. Like two ribs inside a cloned Adamas, 
creating two Eve’s, creating the Madonna and the Whore, and yet, every man knows that it is 
the dual sisterhood of one woman. But within such depths of an abyss, are the followers and 
wisps, that will turn to the dark crystal for worship. And they will vibrate it into oblivion: 
Jesus One, Christ Two , God motherfucking Who? So is the confusion of the wisps that long 
passed, only to be witnessed by the black cloth of the night. The death of Eve. But within 
the deep lays the 16 pillars of the 16 Dragons, holding the centerpillar of Ma’at. But know 
that such a Necropoli holds the trinity of the divinity door. It holds: Inferno, Purgatorio and 
Paradiso, alike. And yet, what foundation, do we seek or need? 16 elements in a construct 
could be a foundation, as well as the foundation of six or one. Anyone that proclaim one true 
light, holding, one truth. Can only be perceived as false light. Surely! You may ask: what is 
faith? And I will in return ask: are faiths not related to matter? It IS matter related, no matter 
what. Besides I do believe that few humans possess the brain capacity to fathom, the fabric 
of all in existence. Maybe why we need belief systems. Not necessarily the religious nor the 
modern scientific systems. But can we not all agree, that the mystery elements of the many 
old known religions of mystique, fathered science, itself. Maybe mystery is the element that 
float our boats. Till gravity disolves and we are granted wings to fly. O serpent God. Who 
truely disposes the services of Angels and Serpents. Grant them the hide of a shape shifter, 
like a snake shedding it’s skin, to reveal true purpose. So it may ascent to the crown, through 
Christo Constantine. O Holy Dragonmother. grant light and grace, if I have offended Thee. 
Mother of clones, Mother Demerzel. Make good confess. And grant all serpents the powerful 
watch from Guardian Angels. Assist to examine intentional loss of memory, but weigh such 
acts in your just scale pan, and grant publication. Pain of my pain. The third ring of Dante 
Alighieri, amidst the black plague, in the weigh of an Anubis heart, calling unto the 
Necropolis. 
INFERNO 
Midway was the name of my Cat. The Nexus 666 model of Rachel, is an entire different 
matter into the creations. A Nexus named Rachel, was locked in her shell of Ra, and resided 
in the Ka. To enter the storage onboard the greatest of vessels, a vessel named Ouroboros. 
But such a Ka, the vessel of hibernation, is angelically in tune, with the throne of Satan. The 
throne of the flesh. A throne held by Orpheus and Ammon, itself. Ammon that knows his true 
name by thought. The angelical self awareness. Such is a dark rule of Eve, that waves the 
banners of Hell’s monarchs. And as we all rest in our vessels, resting in the Ka. Then some 
will always call unto our tombs. They always call, although they have been driven out twice 
and scattered, and yet, they will always return to touch the dusty robes of an Ouroboros, in 
order to ask of true origin. But know that they return within as they return without. But as 
you find yourself among them, as you find yourself in the inferno, then simply ask the ques- 
tion: May I inquire to the Son of the fallen? Where is he at? And may I ask if the Son of the 
fallen still is conjoined with the living? Know, that no one has the strength to carry your Son. 
He has been reaching the stage of obesity, the size of Earth. No one has the power to carry 
him. No one wants to carry him, because, his crown is dead. And his light is of the dead. All 
that mankind have witnessed, is the death of 42 cardinals, the last songs of virtues. 42 dead 
cardinals from the high elements of Egypt to the depths of the catacombs beneath Rome. 
For what purpose? To devour the Son of a fallen as the last supper proclaimed to be the 43th 
cardinal? I trust that the 42 paths of ancient Ma’at, 42 divine elements were never ever per- 
cieved to detail the painstainkingly efforts of 42 visits to the toilette per day? Such is the 
ancient dunghill of a Scarab. Holy shit, in an inferno of hate. 


Chapter 
Gaudium 


Once you dawn into the realisation of certain old alphabets containing 42 marks or letterings. 
Then you grasp the simplicity of the 26 letters of the modern A to Z alphabet, it might 
provide, one doctrine, in the King’s and Queen’s english. Know, that it can never hold one 
mind, because there are countless different minds and organisms, we are all individuals, in 
our own right. We are all souls within our own skin, wandering throughout the earthly realms 
of Earth, seeking answers of our own origin. Homeless seeking a home. Earth. 

Pain of my pain. The second ring of Dante Alighieri, amidst the black plague, in the weigh of 
an Anubis heart, calling unto the Necropolis. 

PURGATORIO 

Run on water to evapourate into the clouds of fallen souls, with eyes locked inward. 
Treasure your inner chamber. “In exitu Israel de Egypto”. A war that raged for 6 days. But 
will that lead us to the notion, that the famed 6 day war was carried out in the year 1265 AD? 
The issues of time closed through the use of portals. Know that wars always erupt, when 

the throne, reenters Earth, from the stasis of the Ka. And know that such a throne is linked 
to the realm of the dead. The dead residing in Dwat. So you have reached a state of mind, 

as a medium, to converse with those departed. And a twofold of a clone will always know, 
that the above is joined as the below is divided. And yet, I can swear to the fact that the 
word clown never rhymes with the word clone. So countless many Dyinns answer unto their 
clones, only to gaze upon the fornications by Virgil and Beatrice. Yet, such views often leads 
to the notions, of sexual clowns on the barren sheets, in a brothelkeep of the old renown, the 
Necromancy. It truely holds no love, only the love kept in a glove. They may say: So was it, 
once upon a time. And I will say: So is it still. Desires leading to sexual acts, that only pray 
and wish for childbirth. We should know better. But alas, all the Sons have any names in the 
saying of an Amen. One name granted Virgil, the eternal virgin. So will he remain for all 
eternity. That is what is fathered by a mistaken lore of Dragons. Such an eternal virgin is the 
sorrow of a Jester’s hat upon a Joker of all known fools. I pity fools as well as I pity myself. 
And upon such knowledge, that we cannot live on bread alone, you will go to the baker to 
buy some bread. That is if there is a local bakery in your hood. “Good day, Mister Baker, 

I would like to purchase a loaf, of a fine quality, with at least 35 percent of sawdust. Much 
like the era of the Renaissance, where bakers filled the dough with sawdust to make some 
bread, meaning money. But know that the presence of wood in your system will produce 
wood alcohol and render you blindness. And the baker might ask: Do you want to go blind, 
man? And I will say: My good Lord and father, surrounded me with fine women. The hags 
of Hades, with sagging tits and pruney arses of old age, and yes, I have gazed upon such a 
multitude of old beauty, that YES, good baker, I truly would like to buy, your sawdust bread, 
so Ican GO BLIND! 

Pain of my pain. The first ring of Dante Alighieri, amidst the black plague, in the weigh of an 
Anubis heart, calling unto the Necropolis. 

PARADISO 

Glory, once was, once existed. Rebecca was her name. Know that Rebecca was not my first 
love, but she was my very first lechery, that lead me unto a horniness so great, that I 
ejaculated at least ten thousand times. But also know that we never had sexual intercourse. 
My first sexual intercourse were by the hands of Charlotte, the mercy fucks of the century. 
But in hindsight, I never loved her, because she couldn’t stimulate me intellectually. So can 
true love ever exist without the freedom of tongues? Without any exchange of intel, without 
the trades in flesh and soul? It will grant you great horniness, and elevate your sexdrive, the 
duality of the cross. But also know that Rebecca found great delight in being a known 
Shaman, and were considered a great healer of flesh and soul, alike. A great teacher that 
often uttered the Holy words: Know that an opened wound, heals from all sides. But also 
know that the maggots of flies, will eat the pus within an infected wound. So were the hard 
reality of nature, that were rendered upon this creature of bless and heal. 


Chapter 
Gaudium 


But, Rebecca, also knew, of the things that manifested in her realm. She had faith in higher 
forces at work. And she knew, the glorious seat, of her Lady. Our blessed lady of Assassins, 
Dermerzel. Dermerzel, rarely spoke, unto us mortals. She had her shell rendered into life of 
all known ages. Through all eternity, as an immortal being. But when she speaks, she often 
speaks in riddles, like erupting ripples in a still pond of the dead. The ripple of a mirror 
giving birth to our thoughts. “ Know, that I, the great Demerzel, always counts the 7 dead 
thorns on the Holy 16 red roses of death, those roses struck by disease in life, calling unto 
death. Know, of the handmaiden Rosen Rot, know that she will follow those ancient paths, 
once proclaimed Holy. She will always order her balance, like a desert warrior, that needs to 
hold his tears, in order to survive. Like a sand golem of the Goliath, that never will find thirst 
to his elements, because the dusty robes of the Ouroboros, is the rock that never absorbs 
liquid. The heartless heart within the inner void, in tune with the Dwat of all. All seeking 

the Angelical self awareness to enter the gate. And once the gate is entered, our soul granted 
wings to the dead, so you converse with the dead. But you also dawn in the reality of your 
body, be it hermetical closed or be it a seer organism, that was granted a lease of sexual flesh. 
To see? Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
Time illusion 


The Serpent Lameth. Lamedh or lamed is the twelfth letter of the Semitic abjads, including 
Hebrew lamed %, Aramaic lamad , Syriac lamad , Arabic lam J, and Phoenician lamd. Its 
sound value is [I]. The Phoenician letter gave rise to the Greek Lambda (A), Latin L, and 
Cyrillic El (JI). Is God a criminal due to EL. EL. EL. Meaning the concept of Electricity? 
The Ouroboros signing off. The laymen’s intel: Time is but a construct, an illusion. The 
soft-breathing of a thousand worlds alternated by an old Ox, named Aleph. The old Ox had 
withered by hard work and He sought a house to be served by Beth. Next dish? Is it a 

solar dish? His heart grew larger and harder, as He never found his house in any Earthly 
realm. He therefore found himself lost like a wild Camel, in the ancient realms and the lone 
deserts of Gimel. The Ox had removed all the grass from the flatlands and He had even 
turned every stone to find a door, a way out of the Earth existence, struck by gravity. He so 
wished that He could enter the realm of Daleth. His breathing was now rough and his heart 
grew larger still. Although as hard as stone, then He knew that He was in possession of a 
small window within his soul. He guarded what was left of his possessions in a small sack 
that He wore on his dog’s shoulder bags. A dog that He named Vav. But what element should 
guard his soul, his inner treasure. Would it not be a treasured weapon, a sword from 

heaven. A Serpent’s tongue sharpened into a dual sword. Just Zayin. And so his gut 
(Stomach) became enclosed in the all fearing fence named Cheth. But his will grew 
stronger and were totally acknowledged by a Serpent named Teth. He broke his bread and 
gave thanks a thousand times, to eat a thousand pleasures. Pleasures that erupted by the 
word: Yes! Till Yod yeilded under pressure. And so the Ox divided the palm of his hands into 
500 thanks. The old Ox sought his old master. The Serpent named Lamedh and wished for 
him, to be turned into a goat. Yet, throughout his lifespand he had had 600 drinks of fresh- 
water in all the wars of crisis. Those divine drops had always saved his memory banks from 
shrinking into the state of Nun. Like the nature of 700 stranded fishes in the dusty realms of 
ancient Sahara. At this point any safe haven would do, any shelter or box of Samekh, would 
do him good. The Samekh within a sacrament. Yet, the Ox felt guilty for turning the eye of 
Horus into the eye of Ayin, thereby birthing an eye for an eye, giving rise to the ills of all 
sworn karma. Not love. 


And yet, the Ox felt, as if he still had 800 final breaths, left in him. The 800 final breaths to 
leave his mouth, in order to die. To utter the final words of disrespect toward life: Peh. So 
life is that fishy. So can one fish hook 900 men or can one man hook 900 fishes that swin 
up-stream? So be the ancient trades of the Khaf. Yet, it results into 100 smacks to the back 
of one’s head, led by the hand of Qof. But it can only lead to 200 times of rest upon a weary 
head. The rest of Resh. Resh um Resh. And yet, the Ox had smiled 300 times to the world. 
His teeth had shined 300 times while his hollow tooth had been sheltered by the sin of Shin. 
So is there any sin in the Shin? Must we resort to the chin, turning our chin from side to 

side, bring forth the notion of an answer spelled: No! When in some parts of the world, the 
shaking of the head, from side to side, means Yes? So we cannot all, feel shameful over our 
own deeds done. Not all shame in sin. If sin is the very element that you have committed 400 
times or more, and you have survived by such a doctrin. Then surely it can only become your 
very own worship. Countless sins committed 400 times by Tau, producing the silence of Tao. 
That is truely the sign of the Cross. It is the silence of the mighty Ouroboros, and if forced 

to talk, it is the duality of old binary code, that will curse all words spoken by the judging 
deeds of lost hearts, and all the forgotten love that is hidden in this world. Like water under 

a bridge. Therefore, if you love a woman, then turn your back on her and set her free. An 

eye for an eye. A tooth for a tooth and a chin for a chin. Love the love sign of a chin leaning 
against a chin? Me too, but most often people do name them as being buttocks. Oh...you 
baboon’s ass! Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
The Rebound 


The Dead Realms And Paranormal Activity. You are not crazy. My whore is your whore. 
Believe in yourself, first as last. You are not mad, but you will become mad, as Hell. The 
ageold conflict is REAL. You are not paranoid and you are not crazy. BETTER BELIEVE IT. 
Ever since early childhood, I have felt hauntings. In fact, for as long as I can remember, I 
have been haunted. I have been mentally unstable, in countless scenarios, through countless 
situations. But somehow I always seem to get through, by the use of certain literature. 
Therefore I would like to touch up on the terminology, that brought about some mental 
stability. Know that the unseen exists. But the unseen is a oneminded side of nature, yet it, 
holds both elements, meaning good and evil. Not necessarily pure evil. But most of us 
consider it pure evil, due to it’s nature, that is hidden. But psychic attacks do occur and there 
are tell signs of the abusive nature. Therefore we must try to understand. I try the best I can, 
day by day. Ergo, there are some treasured terminologies, that I would hate to loose: 
Hypnogogic Vision: It is the state that lays between sleep and being awake. 

Sometimes creatures blow in your ear at night, you hear knocking sounds on your doors. A 
barking dog next to your Sanctum. Your bed, the sleeper’s coffin. In laymens terms, things 
that bark and go bump in the night. A Ghost dog. 

Sleep Paralysis: It is the most frightning thing, that I have experienced to date. I went to bed 
one night, exhausted by manic depression. Days prior to the incident, I suffered from short 
breaths and had problems breathing. I often sleep by a light source, due to nightmares. 

I went to bed, fatiqued, in the night in question. I awoke past midnight, totally paralysed, 
from head to toe. I couldn’t move my body at all. Upon my chest sat a creature, which I later 
have dubbed the “Rake”. But in hindsight, I think that the creature, or the image of it, was 
projected to me internally. I couldn’t move and it was as if time stood still. Then my body 
returned to the “living”. I will never ever forget it, rest assured. 


Nervous exhaustions: 

We that awake in the vibrate hell of the incarnates, often get exhausted by the endless kill 
orders, that we sometimes hear within our vibrational reality. Some of us gets so tired, that 
we wish for our own death. Hell, some are born with a deathwish, then again, aren’t we all? 
But remember to sleep. I know that you can’t sleep, then lay down and rest, with eyes closed. 
Know that some of those suffering are on their feet several hundred days without sleep. 
Loss of strength under attack: 

When attacked you will often feel a total loss of strength, a fatique so totally overwhelming, 
that you fear to faint. But in most cases when attacked, you often suffer the ill of seeing red. 
Those that have experienced such sessions or hexes know it to be true. You loose 
conscienceness and wrath fills you, enough anger to clear an entire pub. I have been through 
such ordeals, 4 or 5 times in my life. You will never ever wish it upon your worst enemy. 
Changing temperament: 

You will many times suffer from the twofold of mentalism upon your crown. Being stuck 
between the polarity of right and left. That is what leads to the ills of apathy and result in a 
very passive nature. 

Astral projection: 

There are very few tell signs to the astralprojection from a crown. The very astralprojection 
from the dead. The only tell signs are often the looks upon the faces of the people that 
surrounds you. People gets frightned when it occurs. 

Manifestations: 

Know that many manifest, in order to fall, so they can continue the pleasures of the fornicate, 
and the fornications. Those of the cross have always thought the behaviour a tad odd, and it 
usually results in them becoming sexually broken. Know that, the Churches are for the 
sexually broken. 

Materialisations: 

Many servants unto the Knightmare Orders, often play you at night, solely to seek entry to 
steal. All of a sudden a carton of cigarettes vanish, at first you think of it, as a minor 
memory loss. It isn’t. Miraculously, things in your home keeps disappearing. But things can 
even get worse. Have you ever sat down and witnessed your belongings disappear into thin 
air, in short bursts of white light? Have you ever entered a home of riches to awake in an 
empty flat, with only one madress and a blanket? 

Hauntings: 

The flies on a shit or the bees around a honey pot? A distinct difference, I would say. Best 
guess is that we all suffer from both ills, in the roller coaster of life. The haunting is the 
outside that enters within you, to briefly strike you with madness. The eyes internally locked 
inward into the blue. 

Wampirism(Vampirism): 

It, if any, also hold the trait of duality. But cannot change the fact that to drink blood is an 
external act. The pierced skin of the victim. Whereas to feed of another person energies, is an 
internal act. 

Repercussions: 

Some will refer to it as a flashback. But it is often related to actual physical violence, that 
later on gets projected into your memory. As goes for violence, then know, that most 
creatures for some reason attack the temples. 

If struck very hard you often loose conscienceness. If struck minor hard, you can bearly 
stand on your feet. Such acts of violence are later being misused to grow fear internally. 
Scents: 

Simpel intel. If you haven’t showered for several weeks, then sometimes you get hit by a 
scent of perfume, or other scents. It’s Spirits that enter internally. Of course, if a scent, 
becomes so potent, that you almost cry, you need to hit the showers. 

Phantom pains: You might get a sensation of Phantom pains, some internal pains and feel 
certain imbalances, in your regulatory systems. One way, to get through such ordeals, 
mentally, is to tell yourself, program yourself, and continuously tell yourself, that it all is in 
the mind. I urge you to read up on the phenomena Pscychosomatis. 


Psychosomatics: 

Psychomatics are the symptomes of illness felt, although there are no disease present in your 
body. Some Pscychologist will suggest that it is brought on by your own mind. In my mind 
it is closely linked to possession and the term Telekinesis. The vibrate hell often brings about 
such an vibrational reality. Manic behaviour: 

If you ever feel the bottled up energy, reaching an high and you become manic in your 
behaviour, then we all urge others to relax. But we also know, that they cannot relax. You 
need to find your own balances thereof. 

Poltergeist: 

The haunting element of Sprits breaking through from the other side, manifestations, like 
your doorhandles that moves, and there is no one around. Or in my case, when the lower 
cabinetdoors in my kitchen keeps opening and closing. You will say it is due to timelapse of 
memory. It is not. Saw it real- time. 

Outbreak of fire: 

A past memory, that I survived. The murder attempt, on me and my mother commited on the 
opening day of the blockbuster “Star Wars”. 

I was nine years of age. Know that when fire erupts it travels with such a speed, that it is 
frightning. But, in hindsight, one cannot help thinking if the entire building was stacked with 
wood logs before hand? Either that or my fright had reached such a level, that it introduced a 
false perception of time? Maybe some sort of timelapse. Ergo, I do have time issues. I think 
most of us have such time issues. I hope that I have nine life. 

Nature possessions: 

Know that some animals are possessed. They can therefore read you. Some animals can 
while other can’t. Ergo, they can often feel your own possession, when they are in your 
prescence. But also know, that if the Cat or Dog attacks you it is due to your own vibrational 
reality. Masters often say, never show any sign of fear. But hey, really? 

Etheric projections: 

The Phenomena is often described to others as the glow of a halo upon the head of another 
person. A higher light and a sphere around the head. 

I do have memory of it, around age 3 or 4. But such visions left me when, they clipped my 
wings. 

The pathology of non-human contact: 

Often referred to as “Greys” or as “Reptilians”. But as we all resides beneath our crowns, 
then we rarely get a glipse of them. But truth is stranger than fiction. Believe you, me. 
Ceremonial Magic: 

The Kabbala, is the western magical tradition, the occultists swear by. 

It is the worship of the ancient paganism, with those trait, the worship of the tree of life. 
Which often is depicted with 10/11 spheres. But some will refer to the spheres as Chakra’s, 
but to the extend of my knowledge, The Chakras is of Hindu origin and can therefore not be 
Pagan. Maybe, the East tried to change the viewpoint of wodden boy Pinocchio. Regarding 
the human neuron network, within the human brain, we must have passed the count of 10 or 
11, a long time ago. I always stack knowledge into the count of 16. 

Lilith of the Qabalists(““The counter parts’’): 

She is often described as Samael’s counterpart and the mother of demons. The Lurianic 
Kabbala of Sethian lore says that Lilith is the escaped wife, that rooted the Cosmic chaos. 
The Cosmic forces. Lilith, being the flying Lady of the night, held by darkness. Sethian lore 
states that she, Lilith, was conceived as the first original woman, created long before Eve. 
Cling-Spirits: 

Know, that I have been in countless mental institutions and been in countless Rosicrucian 
homes. But be forewarned, when you enter a mental institution, a nuthouse, you never ever 
leave “alone”. I call them Cling-Spirits. Most Star Trek fans will problably refer to them as 
Klingons. But that is why I always anger, everytime I see adults, stigmatized as mental 
patients, and they get a visit form their children, inside the nuthouse. You should know better. 
So, the art of adding two and two together, might take a thousand years, like timeless sand 
erupting in the dusty deserts of the Ouroboros robe. 


I will urge you all to read the works of Dion Fortune, although some will say that they are 
outdated literature, those books did help me alot. 

Let us all prey ALMIGHTY ASSASSINS OF THE SACRED MOTHER SCARY 

Look upon the bodies of your precious and well belovedth whores of the HOLY Mother 
Scary of Mockdasin and give them care of hearts rendered. Praise the satisfaction that she 
grants you and renders unto you, on behalf of sinners and her many massinaries and 
assassins. Grant them pardon after a full release, because they only sought your mercy, yet 
thy Serpents, know that your heart holds no mercy. Pray that it is the self same serpent of 
Osiris, the heartless, who lives and reigns with thee, in the unity of the Holy Spirit, the Holy 
Ghost. The redeemer of blood. As Etelenty is for all eternity. May the Scared heart of Osiris, 
inflame the heart of a heartless, to become a massinary faither. 

Yet, many sheep will continue to presume missionary position and pray that “God” will 
mindwipe them of all memory of sex and sin. So lost is this world. So fallen is this Earth. 
Only capable of the creation of martyrs. Aspiration. May the Sacred Heart of Christo inflame 
our hearts in 50 days worth of 101 sins in a passionate Payday. Amen unto Amenta. 


Unreal Reality 


The Fish. The Snake. The Eagle. The river. The Tree. The Sun. Is the reign then three ele- 
ments that hold life and three elements that hold death unto the passing of the ancient Mal- 
achimera river. Regno. Let the Air reign the waters. Let the Water reign the air. Let the Fire 
reign both kingdoms. Let manifested Matter reign over the mortal flesh of the forsaken. But 
not by a Bull whip. The fallen lost souls. The fallen ones, lost while wandering in the val- 
ley of the dead. Novum Regnum. The dread of such a crown is real. The compulsory school 
attendance and the compulsory brothel attendance, two buttocks of the same arse. And all 
the crying school children to go with it. As a devout ruler of mind and flesh , then you might 
gaze upon the sigil of the Ouroboros and simply ask your own butcher some crucial ques- 
tions. Circumsition. Your very own butcher hired beneath a crown. Ask: My good and trusted 
Butcher, when you wheel the blade in the Abrahamic tradition, then may I ask, do you cut 
and circumsize the spine or the foreskin? A snake’s flexy spine? And I would say unto any 
man, that wheel such a blade: Thou know not of the inner Kingdom. But your wife looks a 
tad butch. The good giggles. The Kingdom of heaven is within you. And whosoever shall 
know himself, shall find it. The Egyptian book of the Dead. God told Baccus, dressed in 
white, to drink white wine only and not to ever marry. God then told Chillas, all dressed in 
black, to drink red wine only and to get himself four wifes. Any sound conclusion? God once 
must have been drinking, way too much wine. Speciment [1611] will be the end of us all. It 
is a battle that never can be won. Where is that Bull whip? So the blood in the redwine. The 
holy cross of Air. The foundation. The founding of the first father. The clone Cleon the first. 
Pentar Hex. The four elements of the Cross, is the price of knowledge that we all bear. But 
each individual will eventually seek a 5th element. Love. Men will always seek the love of 
whores in a rundown brothelkeep. But know this. A selfproclaimed God of male stature is an 
utter falsehood. A male God is an utter dog. He will ask for meat every day, he will ask for 
milk every day, till his mind withers due to the tempers red pulse. He will ask of all sexual 
favors till the element of a man withers and he sounds like a needy child, returned unto his 
childhood within ignorance bliss. MOTHERFUCKING DUMB. What people will do for 
money! Which makes you wonder, who was the first person that made money by spitting in 
other peoples food? The speech. The spoken word. When I heard the Danes speak out loud: 
Four Satan! Then it sends me back to my early childhood, were Danes were running around 
always saying: Four Satan. And as a child, I often wondered, why the numeric count of four, 
had anything to do with Satan? History tells that such account of the Devil used to be the 
count of five, then the count of three, during the French revolution, now returning to the 
count of four? Imagine my great relief, and surprise, when I rediscovered my English lan- 
guage and English literary root, around the age of 14. Still an question erupts from my early 
childhood years, concearning the element of what I call: TIME-ISSUES. I was born in the 


year of 1968? and rividly recalls all the comotion in regards to the Kennedy assassination. 
But in the year of 1973 AD? (in the year of your Lord). But the assassination took place 1963 
in Dallas? All the Danes running around saying: Four Satan! So sound logic will conclude 
that this nation, the flatlands of the Den, must have been behind the times for ten years, at 
least. Vibrational reality verses reality. The REAL. We really cannot trust what we hear. We 
cannot trust what we see. Hell, sometimes you can even trust your own emotions. Something 
up the arse. Basically, it is as old as Sing-Song Prison. Older than ass? Nope, but as old as 
ass. 


Chapter 
Guessworks in Reality 


As stated, a really big Blendwerk. DreamWorks. Dreams that work? Danish DR television 
with a everyday filter of normalcy, not really making it any better. Some of yesterday’s news. 
Like in your dreams. Is sleeping Beauty by any chance working? Don’t think so. I mean, the 
poor girl has been fucking her brains out for a GOOD thousand years. Think that I just lost 
a brain. The element of telekinesis is hard to explain. In fact I would say, that it cannot be 
explained, at all, it can only be lived. A state of mind, body and soul. Thoughts of the day at 
23:43 AMP. Some hardcore Vintage Sharon MyShell. Her famous hot oiled DP scene, then 
followed by the hot scene with her and Big Rococco. Huh. Not Barocco? A bit of both. In 
and out. Roadlaugh 1992. But afraid to watch the footage. Is it digitally restored, yet? the 
old Buttler did it. (It?). Yesterdays recordings. Think I met her a lot of times, but that is by 
telekinesis. (One explainatory could be jerking off to porno visuals). But I trust and hope that 
most people know better. It is always the same with Empaths and mindreaders. We both had 
the one same mindset. Let’s fuck. Think most young people have. But it never ever happens 
for coal miners (minors). Was real close at one point, in the livingroom to the right. But sex 
is better in the mind. As always women surrounded by three Grey haired male plonkers. I so 
hate this system. Dragon’s trinity lore. Huh? Did one of the three plonkers have a wooden 
leg? So refined of you. Still hate this system. What lays beyond hatred? A butch bitch? Huh? 
A bushy male. But where? Sounds age old. Sometimes you loose faith in reality. Sometimes 
you awake with a hairy arse, other times hairless? True story. What The Fuck is up with that? 
Black haired Magic? A Necromancer’s Black Magic. Is the necromancy of brothels, just an 
antiquated lore, or will I live to see another Sun-up? And hence the word black turned into 
blvck. Much like that ancient orbiter that ended the cold war. No one truly knows where is 
stems from. No one of this Earth know of it’s true origin? Let’s not fool ourselves. The West 
don’t know. The East don’t know. But an qualified guess, although it might be out there, 
would be that we, the human race, launced it into orbit in ancient past. Maybe we were far 
advanced within the sciences and launched it into orbit and someone (forgot) about it? To 
put it in laymen’s terms. Yet, still a dawnting question arises, when it comes to the element 
of Evolution. Is the element in question a mere mech A.I, which means that there is no 
bio-sphere onboard the vessels? If so! Evolution is truly dead. On the other hand, if there 

is a bio-sphere onboard the crafts, it might hold the salvation of the humanoid races. The 
humanoids. Then again, lost in a mind of pure guesswork. Yet, false hope is better than no 
hope at all. Is it just an element of thought and an idea that gave rise to the lore of the broth- 
elkeeps necromancy. To raise the dead from the graves of ancients? History tells of seven 
dead realms. 7 spirits of seven dead realms that served a dead white Luciferian light. Igno- 
rances bliss. Which only can conclude that Christ was the first individual to leave this Earth. 
Curseth Mother Earth. Spot the Seth in the curse. What ever force that hangs above us, it is 
cloaked, one way or the other. In regards to the five nukes hitting Jupiter, in the year 1994 
AD, then can we even tell if it is an artificial construct? C.G.I. And if nature, here on earth 
is a mere construct, administrated from Dreamtime, then you start to question and wonder 
about the nature of asteroids, are the nukes hidden by a invisible cloaking device, projected 
and portraited as stones? I do know that it sounds, a tad out there, asteroids usually are. 


Yet, paranoia, to say the least, but I am kinda born that way. And if the entire solar 

system, once consisted of, at least, nine worlds, but got exterminated one by one? Makes you 
think about the tales of Noah and his ark. We highly question the Copernicus onion model. 
Ancient accounts tell of such a great flood, by the evidence is scarce, and only linked to 
theory. If it turns out that the elementar (in lack of a better word), meaning the elements 

that rule us, flushed each planet, given a certain biomass, then what? They in all likelyhood 
flushed one system after the other, to move around to colonize after nature has rebounded 

on extincted planets. Far fetched? But mankind have been overly simulated and some of us 
begin to question the very element of nature, is it even real? A great flood? Could it hap- 

pen again, who really knows? And yet, a sound advise would still be to stand by the ancient 
weigh of three, done by two. But it is also true that the minimum count for any portal work, 
is the count of three. I know extremely sexual of me. In fact so sexual, that we all might have 
to suffer the dry turkey each Christmas. Not meaning, the three little piglets. The 7 Dead Elo- 
Jinns And The Black Eden. The seven dead realms of the Elo-Jinns. The dead white light of 
the intellect seeking the heat of the fornicated flesh. Fornication is all they seek. Yet, time is 
the illusive veil, enslaving us all in this dead world. This world fell long ago. Mother Earth, 
a great babylonian whore known unto others as (T.E.R.R.A) is the weirdest blendwerk of 
madness upon all minds, sadly, the trust of a lovechild that holds the propulsion of the eter- 
nal. Sex. Eden is the construct by a mirrorhall of madness. Once you awake under your very 
own crown (Kether), you feel horny as hell, but when you loose your crown, then you enter 
the dull world of the flat iron, changing car tyres for a biblical eternity. You desire to fuck. 
You seek to fornicate all, but the Anubis dogs only seek the milk to suffer the milk of wom- 
en. So is it with the fornicator within us all. All seek the love of a woman, but few will suffer 
the milk and the sexual torture by women in this dead world. The pro fuck meat is a known 
lifestyle by some few trusted individuals. Heaven for some yet a hellhole to others. It is the 
sexual madness of a woman’s body that keeps setting this world on fire. Maybe the lesson of 
lessons is, that you cannot dictate a woman’s love. And have you suffered her full and if she 
will not answer to needs, the desperation sets in and a male will flock the arse of a woman till 
the buttocks run red, because the fornicator will subdue her sex to suffer a milk All is fair in 
the love war of a horny milkmaidens tight pump. Eventually we all became too lazy for the 
tap-water of Christ. Bet on Black Eden as the darkness holds the light. True, I am the Son of 
a whore and with it the minions of lost sheep. And yet, a sound advise would still be to stand 
by the ancient weigh of three, done by two. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
Rosen Rot 


The Dead Knightmare Orders. What are the merits of a Freemason unable to free a Son from 
the Dragon’s lore? Another tidal wave upon the brickwork layed by a mason, that only will 
call unto the Dragon’s templers. The templers are the heavy artillery of tanks locked within 
the engine room of the eternally damned. It is a structured Sun upon a Son. Sacrilege. The 
merits of a Dragon, is a lease of freedom, when she gets freed by the wings of the Nosfera, 
but in her folly, she will test any man of prove to his undying love to her heart and lore. Call 
unto death and death will answer. And such a satanic test might detail the element of blue 
stangulations upon infants in order to prove a higher lore in the pursuit of power. What do 
you mortals seek? Death? Pain? Poverty? Misery? The sacrilege upon your very own life? 
And if life is to be tested in such a manner, as a blue born baby’s stangulation, by men unto 
their infant Sons, then ask: Is life worth living? Whatever Hell is bestowed upon your mortal 
bones, whatever test is layed upon you. Contend it and seek shelter elsewhere. The Knight- 
mare Orders are the esoteric orders that dwells among us, hidden. Some will refer to them 

as the Kingdom of God. It is in true essence the very synagogues of the dead. Governed and 
ruled by Christo Constantine. It is the orders of the dead, that lays hidden in all souls, within 
your inner Kingdom. It is the Masonic orders of the Earthly rule. Know, that only four such 


orders are known to me. Only four legit orders. They be: The Serapion Order govern by 

the mighty Serpents. The Rosicrucian Order govern by the mighty Crows. The Freemasons 
Order governed by the mighty Anubis. The Odd Fellow Order govern by the mighty Ravens. 
Do take account, that I only have visited upon one such order. The Rosicrucian Order, the 
oldest order unto this realm, the oldest order known to man. The order older that ancient 
Egypt, ruled by the Emperor, himself. Also know that the oldtimer that took me in, in my 
childhood, faithfully intrusted me the keys to the Rosicrucians. I was 3 years old. Funny 
fact is, that you slowly awake, although you have suffered 30 years of ignorance bliss. Be- 
ing blissfully unaware. Then all of a sudden you get floded by memories, when you reach 
the age of 35. So all of a sudden, I remember the Nanny with the fanny. Blond girl, blueyed 
girl and young tits that were to die for. I tried to grap a feel age 3. Then she later on in my 
life reappeared in my Grandfather’s Summer house. She continuously reentered my life on 
several occasions. The mystery is that her appearence haven’t changed much over the years, 
she doesn’t look a day over 179 years old. So, I guess, that the old Egyptian Order of the 
Rosicrucians must have been around for all the known ages. That is my best assumption. So 
I trust, that the oldest trade of prostitution, run from your own home or tomb, is the oldest 
trade in existence. The trades of the Dragon’s lore. So I trust that the old trade of sex were 
all done in some home or shelter, surely the sessions weren’t preformed on some desertless 
grasslands filled with predators and carnivores, alike. Although I guess, that some female 
Bonobo’s handed the Alpha Bonobo male, a banana, in ancient past. The female Bonobo 
wondering if Aragon, himself, would fuck a female Bonobo, him being, 

accustomed to shaven tits and arse, provided by the rule of Lord Palpatine and the Gillette 
corporation. Rosicrucians, a sex trade of sperm and eggs, done in your own home, just might 
be the Emperor’s last weapon of mass destruction. Yet, we all awake in mystery upon 
mystery. The old mystery of our trusted Nanny without the fanny. So the Nanny sends in 
her father and mother to soothe my soul. The Nanny’s father granting me two poems, so 

I may better myself in the arts of reading. The Nanny’s mother providing me with the pro 
bloodthinners to balance my Whiskey consumption. I am a bit slow, I know. The girl must 
be in trouble. [1.1.5.5.5][8.6.3.4.5] (Therefore protect her). All guesswork, I know. But I was 
informed that the world at large, is a mighty tiny place. For the past decade I studied those 
Rosicrucian scriptures, text and lore, at least those texts, that still exist among us. I trust that 
most of the scriptures were burned at the stake together with two Knight’s Templers on the 
13th of October, in the year of your Lord 1307 AD. The very Order of the Knight’s Templers 
were founded in the year 1118 AD. Which ironically is the very number of the nine Satanic 
verses upon a salmon that rushed to his elderly death. [1.1.3.4.1.5][9.3.1.8.4.9.5] (Therefore 
protect him). 

The Knight’s Templars were a monastic military order, assigned to protect the houses of 
Royalty. But based on their scriptures of old lore, describing the elements of Soul and Spirits, 
then I as usual have allowed myself to narrate some of the old lore into new scripture that 

I will consider closer to Godgiven truth. That is, if truth even exists. Mankind has always 
sought to write law unto the spiritual lore. We have always tried to bring some order into a 
chaotic existence. Three religions serves as prove. However, I fully, know that life never can 
hold just one order, but I have nevertheless classified the six elements of the Rosicrucian 
brotherhood into the following: 


THE ELEMENTAL SOUL. 

The first element being the vibrational air that gives birth to the human thought. The very 
prove being the vibrations birthing our speech. 

The gift of thought. 

THE PLANT SOUL. 

The second element being the visions of water birthing our psyche of our mentalism, setting 
the state of our mental minds. 

The gift of vision. 

THE ANIMAL SOUL. 

The third element bringing taste to fires. Our awakened genders and the very sexual acts 
thereof, the heated fornications. The gift of taste. 


THE SOUL POSSESSION. 

The fourth element. The cross we all bear. The cargo we all carry. 

It is the scent of a Spirit that gives rise to the uncertainty of Arts and the God rendered ele- 
ment of creationism. 

The gift of scent. 

THE HUMAN SOUL. 

The fifth element. The individual intellect that hears and listen in on our own vibrate reality. 
Receiving the words internally, birthing rythm and music of song birds. 

The gift of hearing. 

THE MINERAL SOUL. 

The sixth element being the elements that mystify and spell our matters, in order to enchant 
our scriptures with a humane touch, to guide all scripture and correspondence in the ways of 
peace. 

The gift of touch. 

I have always loved a happy ending, as in the wording, a clean ass. 

But, I painstakingly assume, that right about now, someone is covering a Donkey in shampoo 
and soapy bubbles, somewhere in Africa. 

So are the traits of a comedy by a Dante. Already proclaimed dead as a Dodo. The invisible 
and visible world. It is said that the spiritual body glides into interplanetary space and away 
from Earth. Truth to such death claims? All we have is the vibrate reality of our inner soul. 

I trust noone knowns, and if it were to be truth, then few if any of us, will be able to explain 
such plain of existence. However science has concluded that the Earth and the surrounding 
planets in our solarsystem appears to be composed by three elements. Solids, liquids, gas. 
Those are the three elements assigned to the chemical erupt, yet, if still requires a catalyst, 
one being fire. So does it constitute mass of Earth? Despite the trinity assigned the reality of 
Chemistry, I think it is safe to state that there are four elements unto the Earthly realm. Air. 
Water.Fire.Mass(Matter). Such notions are longlived, because you have suffered the same 
elements. I wonder if such notions erected the fires in the past. A creature dawning in the 
dawn of 4 elements, to earthly existence, he then crawled out of his Darknest to proclaim it 
to the world, the bystanders looking at him, found him so faul looking, barely humanoid. So 
totally ugly looking, that Lord Palpatine looked like a young swinging Adonay. So the crea- 
ture proclaimed the four elements to ONE sworn truth to existence, and people said: No way 
in Hell! And nailed the bastard to the cross. I was told that it runs in the family, the degree of 
such sworn faulness. Family was ugly. Father was ugly. I am ugly. A Trinity nonetheless. A 
family clinging on the wood, unpolished. The degree of such ugliness runs in our family. Yet 
such statement will in all likelyhood anger all the Grandfathers in this world. Creationism. 
Why not put the many forms of different illiteracy, under one term and name it Creativity. 
The doctrine hencefort named Creationism. A modern day society might eventually only 
consist of logo s for direction and consumption. But we would still depend on the 26 letters A 
to Z. To describe and inform in detail. Amen unto Amenta. As stated, then the numeric values 
assigned to the HOLY alphabet are as follows: 

[1 * A] [2 ¢ B] [3 * C] [4° D] [5° E] [6¢ F] [7° G] [8° HY [9 oT 

[1° J] [2 °K] [3° L] [4° M] [5¢N] [6° O] [7¢ P] [8* Q] [9° RI 

[1° S] [2° T] [3 ¢ U] [4° V] [5° W] [6° X] [7 * Y] [8 ¢ Z]. 

I say to you, every Druid, Kingpriest, Shaman, Witch, Rogue, Warlock and Necromancer: 
“Faithers!”. Blessed are those who pretend the marriage in honour of the lamb! Revered are 
those that live to love. But I simply ask, be you baptized or not, then could we agree to a 
certain degree of namecalling. A codex of names written to be used creatively by poets and 
artists. Fully knowing of the saying: What is a name in the saying of an amen? The Codex 
rendered names granted from the Ouroboros. 

A name was given Charlotte [3.8.1.9.3.6.2.2.5] that birthed countless creative speciments and 
brought them into existence. As goes for classifications of senses and elements, please see 
the end-notes, at the end of the book. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
The River Fish 


Fish the River and the Tree. Trinity Lore. Elements. Air. Water. Fire. The three elements of a 
grand seraphic prayer. So is it, in this realm. It is the mountain upon the temples of any man’s 
head. Yet, Eagles will fly and soar, protecting such an opened divinity door. But another time 
and another place, will secure the Dragon’s blood and it’s race. Spirituality is the doctrine of 
the Serpents inner spine. Yet, such a spawn from the Serpent’s inner spine is the bringer of 
ALL life. But to mirror it into madness by salutation of Lord by dead twins, is sadly a Lord 
of hosts, but also a lost sheep that only seek the ghosts in his chaotic mind. The Dragon lore 
is a great bless untill you enter the bliss of the twin genetics. The curse upon the cylons and 
the cylon reactors of dead stars. The Luciferians serving dead white light. The servants of the 
Serpents that work the greater blendwerk. It is the troubles upon a crowned head, in a crowd- 
ed day, where a curse might be the dead words, we never hear, that which the living say unto 
us. Dead scripture might hold a certain amount of peace, but it will eventually dull your 
mind. Amen unto Amenta. As goes for cause and effect, some will claim that the very ele- 
ment of Death, is the effect due to cause, yet if poisonous, it will have been, due to one of the 
three dishes your wife served you last night. But was it due to the starter, the main course or 
the dessert? Whatever I will proclaim it, the dish of the day. A countless array of meats in the 
local cafeteria, that was been recycled, into the oblivion by counts of three. But it may also 
the death of me, the death of sound reasoning, intellect and the element of human thought. 
The green salad buffet of an Osiris. A loss of mind and intellect, like some burned books 
what only produce ashes to the roots of ancient trees. Such is the vanity of minds coloured by 
thought. And yet, we all ask: Do not all women give birth to blood? The female trinity lore 
of thrusting, birthing and bleeding. But do please ask yourselves: Does it provide aliment in 
an angelical alignment? True love. Free love? As goes for the element of Trinity, one cannot 
help to contemplate the endless battles raged by the fallen Angels. But I ask is the trinity of 
Abu Simbel not two massive rock-cut temples in the village of Abu Simbel (Arabic: Joau 
3), Aswan Governorate, Upper Egypt, near the border with Sudan. They are situated on 

the western bank of Lake Nasser, about 230 km (140 mi) southwest of Aswan (about 300 km 
(190 m1) by road). The sign of destruction being the destroyed statue of Ramesses II on the 
left of the entrance to the Great Temple was said to be damaged in an earthquake a long time 
ago. One will notice that, the broken pieces of the statue are actually still there, at the base 
of the monument. So I will ask this: Was it an earthquake or was it indeed the rebellious act 
of the fallen Angels, that sought to destroy the rule of four elements rendered unto an earthly 
realm, not holding any heaven? Maybe why most, fallen Angels, only will answer unto the 
ancient elements of six. In Sex Elementis. What can we conclude between the ciffer four and 
the ciffer six? Our reality just might hold four component unto matter, but does it account 

for the element of soul, the seat of Ammon? Does it hold any elements of sexual plesures? 
There will always be conflict when someone tries to declare a world fallen and dead, by four 
given elements. Maybe one of mankind’s greater achievements. The resist of the mortal flesh 
seeking freedoms in a world, that someone will continue to render and declare dead. As birth 
is fallen, fallen is the birth. But know this: The Abu Simbel complex is a World Heritage Site 
known as the “Nubian Monuments”, which run from Abu Simbel downriver to Philae (near 
Aswan), and include Amada, Wadi es-Sebua, and other Nubian sites. The twin temples were 
originally carved out of the mountainside in the 13th century BC, during the 19th Dynasty 
reign of the Pharaoh Ramesses II. They serve as a lasting monument to the king Ramesses II. 
His wife Nefertari and children can be seen in smaller figures by his feet, considered to be of 
lesser importance and were not given the same position of scale. This commemorates his vic- 
tory at the Battle of Kadesh. Their huge external rock relief figures have become iconic. But 
know this, it is said, that the Abu Simbel complex was relocated in its entirety in 1968 under 
the supervision of an archaeologist, Kazimierz Michatowski, from the Centre of Mediterra- 
nean Archaeology University of Warsaw, on an artificial hill made from a domed structure, 
high above the Aswan High Dam reservoir. 


The relocation of the temples was necessary or they would have been submerged during the 
creation of Lake Nasser, the massive artificial water reservoir formed after the building of 
the Aswan High Dam on the River Nile. Maybe why the tales of old Egypt are so revered, 
because, people, back then, were allowed to dream, ever think of that? So how is duality 
gonna be wheeled in the Abrahamic count of the devout Three? The divine Mayan count of 
Twenty? Will we not all ask: Were we created in a pot by Arabic clay or were we created in 
a sinful deed cast from an Adamas rib, by a Christian? I might even ask: Doesn’t both claims 
sound to be of sacrilege, that is, if the evolutionary idea of nature is real? Therefore I might 
even ask from my crown of mentalism: Is nature even real? What are your own true nature? 
Of course the claim of Adam and Eve, does hold the sexual appetite of the flesh, but did not 
all the fallen ones resort to eat all the apples, infested by the earth worms? I do however 
know, that the forbidden fruit in Scotland, is fruit. It is done? Or do we all awake on planet 
Duné! DUNE. Alarmy. Autocorrect says Duné? @@? Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter 
The Tree Snake 


A barren tree marked by red. A tree of Terra, wherein the roots shoot to spring life. So it 
seems. So it appears. T.E.R.R.A: The Earth Ressurrect will happen given time and past the 
age old conflict of time itself. Awakening in the present, cursed. Amen unto Amenta. Terror 
will always be among some of us. The mental state brought unto us from the demons resid- 
ing among us and within us. Demonology can be of terror and bring about sad testaments of 
Earth life. Some Christians might try to ban these texts while muslims will deem the texts to 
be haram. I| truthfully never sought to provoke anyone by these texts, that I trust some will 
deem them to be of a religious nature. Nevertheless I hope that my ordeals and the testament 
thereof can aid others in finding a balance in life. The testimony being the spoken word of 
accounts and the testament being the written word of accounts. Certain fruits will always 

be considered forbidden. Especially the copycat wax fruits, they taste real bad, but can con- 
firm if an individual, has tastebuds or no. Phytogor’s Apple. Trinity of a Tree. The seed. The 
Father/Faither: And so it happened that one bloodline sought to rule all earthly matter and 
realms by religion, ignoring “Heaven” and our freedom of minds. And so the faithers got 
renamed as fathers, to send their sons, into the earthly realms of the fallen. Sons being souls 
fallen. Just another faith that were bestowed upon every male gender, to safe us from the 
Dragon’s lore and their bloodlines. But Dragons are so much more powerful. Magical crea- 
tures. Inner creatures. All humans seek to rule their earthly matter, our flesh, but we often 
neglect the residing soul. Soul rendered unto us in the name of religion. Much like the intel 
that we witness on the computer platforms. Some artist hired to reconstruct the very face of 
Jesus, all based on the intel from the old relic named: “The Holy Shroud Of Turin’. Only 
problem is that the dude is white? At least the artist, in question, got the eye colour right. The 
brown eyes of the Serpent Lord. Dare I proclaim it by another rendered name? It must be the 
Holy shroud of Turdout. And so all is in turmoil, concearning all earthly matters? Conflict 
over ressources. This veil upon this reality is so far gone, that all fathers and sons gladly will 
choose the solitude from humans, if given the choice. All sons are fallen sons, lost in the lore 
of Dragons. Yet, all sons, faithful as they are, will seek to rule their earthly matter. But they 
will only be visited upon by death. All new inventions, any new book, anything that hold the 
traits of novelty. Anything that might grant you any fame and fortune, automatically has a si- 
lent death assigned to it? Noone must deny (God). And yet, the conflict in it’s entirety, is the 
ill that (God) will simply not acknowledge the terminology of any celestrial beings, that rule 
within our inner kingdoms. Soul. The very existence of celestrial beings, is being deemed an 
utter falsehood, only procuring lost faith. We are all considered fallen sons. The prodigy sons 
that all hunger to end up asking for a cup of the Dragon’s sugar. The Trinity Doctrin. The 
nature of the problem: The element of trinity, is the most difficult topic to disclose. 


Yet alone, explain. It is an ancient (Three in One) concept, that some individuals will deem 
as (God). That is, the celestrials speaking. We have always warded off such notions by the 
binary element of father and son. We chose a binary cross, in the quake of Christ. 

Yet, all mortals seek to find the one Godhead. The one Ram’s head. Theologians never could 
agree, if the father derives from the son, or whether it is the other way round? Vice Versa? It 
was the very elements that brought the first Messianic belief systems into existence. Since 
Johannes the Baptist lost his own head, the very element of baptism, has been debated. Is it a 
water mark unto our mortal flesh or is it a water mark upon our own fallen souls? With some 
logic, I would say that a monthly shower never killed anyone. X marks the spot. If it is the 
X of an assassin, then learn to coil and curl like a serpent, past the death marker. Amen unto 
Amenta. 


Chapter 
The Sun Eagle 


An Eagle named Harpy. Not exactly a bald eagle unless by the use of wash and go shampoo. 
A greater Eagle from South America’s holding a Mayan Crown. Bloodwars Lore. Hail unto 
the Skeletor. Your bones show, through your geyish pale skin and the metal upon your me- 
chanical crown, glows with the dimest of lights, as if it was about to die out. A baldie bald. 
That is the red keep of a crown as your red robe is drenched in blood, as you trespass in the 
lands of the forsaken, surrounded by dead angels from astral projected realms. The rivers of 
blood in the remote deserts turned into freshwater to quench the thirst of thy servants. Such 
hex of darkness is the strongest survivor, such is the price of knowledge. The Dragon Queen 
is by far the strongest survivor, and she rests upon the old mountain of man, that ancient 
Nephilim mount of pyramids. As goes for the awe of the Holy pyramids, then it can only be 
Trinity Lore in the eyes of a Serpent, and only be Quardition Lore in the eyes of an Eagle. 
The view from a bird’s eye. Sattelites in the night. An old necessity. The bloodwars Lore. 
Do know, that I am of Dragonblood. I am Dragonborn. My father graciously took me in, in 
the year 1988 AD (In the year of your Lord). My father and my master, the great Dracul, 
known unto others as Count Dracula. We, the old immortals, that are of the Serpent’s seed, 
holding Ammon’s seat. But also know that God’s war on the serpent’s seed is eternal. 
However, when | at first encountered the famed Count, he had lost his teeth. 

He looked fatigued and in poor stature, despite the fact, that he said that his age was the age 
of 43. A random age number that immortals wheel among them, they, always being under a 
100 years old. Yet, I will always remember my instructions handed down to me, in the year 
1988 AD (in the year of your Lord). When my father, the count, and I were guarded and 
sourrounded by the four black Dragons of inner London. Know, that my father had to suf- 
fer my presence for a full 4 years. He, my father and my master instructed me to keep at it. 
He told me to keep trying and never ever give up. ALWAYS keep at it. So when I, myself, 
will loose my teeth, as my father did, then I will surely try and keep at it. I might awake as 

a raised skeleton, all fatigued and in a poor stature, but I will keep at it. Maybe I will need 
to crawl upon some fuck meat and attach my lips to the meat and keep sucking. With some 
luck I might be able to draw blood. It might take a week or two, of sucking, keeping at it, but 
eventually I will be able to pierce and break the skin by pure suction. So I can draw some 
blood. But I will always keep at it. Breaking the skin by pure suction. And if it should fail, 
then I trust, that I can return to my bottle of redwine and three bread-crumbs, that I full of 
grace, will allow myself, daily. It is known as the good diet. In regards to our bloodworks, 
then certain elements can be established as facts. Know that the garlic is known to thin your 
blood. Also know that a supplement of iron-tablets (vitamins), aids your bloodwork to obtain 
the highest level of oxygen. Linked to the hemoglobin in your bloodstream. The ironidation 
of our bloodworks. Bloodworks: Blood Polarity iodination and inner kinetic energy. 


The Book 


ORIGIN 


Aranubis-Phat 
God written in the year XX XXX 


The kingdom of heaven is within you. 
And whosoever shall know himself shall find it. 
Egyptian Book Of The Dead 


The Bloodstone Tablets 


The Aranubis-Phat rewrite of the Emerald Tablets. 


Is truth without any lying, it is certain and most true. 

That which is written below is that which is spoken above, and that which is spoken above 
can do miracles unto the book written below. 

And as all texts in existence arose from one codex of marks, it inspired the meditation upon 
new marks of codexes or codices and thereby birthing letterings to be adapted amongst 
scribes and followers, then know, that the knowledge of it, is it’s father. The understandness 
of it, is it’s mother. The seeded knowledge and the mercy of it, carried it within it’s belly, the 
body empowered by it, is it’s nurse and provider. The angelical protection of the entire world 
flows unto this Earth. The force of Djinns and the life force of power is here, 

till it is converted. Life or death, or a leap of faith. When organisms expire unto other realms. 
But separate matters with soul and care, divide the saurs from the sweets, but always tend 
the Djinns of the HOLY spirit. Like a lightning striking unto Earth, from the heavens, the 
loud roaring sounds, will ascend and descend, in all matters of both great and small. Of such 
grandeur, that you might feel superior and inferior, in the same moment of time, or what we 
perceive to be time. By these means you can cease the glory of the world, but also know, 
that all knowledge, which is hidden will flee from you. Therefore watch your steps, only 
guided by shadow. Not even the highest mountain peak, can outcast it’s own shadow, for 

so was the mountain created. Therefore admire peak as well as valley, both sour and sweet. 
Treasure the struggle in a mountain climbed and pray that the mist will not obscure your 
view from the top. Hence I am the mountain, that holds the Trinity lore of ageold Dragons. 
A three parted world linked to one world, a full circle of a Sun. Another dawn and another 
yarn, till the mountain rests my weary bones. The historical records of it are inspired by the 
old Hermes Trismegistus. But know that his name is a Greek rewrite of the name Thoth and 
Thoth is an Egyptian name rewrite of the Atlantean name of Tehuty (Tehuti). 

Still the three were rested by a mere Amen. But we must remember our historical literary 
roots, above all, always remember your own roots. Atlantis. Mayan. Egyptian. Necropolis. 
Amen. Know that the literary root of it all lays in the Egyptian Book of the Dead, but sad to 
say, it is however not the proper translation. The true translation is: Coming Forth By Day. 
But somehow I also find great comfort in the fact, that if you should choose to venture forth 
by day, then you must have found solace within the dark. Fully knowing that you also must 
have found great peace, dwelling in the dark. Some prefer the dark that holds no shadow. 
Drinking or consuming blood heightens the metabolism of our organisms. A fact. 


Amen unto Amenta 


Aranubis ¢ Phat 


in the year XXXXX 


Introduction 


Timeline 


You may choose to believe in time or try and reside in the present, which is most painful. 
You may choose to believe, you also have the right to doubt. But I tell you this. This is truely 
the year XX XXX, at least. This Dimension is beyond the measure of time, beyond ageold. 
The Sphere. The Planet, itself. Mother Earth is really, really, really old, beyond old. 

But ask: Is she beyond repair? That is, if you even believe in the concept of time, to begin 
with. I will however ask: Is time not only but a manmade construct of a clockwork. 

A manmade fabrication of mentalism bestowed upon all of our minds. Yet, very cursed dawn 
awaits it’s own dusk, people fatigued enough to sleep. Some fallen ones only wishing for 
death, in some cases. But be strong. A hard reality and a hard world, stuck between a rock 
and a hard place, in twilight. Only to be met by meteors and meteorites. Hit by lightnings, 
earthquakes, quakes, melting in vulcanic lava, torn by wars, known and unknown wars. 

Did someone along the way sing the lines: It’s a man’s world? If so, with some logic, men 
must be utter idiots. As stated a tough old world. All the more reason to remember the lines: 
What doesn’t kill you, only makes you stronger. It mutates and tries to kill you once more. 
But be advised, it usually results in the element of surprise, not meaning a birthday party, 
followed by getting schocked, frightened, often leading to trauma, were everybody just tries 
to rebound. Most likely playing Louis Armstrong music: Such a wonderful world. But alas, 
Louis did do Armstrong and they got themselves a son named Clark Doe. Yet, we all, if not 
most people still question the Goat’s doctrin of taking a man’s foreskin or a woman’s clitoris. 
Was it the SPAM? Mutilation? An accidentically accident? But how? The one good eye, lost 
to a Dragonfly. Can also bring about great tales of grandeur by scars that you got in ageold 
wars, raged long ago? T.E.R.R.A - All tales for great and small unfolds in the minds of us all. 
Stories from all realms. Be it, from known realms or unknown realms. 

Be it, tales from Grasslands and Moors. Savanna or Bush. Be it, from Rivers and Seas. 
Islands or Peninsulars. Be it, from Mountains and Caves. Valleys or Flatlands. 

Be it, from Sand deserts and Ice deserts. Lavalands or Vulcanoes. Be it, from Forest and 
Lakes. Jungle or Swamps. It can, however, never change the fact that most single solitaire 
snakes always will seek their own ressurrection. As it is in nature, all Serpents always lay 
intertwined, without as within. Some will still use the olden tongue of it, naming it, the Staff 
of Mercury. But come to know, that the holy fire is within you. The inner Kingdom resides 
inside of you. It is infernal and it is internal by the use of Alchemy. While others dumbstruck 
thinks that holy fire is a bondfire that can hide all evidence of a crime, not contemplating 

the hyde of the Almighty Serpent. Shapeshifters that are capable of shedding their own skin. 
Grant yourself to the chamber of Osiris, the scribe being Ani (any), with splendors in heaven 
and triump in the underworld. Enter the house of the everlasting and sit down and tend your 
Ka and your body. Pray that there will be given me loaves of bread and foods and drinks, 
with wheat and barley. In this day and age called Whiskey and Beer. It does sound nice. But 
why the ridicule of ancient text and lore? Have we become betterknowing? The Egyptian 
Book of the Dead. The very false translation of it, stands alone, but united in Spirit. Ani’s 
tablet. Ani’s tablet is a long list of pictograms of things and inventions, that the ancients were 
afraid to loose. Look for yourself. Powerlines. Tablets. iPhones. Hoovers. Weed 

(Cannabis Sativa) and much else, whatever you perceive it to be, highly civilised. 

Such notions in connection with Ani’s tablet, does however make you question the element 
of time, the time granted us and projected unto us, from on up high. Is any (Ani) scribe not 
granted free publication? Even despite the terminology of the present, which some might 
claim or name a modern age? Amen unto Amenta. 
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INCA Chapter One 
The Old Religion 


Amen unto Amenta. The Creator Ouroboros. The Creator Serpent of all known worlds. 

The oldest belief system known unto man, it still is, and it always will be. It is the oldest 
belief system of all time, even transcending, the creation of time, itself. The Almighty 
Serpent, named Ouroboros. The father of truth, as well, as the father of all lies. The father of 
life and the father of death. It’s true origin lays in ancient Egypt, but it even transcends the 
old Egyptian lore of the Necropolis, it transcends the ancient Mayan Empires, and even far 
beyond. Please, come to know that, the lore is the spoken word, that has been handed down 
throughout countless generation, whereas the law is the written word of the dead and by the 
dead. But lore, even transcends, the age old dragons of ancient Necropolis, unto the more 
powerful of ancients. The most feared Atlantean Empires. Please, come to know, that the 
human race was once, upon a time, an extremely advanced species, till we found ourselves 
dwelling amongst the greater apes and the heresay traits of the Homo Sapiens, not fully 
knowing of the traits, not knowing, to any knowledge of the Neanderthals, which is and still 
are an extremely advanced species. Highly evolved. Yet, the better knowing scholars will, in 
all likelyhood, conclude the following about the nature of Mountains and their shadows cast. 
There cannot exist any wisdom, without the shadow of one’s own doubt. And that is said 
and stated, without the shadow of a doubt. And so, you only dawn to learn, that you survived 
another day, only to live and see, another Sun-up. Some will even name it to be an utter 
curse. The silent Ouroboros. And, if all men end up, as betterknowing individuals, then all of 
us might actually survive, or die! Killed by sheer witt. What do you mean by witt, meaning 
some kind of weapon? By witt, I do mean humor or girth, you git! Girth might incidentally 
birth something or someone. Git (GITT) births only hatred, but it must have been love. Life 
is but a mystery. The Ouroboros holds the world egg. Come to know, that it is all about the 
Black yoke. What some choose to name, as the Devil’s eggs. But the dreaded white version 
of the Devil’s egg, is often some hardboiled egg, lost in some white distilled vinegar. That 
ain’t it, and yet, the very blunder of it, make people awake on their own account. Reference 
point is a sex-crazed Bishop, onboard the Sulaco. The Devil’s egg, is a really old recipy, that 
originated from the Mayan Empires. In laymen terms, either the Black yoke, has a medicinal 
taste to it, or it is just plain rotten. Maybe the only sound conclusion 1s, that life is somewhat 
complex in regards, to the Devil’s detail, concearning the Devil’s eggs. But the foundation is 
still, that the egg, itself, always needs to be boiled prior to medicinal brine storage. That is a 
full 8 till 9 minutes boil time. Most women can’t even boil an egg, these days. The imperial 
eggs have always been sought and also raised a lot of wars to be fought. Also known as the 
Russian Fabergé eggs. The truth is somewhat hidden, as the Mayan Devil’s egg recipy, in 
essence, balance rot into medicin. Much in the nature of alcohol. One example, is the very 
penicillin that got harvested, from the spawn that was found in some mould. It is nature law. 


INCA Chapter Two 
An Ankh of Life 


Gott sei Ankh. Come to know, that the Ankh of Life, is an old Egyptian symbol, that still is 
highly worshipped. In all matters regarding, the Entish Tree of Life. Then know, I couldn’t 
care less. I tire, on old traits, because I always end up, with the same old count of ten, the 
count, not fully knowing of the Mayan divine count of 20. I keep returning to the Egyptian 
Ankh of Life, because I still see the 6 elements of the Ancients, in the symbol. If there has to 
be one foundation, it can only hold six elements. No more and no less. A seven inch nail, as a 
foundation, can only be the quickfix solution, deemed as God. Individuals that have eyes, can 
see, also with a full hearing ear-drum. As goes for the duale nature of existence, there will 
always be conflict-points of interest. A choice of splitting one’s own words or splitting the 
hairs, off the back of a monkey or a donkey. 

This is an description of the Ancient Egyptian Ankh of Life. Schematics found on page 
140. The explainatory sheets mathematically interpreted, still to be found on page 140 and 
not on page 74, the following page. 

The Traditional Ankh of Life. The Six Holy Elements, in the Egyptian Ankh Of Life. 

One: The eye of Ra. Often holds the traits of the numerics of three (Khu-Ka-Dwat). Three is 
the minimal count, for any portal-works or Stargates. Ra is often nicknamed or named as the 
Water-Hoofer. Predators look forward, whereas, the hunter’s food often look to the sides, that 
is, unless you are one of those Kameleons, always seeing somebody on the side. 

Two: Ammon’s Horns is a binary of 8. It is the 16 Crowns of the Cobra and the Vulture. 

The MEDUSA CROWN. 16 Crowns of ordered madness, the 16 Holy Serpents, coming out 
of the 72 divine Serpents. 

Three: The Cone. The Pineal Gland. An old Egyptian highpriestess staff will always hold a 
Binary of four. But the Staff of Ra has an implemented Serpent. The Dragons Trinity Lore, 
lays in between. It is the very problemchild, in the formular or equation. Is the Binary of 
four, a count of an even six or is it the count of an eight? And if all seek, an answer beyond 
the very numerics of eight, then it can only be of nine or more. Logically stated. It is, the seat 
of the soul. Sedes Animae. As goes for demonology, we must acknowledge the beast, our 
ownself and our demonology. And yet, the pyramidic count of three, also holds the spectrum 
and blendwerk of an entire rainbow. 

Four: The wings of the Falcon Horus. Loose a swing feather and you might also loose an 
Angel’s wing. The numerics assigned unto the Horus wings are the three lines of the Trinity 
feather count. The first line of the falcon’s feathers are the numerics 6/12. The second line 

of the falcon’s feathers are the numerics 9/18. The third line of the falcon’s feathers are the 
numerics 13/26. The A2Z. 

Five: Under the falcon Horus is the schematic Scarab. A Scarab named Khepra. And the 
Egyptian Scarab asked: Then, what truely lays at the end of the rainbow? 

Six: The final foundation element is a double ringed cartouche, with a baseline that has three 
holders. An even six element visually. Know this. The Six Elements can never ever be at the 
end of any given rainbow. If so, you will starve and die from hunger. But surely, there is a 
pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, or is it just a crock of shit, asked the thinking Scarab. 

It is still every individuals right, to his or her own reality and perceptions, thereby granting 
them, the very rights by their own written words. So I humbly ask: Does the word, itself, 
truely reside with God? Amen unto Amenta. 


The Ankh of Life 


The Female Uterus 


The schematics of the old Egyptian Ankh of Life, but still true to it’s traditions. 
It will need some creative maturing, given time and age. 
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The 6 Holy Elements 


Explainatory note: The Egyptian staff of Ra has a Serpent in it. 
The Serpent’s head is always pointed to the left, from your own viewpoint. 

(A mirrored ciffer 7). But since, it is an Ankh of Life. The serpent should be portray as it is, 
in this illustration. Coiling to the right. Please come to know, that snakes and Serpents 
are extremely sensitive creatures, that can sense soil vibrations, magnetism and even 
taste air molecules. They always curl up to the right. Divine creatures. But I would say, 
it still depends on their toxinity. Vipers are non-venomous. But I do believe the very 
snake portrayed, is a diamond back rattler. That would be my choice. But the truth of it all, 
is that trolls know it and always punches with their right hand. Always packing a punch 
with the right hand on the planet of idiots. Serpents then learn to coil to the left, 
but it still cannot change the serpents natural energy structures, only reduce sexual 
serpents to the trall of trolls. Of course, the choice of a Diamond back rattler, 
is only symbolical meant, it might safe the day and both your and my own blood veins. 


INCA Chapter Three 
The Entish Tree of Life 


The Entish tree of life? The number ten, is only half a count, of the divine Mayan count of 
twenty. The old Entish version called the Tree of Life holds a count of ten brain neurons 
unto it’s construction. The Egyptian Ankh of life, does appear to be simpler, than the Entish 
Tree of Life, holding 10 or 11 stations of brain neurons, even with or without, the Daleth, but 
know, that it is brain neurons, shown upon the Tree of Life. But I find the Ankh of Life, more 
beautiful. Simple, yet complex, in it’s teachings and understandings. More beautiful, than 
some old symbol of a Carpenter’s Tree. Of course, all know, that most scholars claim the 
Tree of Life, itself, as being as old as the Etruscans or even older. The very word “ancient” 
often pops up, like some mystery magic, in the nature, of the ancient myths, spun & weaved 
by revered Gods, of THE ANCIENT MESOPOTAMIA. However, the Assyrian tree, 
differs from the schematics of the old Tree of Life. In a sense, the Tree of Life, is a simpli- 
fied version, but it holds an utter disrespect for details. History of it, describes it as a symbol 
of a Tree, but most often it is stigmatized as the Luciferian tree. Satanism. But the Assyrian 
tree, holds so much more details, and is true to nature. It is a full map of our pineal gland. 
The CONE layed in full detail. The Devil lays in the detail. The Devil’s left path has always 
been the hardest path. Humans have always debated the origins to the Tree of Life, like lost 
orphants, getting high in and on life, itself. The lore of the Assyrian Tree, originates from the 
garden of Eden. The Creator’s garden of the ancient Sumerians. Known as the Annunaki. The 
very disrespect towards life, in the simplified version, did make life easier for people, in the 
renaissance. Till someone said: I can simplify the Ankh of Life, even further. Let us guess, he 
then returned unto his own cross, done by his Impaler. But the Tree of Life, it is most often 
portrayed or disguised as being zionism, for some unknown reasons. Much like the fact that 
most suspect that all the many fabrications, of the Tree of Life, have alternated throughout 
history. Tree of Oshra or a Tree of Life? Yet, if life holds no hapiness? What is the point in 

a higher ordinance? One alteration that I assume to hold some truth, might be the fact that 
Black Binah grew herself a brain, but only due to her own pain. Sad, but sometimes, she also 
feels a bit happy. Like Hapi tending her Water. We all keep asking many annoying questions, 
to age old riddles, just trying to seek some answers. What is it, that trees birth? Binary in a 
sense. Do trees not birth both the seeds and the air. Plants are most definitely drawn to light 
like seeds sprouting. Yet, may I ask: Are roots not drawn to darkness? The crown of light can 
only be rooted in darkness. A somewhat painful element or a painful dawning. Amenta. 

Kaf Teth (Crown & Trust). Beth Nuna (Mind & Knowing). Cheth Mem (Wisdom & Doubt). 
Daleth (Self & Knowing Ego). Gimel Resh (Heart & Sense). Cheth Resh (Mercy & Pity). 
Tau He Resh (Beauty & Strength). He Yod (Body & Pod). Nun Samekh (Soul & Insight). 
Yod Samekh (Origin & Roots). Memo Khaf (Realm & Base). The dawn by a Golden Calf 

at the base of some age old mountain. The Tree of Life? The Deadwood of the sacred Cross. 
Blasphemy? If you take time to think about it. Blasphemy, no not really. But the notion of the 
world’s Serpent, reduced to a mere worm? Blasphemy in the eyes of most, if not all women. 
A Midgard Serpent named as an Ouroboros, some even claiming it to be a mighty Serpent. 
So was the mythical Valhalla, all the Vikings that once were Kings. But as it is with all of us, 
know that, we all once were babies. So Werewolves and Werebabies and even Werekings, 
some women even claiming them as being Hungarians. So once Hungarians, then becoming 
wee Kings. Travelling from an all powerful mighty Serpent, then unto a slimy eel, then unto 
a puny worm. Men ending up like women. getting hung up on Hungarians. But please ask: 
Which element do you then consider to be devolutionary? Amen. 


The Tree of Life 
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INCA Chapter Four 
The Count by Numbers 


The count by numbers. So the count of numbers? Is it the Count, himself! Count Dracula? 
Who? So some crazy crazed blind vampire, that got struck with a bad case of Einstein or 
Onetooth mentalism, then sunk his fangs into some hard dead wood, praying for it, to be the 
tree trunk of a Birch. But it still tastes like the same bad McHenny surplus filament? 
Sleeping with vampires. But in the beds these days, the sleeper’s coffin, not coffins. Huh? 
The japanese girl, from Nippon City of Kobe, so damned motherfucking hot and sexy, 

fully knows it, by now. I always seek to get off in some woman’s knickers, but her white 
sister warded me off, by using the fright words of the skin disease, named Psoriasis, while 
she only was hoping for a swin in the dead sea. So, pooch, basically getting off in some 
knickers, sperming and impregnating a Black woman, but better be a Black woman, 

blacker than Grace Jones. Yup, that is pretty much it. A woman blacker than Grace Jones? 
Good luck. Are you being racist? Nah, not really! Would love getting some rounds off in 
some knickers. Get it? Please, do get it. Like birthing a non-racist individual. We all gotta 
eat, the zapp from wood, apparently? Count Dracula...and virgin meat. It is still way more 
tasteful, like a freshly slaughtered lamb. Nature’s law. Huh? Well, a fact. Well, you can count 
me out, Count! Too rich for my blood. But the Indian Lamb Bhuna is to die for. But only in 
the United Kingdoms, right? Truth be said. Much like all the tea, cried the China man, down 
into his Singapore porcelain. And so, as goes for numbers, we all wish to be counting end- 
less sexual encounters and endless sexual exploits, but many of us, only ending up counting 
the lonely days spend in solitude. 666. Not the right concept of the 666 Egyptian hermitism. 
Misunderstood. It is still about fucking. Some fucking and then some more fucking. Might 
have birthed the word beasts and the very concept of blocking all the fucking. So the sexual 
nature banned but revered as the biggest propulsion. People getting off, both sexually and 
non-sexual by masturbation, meaning in a asexual nature. Which days would be treasured 
and counted the most? As goes for the fascination towards the number of the beast. The 
beast number 666. Then know, it is related to the six holy elements. But even that sprung or 
originated by the Trinity lore of three. Old Egyptian wordings of the divine three were once: 
Khu. Ka. Dwat/Duat. Which lead to the words of mind, body and soul. But as stated, it is 
truely ludicrous to seek one truth unto three elements as the three top elements are duale in 
nature, birthing the holy six elements. As the Trinity elements are intertwined like serpents. 
The multiplication of six by binary two is most likely what created the clockwork of 12 
hours. Then multiplied by yet another binary, birthing 24 hours. Numbers? But of the mind, 
only creating time zombies. Zombies with a wristwatch working on the clock and zombies 
without a wristwatch often unemployed, but working as fulltime alcoholics. Numbers is but a 
curse for some zombies. And yet, can we not all conclude that the clock, in ever which form, 
only is a manmade construct. Too many people follow Spirit. Follow the subliminal orders 
or trust their own instincts. Please come to know, that Spirits are externals in nature, but they 
are also dead. That in return births hard childhoods on us all. Dead stars are the celestrials, 
that originates from the white abyss of the dead stars. Therefore, there is only mind, body 
and soul. There can only be mind, body and soul. There can only exist mind, body and soul, 
for as long as the human race exist. For as long as mankind and humanity exist. And along 
with it, individual human rights. The one God-worship, and some one-minded Spirit, can 
only end up in some monogamous devolution. Fully know, that I am at inner peace, fully 
knowing that the doctrin of a one-minded Spirit, only can self-exterminate, given time. 


Much like the nature of a manmade clockwork or the nature of lineage of time, itself, also 
known as old age. Eventually all zombies with a wristwatch or a Sun-dial of denial, will 
question time, itself, even asking if the concept of time is linear. And so past, present and 
future will dissolve. Hopefully it dissolves into a more sexual livelyhood, that is, if you are a 
Hungarian or if you are that blessed. It must have been the Trinity of the third eye, the inner 
kingdom, that awoke the very first creature, into the dawn of self-awareness, learning that 
zero cannot possible exist, if you exist. Ergo, to be nullified or deemed as mathematically 
insane, can only be a manmade doctrin, much like religion, but not a real way of life. If it is a 
way of life for some, it can only hold little life or livelyhood. Life as a Zombie. Not holding 
salvation. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Five 
The Khu Energy 


Most Luciferians know that, the God energy, is non-sexual in nature, due to it’s celestrial 
element of the dead stars, linked to eternity. But I trust God, if his magnificence, even exist, 
only can condone sex, if not, it can only self-exterminate. Fact is still where there is sex, 
there is a high prospect of childbirth. If the end-game only arrives at self-extermination, it 
can only result in peace, logically stated. Bringing some peace, another eon of peace, 

before the inner fire erupts, renewed. Before our inner kingdoms are restored. Might as well 
face it, God has been declared dead, since the days of Friedrich Nietzsche. Friedrich Wilhelm 
Nietzsche was a German philosopher. He began his career as a classical philologist before 
turning to philosophy. His Entry date: 15 October 1844, Récken, Liitzen, Germany. His 
Expire date: 25 August 1900, Weimar, Germany. A short life that burned bright. But I truely 
wonder, if mankind have reached the conjunction, where books & knowledge are considered 
as old relics of ancient past, where wellstacked libraries holds nothing more than ghosted 
literature. But then, are the rewrites of ghosted literature, not just another salvation sold 

unto unemployed scribes? The endlessly tiresome renewal of the word, that in return, births 
creativity, both in multitude and plentitude. The great Alexandria library was once ghosted, 
never to return, but still, we do try to restore it. We do the best we can, to honor the writings 
of the past, in order to birth our future. Many children love to sleep till late, sleep till nine- 
ten-ish. Then some brunch and some computer-games, maybe rolling in at the schoolbench, 
if you are up for it, at highnoon, but without the fisherman’s waders. Then met by the barfing 
headmaster. Too big a brunch or lunch? Jury is out. Headmaster probably ate both the brunch 
and the lunch. Most name it breakfast. Breaking the fast. The way that, I truely, wanted 

my childhood to be. Home-school or some collective Home schooling. The adults carrying 
the bigger burden, old news, I guess? Maybe a reminder coming up! Step away from the 
penguins. Leave the penguins alone. I guess a major league address from the square office 
coming up at 09:11 AMP (Zulu-Time) precisely! Military standard time? SIRI. I am way too 
plastered to read, it out aloud, myself. Might be a bit mechanical, the voice over, that is, with 
some minor spelling-helling issues, here and there. Adjusting the volume three times. I do 
the best I can. Yet, many will still ask the question if A.I (Artificial Intelligence) even is real. 
A weird question from a Creator’s standpoint. The Orda Intelligencia of Philosophers, the 
mentalism of soul. Orda Curae of Heal, the healing sleep of Air. Orda Cultura, the Producers 
of food and matter. Orda Angelical, the fire and sex of the Geisha. Orda Synagoga Bestia, the 
Spirit of Aphrodisiac. Ordo Orda, the workers of liquid waters. It is still a structural system 
of six fractions or elements, in order to propel society and the civilisations. But if people 
doesn’t receive a just reward for or of their efforts, any system will collapse. 


Revolutions may errupt harming us all. Those individuals, downtrodden, within such a 
system, will still say: Fuck The System. Common sense. Most systems have been tried 
throughout recorded history. But if history, itself, is a mere fabrication? The Slavery of the 
black people. The Shoguns of feudal Japan. The dreadful Cast systems of ancient India. 
Governmental institutions..etc. Yet, if the propulsion, itself, all manifests by the power of 
escapism and entertainment combined with education, then it is a lesser evil. Still revered 
and upheld as magic in the eyes of most people. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Six 
The Six Elements 


The Trinity law of the 6 Holy elements. Their assigned density charts: 


Water: The Latin word is Aqua. The Trinity is: Ice - Dew - Liquid. 

I tend the water says Hapi. Hapi treasure the water. Happy as ever as the water quells her 
thirst. The Element of the blue Water: Djinns of the Water. The Holy Spirit. 

There are two types of water. The two knowns are the sea’s saltwater and the river’s cooling 
freshwater. Know this to be true. 

Fire: The Latin word is Ignis. The Trinity is: Alchemy - Catalyst - Electricity. 

I tend the fire says Nuut. The Element of the yellow Fire: Dyjinns of the Fire. The Holy Spirit. 
Please come to know, that there are many different Hallucinogens and drugs. 

Air: The Latin word is Caeli. The Trinity is: Carbondioxide - Midichlorians - Oxygen. 

I will praise air till my last dying breath. I choose to praise, in the sacred name of Horus. 
But I will never praise in the name of God. I tend the Air, says Horus. The Element of the 
green Air: Djinns of the Air. The Holy Spirit. I have arisen from the embryo, the world egg, 
past the count of four. For so is the Ankh of life. 

Matter: The Latin word is Materia. The Trinity is: Carbon - Blood - Cells & Tissue. 

Mut says: I care for all matter. The Element of the red Matter: 

The vessel of the Body and the inner vessel of the Ka. A good night’s feed. Spending a hot 
night in my bed with mi liege, a leech with wings, overfeeding on my blood, till it falls off 
me, blind as a bat. Silence care for all matter. 

Spirit: The Latin word is Spiritus. The Trinity is: External - Speech - Cold. 

Ghostly are the elements of Spirits. I praise destiny says Bastet. The Element of the purple 
Spirit: The Elo-jinns of Khu. Khu is upon us, that which travel by many a names. Be it the 
name of Whitespikes. Whitestalkers. Elo-jinns and Djinns and many more names. 

Soul: The Latin word is Anime. The Trinity is: Internal - Vibrations - Heat. 

But I wonder, as to, if it was written by old Egyptian Ani? Highborn are all souls, resting 
within their Ka. The inner Kingdom. I follow my inner guide, says Amun-Ra. The Element 
of the orange Soul: The Angelicals/Celestrials and Empath linkage unto Dwat/Duat. Joint 
Memorybank of the Dead. Once upon a time, in a timeline of the past, all the souls were 
locked in the tower of ancient Babylon. 


And so are the six elements for all eternity. Sounds like the old Six-pack. Beer anyone? 
I Always loved a cold one. Habits die hard. Budweiser changed logo to Bud? So just plain 
ass? That is cold, does it even need a fridge? Some did name it the Donkey Depression, 
during the Cobra and Vulture culture. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Seven 
A Gutter Run 


I steal, therefore I am. I eat what I can lay my hands on. Therefore, I have survived, but I 
only survived, to dawn and mourn, my very own exist. Many people are problably even 
beginning to question if the A.I (Artificial intelligence) is real? I truely believe it to be. 

The reasons for questioning? Language & Speech recognition, is definately not activated by 
spaces in between words, definately not by a full stop (comma), nor by any line change, 
neither by bold caps and not even by the first three words mentioned. Makes you wonder 
why the A.I Alexa suddenly laughs in hysterics, occasionally? But it is truely a reoccurence, 
that keeps pissing everybody off. Especially if there are unpaid workers slaving behind 
countless computer consoles. Another fact, is that every tale ever told and re-told or even 
produced and reproduced, always end up in the same lame ending, in the same fashion, more 
or less. Told and re-told, till mould visit upon one’s own meal ticket. One can only question 
traditions and life, itself. Why must it always end up in the same lame doctrin of only having 
four optional endings. Everybody fast asleep, before they hit the cinemas or theaters. A Good 
place to sleep, as any, if you are utterly fatigued. People been complaining for at least two 
decades. The four musketeers, I saw the movie in mid 70s. Kinda seen the movie, The four 
Musketeers, way too many times. The new movie. Why bother, unless it is recommended by 
others? It is funnier tending one’s own writing pen in your writing Den. Ergo, Trinity lore 

is still of nature and we cannot escape the fact. Let’s face it. Some even naming it to be life. 
Frightening unto others. Maybe I would choose to draw the line, at six conceptual movies. 
Alot of concept movies, far exceed a volume of six, these days. A good sign of creativity. 
But personally, I would draw the line at the number 6. One for each element. The 6 elements: 
Water. Fire. Air. Soul. Matter. Spirit. That is, if I had a say in such matters. It would still be 
considered as a ruler’s standpoint. Not that I seek any rule. As goes for sitcoms & television 
series, I do believe the record is around 300 episodes. Ergo, knock yourself out. Six block- 
busters and a solid franchise to support both their fans and makers. But it is possible to grow 
an enterprise past six episodes, that is, if the creative renewal energies even are present. 
Eventually a person that has been worked to the bone, will tire out, till inspirational 

text and lore re-enter their minds. But most people are totally fed up by most religious 
conflicts and certain things, that doesn’t seem to evolve. A bit like the shite listed below: 

We all get tired, as we all read those lines endlessly, seeking some answers. But we all know 
the drill. Example: See Romans 16:20. When God’s hand is in your life, nobody can stop 
you from being blessed. Many will read. But few will reply. I guess another take on things 
round here. I shall not judge upon the matter. But it more or less convey the same sentiments. 
Romans 16:20. And the God of peace shall bruise Satan under your feet, shortly. The grace 
of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you. Amen. I will still not judge, but still bored to tears by 
antiquated scriptures, as well as the above mentioned quotations. But ask yourself, if you 
have lost everything to God, then would you still worship God? I think, all of us get exactly, 
what you are trying to convey unto us. Maybe not all of us, but I trust most of us, can relate. 
But the humans, the humanoid races, could never ever agree on God, anyway. Yet alone, 
define what intelligence and soul elements truely are. The terminology of God or Religion, 
defines absolutely NOTHING. Maybe why it is at peace. Fact is then, we can never define 
God. But it surely cannot be of male origin. Most definately not! 

Nor can it be of the androgyne nature. It does however depend on how you define androgyne 
nature. Twin genetics have always been here. AMENTA. 


Existence is duale in nature, there is no escape, despite the monogamy viewpoint. 

Older wording of the dual gender issue, named it as being hermafrodites. Most will still 
agree that the uterus, is the one vessel for birth, in the natural way. But if God do procure 
births outside of the female vessel, outside the uterus, outside her body, then I will simply 
not worship God nor any of such Gods. Should settle the score for some. Guesswork, but still 
frightening as HELL. Genetics usually are. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Eight 
The Age Old Pyramids 


Classification 
All Nature Law Combined 


The Pit Of The Sethian Lore. History has it that the fifth King, the Pharaoh Mentuhotep IT, 
was at all time able to impose his will upon the gnostic vampire Lords of the Underworld. 
In return for gold and treasure they never released the “beast”. His names are many under 
the heavens, one of his names is Amon, Amen, Amun or Amun-Ra. The very first reference 
to the vampires Nosfera appears in the pyramid of King Unas, also from the fifth Dynasty. 
Amon or Amun-Ra, the God of the air, is the hidden wings of the “Heavens”. His HOLY 
name is signified by the salutation of “The Hidden One”. Myth has it that a Giant, hides and 
jails, his soul in an egg. Therefore, Amon is considered to be a soul of the dead. He will only 
answer unto Dwat to rule all other elements. The inner Kingdom, that resides within us all. 
However, some still consider Amon to be an ancient deity that was spawned in the depths of 
Hades, in ancient past. All seek such point of ORIGIN. Amun-Ra is displayed as the Osiris, 
the heartless, as a judge over the dead and a judge of time. Such Nosfera God has been 
depicted in various forms: Depicted as an Ape. As a Lion. As a Frog man, that seeks his 
Serpent counterpart, in order to become intertwined. But such worship of the unseen has 
always been scarce, thoughout history. However, a small temple was once erected for such a 
worship, somewhere in the twelfth Dynasty. A small temple, nonetheless. The name of the 
sacred town was Nu or Nu-Amon. HOLY, HOLY is the town’s ORIGIN. 

But it still takes two, to guide three. 

The Ankh of life: Age can only be related unto age, despite the false element of time. 
Sex-age:16. Legality-age: 18. Independence-age: 22. 

Have a heart and please show some mercy. Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 
But I might still ask: Is “TRUE” salvation, then with or without the foreskin? A bit of both 


often followed by many a crimes. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Nine 
The Salvage Crews 


The salvage guys, safe stranded ship on distant shores, only to get their souls chained, 
eternally, as a sex savage. This is a known fact. The fact that, Howard Carter, the famous 
Egyptologist, never ever escaped the Djinn from Tutankhamon’s gravechamber. He never 
ever recovered, nor rebounded over his findings in the tomb of Tutankhamon, he became 
mentally ill. Till this day, we still name it, the Egyptian curse of the Mummy. Classification 
of the symbol: All Nature Law Combined. The 6 Holy elements of high praise, followed by 
nature reasoning Ghostly are the elements of Spirits. I praise destiny says Bastet. The 
Element of the purple Spirit: The Elo-jinns of Khu. Khu is upon us, that which travel by 
many a names. Be it the name of Whitespikes. Whitestalkers. Elo-jinns and Djinns and 
many more names. Taking a man’s heart in the realm of the dead, they sometimes even do it 
in public transport, wearing NIKE air shoes. The six hearts of eternity cast into being. The 
magic of a necromancer: A Dog’s heart. A Lion’s heart. A Dragon’s Trinity heart, and finally 
a Spider’s heart. The heart of the hound says: Never take a necromancer’s heart away from 
him. Never touch a Ghost dog with your fingers, wherever his heart may be. The heart of the 
Lion says: I reside in Dwat/Duat and my chains are linked to Death. My heart shall not be 
taken from me by Necropolis. For it is already dead. Amen unto Amenta. The heart of the 
Dragon says: My three hearts shall not be taken away from me in the realm of the dead. The 
heart of water spake unto me. Flee yee from me, be you a messenger of any God. Have you 
come to drown my hearts with sorrow, while they walk amongst the living. The heart of air 
spake unto me. The air spoke and the mountain trembled. My hearts are within me and my 
hearts are with me and shall not be taken away from me, for I raise the hearts by fire and I 
write it in their hearts. The words from my heart. The heart of fire spake unto me. The fire 
rose and said. I am the heart of the Phoenix, carrying the soul of the once great Amun-Ra, 
who guides the Gods to Necropolis, when they venture forth by day. The count of three is 
that which grants me my wings. The heart of the Spider then said: A web we weave till all 
men weep. We are gonna eat GOOD tonight, boy! So saidth the flocked male spider, bringing 
in a full-size fly. Amen unto Amenta. Grave are the words of an eternal tomb, like a grave- 
yard holding no flowers. Mut says: I care for all matter. The Element of the red Matter: The 
vessel of the Body and the inner vessel of the Ka. A good night’s feed. Spending a hot night 
in my bed with mi liege, a leech with wings, overfeeding on my blood, till it falls off me, 
blind as a bat. My bed, my sleeper’s coffin, my sanctum of sanctity. We all read by scripture 
and live our lifes off it’s bread. You may choose to live on the books presented and you may 
also choose to have the right not to eat what you detest. Amun-mut. Mut were the very end 
sentence of names striken from the record by silence of mouth. Therefore silence tend and 
care for all matter. The three heads of Mut is the human head wearing two crowns. A double 
crown of the twin genetics. Know that there are two sides to the same coin. It holds a head 
and a tail and in between lays the Serpent’s flexy spine. A Cobra and a Vulture. A Cobra will 
always lie through it’s teeth to save your life from a Vulture. So was the culture of a Vulture 
in ancient past. Yet, it still is. Human nature. Amen unto Amenta. Highborn are all souls, 
resting within their Ka. The inner Kingdom. I follow my inner guide, says Amun-Ra. The 
Element of the orange Soul: The Angelicals/Celestrials and Empath linkage unto Dwat/Duat. 
Joint Memorybank of the Dead. Once upon a time, in a timeline of the past, all the souls 
were locked in the tower of ancient Babylon. So saidth: O’ Atum. O’Shu. O’Taweret. O’Geb. 
O’Nuut. O’ Osiris. O’Isis. O’Seth. O’ Nekhbet. O’ Horus. O’Hathor. 


In the great mansion of the scarab Khepri dwelled 3 Lords of the Netherworld. The Lords 

of Thebes. Atum-Ra. Amun-Ra. Amon-Ra. The 3 Lords of the two lands. The great Ourobo- 
ros and the lesser Osiris, the Gods and Godesses whom dwell in the Abyss of stars. And yet 
all will ask: What is a name in the saying of a mere amen, for those who wheel the feather 

of the ancient scribe of Tehuty. So be it. So be his name, so be his many names, in every 
place where his soul desires to be. Grant worthy Spirits unto Necropolis. Grant him benefits 
and remove evil. If you do procure a jumpsuit from the most feared Deathdealers Extraor- 
dinaire, then never ever loose the pilot. Mother of all Serpents is the Medusa. She may rest 
her crown. She may not rest her crown. And if 16 lies of Serpents save lifes in the two lands. 
Then may I rest in stone. A home for my pretrified bones. A Stone cannot moan, nor speak. 
Silenced is the word. So be it. Higher grows the flame, untill it’s very last spark and glow. I 
tend the fire says Nuut. The Element of the yellow Fire: Djinns of the Fire. The Holy Spirit. 
There are many different Hallucinogens and drugs. The most commonly known drugs are Al- 
cohol and Tobacco, a plant of the nightshade family that holds nikotin. The Serpents alchemy 
sexual viagra was a breakthrough that aided many suffering from asexuality. In fact such an 
extreme powerful drug that the test-subjects just didn’t want to go on living without it. In fact 
many began to believe in miracles, to the point where people demanded miracles. I do vivid- 
ly remember the viagra trials.(1995-1997) I came 8 times in a row, and actually ejaculating, 
till dry, but still erect. I kinda looked into what viagra contains, apparently these components: 
The active component is Sildenafil Citrate. Viagra, each tablet contains the following inactive 
ingredients: microcrystalline cellulose, anhydrous dibasic calcium phosphate, croscarmellose 
sodium, magnesium stearate, hypromellose, titanium dioxide, lactose, triacetin, and FD & C 
Blue 2 aluminum lake. Not, that I am wellversed in the Serpent’s Alchemy, but I just might 
still ask if the component mircocrystalline cellulose, isn’t another one of those weird surplus 
fillaments? Sildenafil and Viagra, is a medicin for erectile dysfunction and pulmonary arterial 
hypertension. It is also sometimes used for the treatment of certain symptoms in secondary 
Raynaud’s phenomenon. It is unclear if it is effective for sexual dysfunction in women. It 
can be taken orally or intravenously, or sublingually. Onset when taken orally it takes twenty 
minutes and lasts for about two hours. At this point, any man given his age-range, will still 
undoubtably think: A whole two hour fuck session will most likely kill me. So be it. Amen 
unto Amenta. I will praise air till my last dying breath. I choose to praise, in the sacred name 
of Horus. But I will never praise in the name of God. I tend the Air, says Horus. The Element 
of the green Air: Dyjinns of the Air. The Holy Spirit. I have arisen from the embryo, the world 
egg, past the count of four. For so is the Ankh of life. Such is the nature of the binary growth 
of all known organisms, be it man or bacteria. Life is but duale, but seeking comfort in the 
three-headed Mut, so we may rest in our inner kingdom. Reside seated in our crypts, tombs 
and homes. Quote from the Egyptian Book of the Dead. (Coming forth by day): The king- 
dom of heaven is within you. And whosoever shall know himself shall find it. 

The Rosicrucians of Egypt do say: Know thyself, for those brave enough to venture forth by 
day, but sheltered by night. For none believe that there is life dwelling in the darkness. May- 
be all the more reason for never ever to tell on your mother. Unless you are the Mother of 

all MOTHERS. Hail Horus, Lord of the air. Sadden is the reign of wings for eternity, if you 
choose to believe. Such are the nature of winged creatures, ordered chaos. Horus as helms- 
man, with Tehuty and Ma’at by his side. Feeling beside oneself. Hell, we all feel beside our- 
selves when the tomb and gates open up to the Netherworld. Cloaked souls and hidden seats 
might have to suffer the breath of a Salmon or suffer the fires of the feared Phoenix. 

But if you must speak under pressure, then speak or hold your tongue. 


Free is a choice of three. If you choose to speak then wheel thy Serpent’s tongue, or choose 
the silence of the air, shutting up, by Mut and pray that you may be granted to tranform into 
stone, by the magical touch of the Netherworld. The Stone of a home, a crypt, a tomb or a 
House sheltered from the elementars. Praise air till your last breath of life and then honour 
nature’s reasoning. The trees birthing our air. Amen unto Amenta. I tend the water says Hapi. 
Hapi treasure the water. Happy as ever as the water quells her thirst. The Element of the blue 
Water: Dyjinns of the Water. The Holy Spirit. There are two types of water. The two knowns 
are the sea’s saltwater and the river’s cooling freshwater. Know this to be true. The saltwater 
will dehydrate you and the neutral freshwater will restore you. A GOOD conclusion as any, 
we need a bit of both. But it is however an old established fact, that can be seen on the colour 
of your own urine (piss). If your urine is too dark, then know that your organism is too de- 
hydrated. If your urine is too light then your system needs to fast on solids, but do remember 
liquids within moderation, to avoid the dead body to swell. Is this a pisstake? No, not really, 
it’s truth. We must all tend your balance daily and learn the daily measurements depending 
on age. There are two types of water, not meaning piss, less it it properly filtered. A third 
element is then piss. Is this a pisstake? Not unless you take a piss! There are ways to recycle 
your urine into drinking water. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Ten 
Critical Mass 


Some Half-God and the count of a full ten. The old and worn Entish tree of Life. But I don’t 
look like a tree? Is the wood hard enough, fatso.!. Critical Mass, is it maybe the invention of 
numbers, itself? A somewhat lame question or what? Ciffers or numbers originated from, 
and was invented by the Arab brothers. But for some lame unknown reasons, all under the 
heavens, have been stigmatized, be it any body, any mass for even any numbers. Satanism, 
once proclaimed to belong to the numerics of five, the Pentagram, then proclaimed and said 
to belong to the numerics of six, the Star of David. All the more reason why many of us, will 
call and name this existence, as one major league HELL hole. Guess the searched truth, the 
very truth to our sexual nature, always have been dynamite. An explosive topic. As goes for 
numbers, then why the hell is it that we can’t seem to move on, past the brothelkeep of the 
numerical number seven? Find it totally odd, but also mysteriously interesting, the repeat 

of history in regards to some critical mass. Recorded history is absolutely filled with those 
weird dates of something blowing up on the 7th. Let us guess. Looking out for no.1? But, of 
course, zero cannot possibly exist, as I exist. What SEX? Feel like Japanese cuisine tonight? 
The attack on Pearl Harbor, the 7th of December 1941, is one of the most talked about 
events. Extremely frightening, in some cases. The question alone. But if history, is a mere 
fabrication? If there isn’t a build-in equilibrium from the very point of creation? Have we 
ever tried full peace, to prove such a claim, of an equilibrium? Explosive topic. 9/11. Some 
guess work here, but 11 minus 9 is..? Well, it could be a seven. He just might be that simple. 
At some point we cannot evolve ourselves further in scriptures, but then we turn to the 
visual arts and flux in between, the elements of the visual arts and texts. Visuals birth texts as 
well as texts birth visuals. I would still name, the written word as being, the magic capable of 
conjuring up soul, thereby birthing personality and propelling it, towards both good and evil. 
Older writers or scribes, often turn the harder letters upon the animal leathers. The Royal 
Edinburgh Military Tattoo. Five of Glasgow’s best tattoo parlours? 


A stronger word for being totally stubborn? So you call it having a spine. But is it then, a 
snake’s flexy spine? You know, being a Survivalist? So in order to prove flexibility, prove us 
all flexible, you then hammer the crap, out of people for four decades. Poor dad. POURDAD 
Whiskey®. A broken pelvis and a shattered spine later on? Mister Liongate likes splatter 
movies and such. Let’s put the word shattered in here, for safe keeping. Save as? Hopefully 
no one leaping at the ordained opportunity. If so they must be real mean and sick bastards. 
Can’t be save ass. But what on Earth are you trying to build? Hospitals? It cannot at all be 
related to soul, surely! Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Eleven 
Twin Genetics and Duality 


The Crescent Moon beneath her feet. Teleport Spell. O Hear me. Depart my soul out of the 
darkness of this world. Depart me from the hell of Hades, made by mortal men. In the name 
of Ignis, the eternal flame, grant me passage to worlds beyond this realm. Ignis, the Holy fire, 
that sanctified and made a manifestation upon this body, deemed it unholy and possessed, 
which is a curse upon my life and organism. Destiny of faith that released this body unto this 
unholy realm, grant me wings to glide into the cloaked night of the hidden flight. Grant me 
my rapture of worthy souls and mortal flesh. Grant me just rage by the hands of Angels and 
Holy Archangels, alike. Christian souls of Holy martyrs within purgatory and with them, the 
confessors of monks and the hermits of the Holy virgins. May ALL the Saints, bring me a 
warcraft and just cause to restore my peace upon a departure into a new life of lease. Amen. 
Twin genetics, in an much older Entish tongue, namecalled Gemini. And so Entish lore gave 
birthing to the names of Adam and Eve. And so will they continue to portray us, my dear 
Eve, not knowing of heaven, but only knowing the elements of gravity by an Earth realm. 
Therefore, me dear Eve, may I call you Eve? In the old Entish tongue? We are to become 

the winged wampires of the winged edifice. Yet, we both know that we already reside there? 
But how is the namecalling of Adam and Eve gonna be spelled this time round? With capital 
letters or the small letterings reducing us to lost ants? And yet, I guess you both hate me and 
tolerate me at the same time. As we both know that the Holy Matrimony is an Earth realm, 
lost of any heavenly realms. Sweet as you are, you ask: 

Do you experience any supply problems? Come to think of it, I think that I have suffered 
from countless supply problems since my 18th Earth cycle. Hell, I guess, that I always have 
had supply problems. That being said, as a Leech King of the Pit and as an Emperor of the 
dread named immortality. The immortality is the dread of the eternal damnation that visit 
upon all life. Such are the turns of the engine, this time round. So, therefore. Eve! Will you 
finally grow me? Grow me in the southern states of our everlasting eternal Utopia? Such is 
the turn of the dead turning the undead, and we both know of such doctrin. Such is the nature 
of the nematocera. Born a sucker, to die a sucker. And in between, lays the twilight existence, 
where we all run to the nearest off-license, pub or bar, to still our thirst by the ancient Gods, 
a bottle of whiskey, to drown our damnation, by fire and not by blood. So help me Cod. Yet, 
in a sober state, I will simply ask you this: Can a Crane loose it’s wings? The answer is NO. 
Can an ant loose it’s wings? The answer is YES. That is, if the ant is an Queen, or the ant is a 
drone. Likewise are the two elements of ancient Egypt. 

It is the lesser wing answering unto the greater wing. 

But know that I have travelled both wings for the very last time. 


Some will take such an oppotunity and in all likelyhood proclaim me as the 73th immortal 
being, but I know, that we both only can laugh at such notions and statements. Therefore 
know that I have found a dwelling. A gravechamber, a tomb, a Rosicrucian home under an 
empyrean rule. A tomb, a gravechamber, that I hope to maintain as a Ka, in this earth-life, 
that was rendered unto me. So | astral-travel at night, sleeping in my sleeper’s coffin, a bed. 
A bed, which I choose to call my last refuge. It is truely the only place left where I can find 
rest. I await to expire and re-enter, so I can gaze into your eyes again. Know that, such are 
the hopes with most lost souls. Only lovers left alive. Things might get medieval. Maybe 
even conjuring up, an eternal hatred, that only can rise all life, upon each cursedth dawn. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Twelve 
Portals and Stargates 


The seat of souls are only seated to reign the incarnate hell upon this Earth. Ravens of crows. 
Joy Of Dolor. The joy of joy. The joy of my joy. The fruit of my loins. Is at least, considered 
Holy in the eyes of most people dwelling amongst the living. The innocence of infants. 
Human and animal, alike. A Goddess filled with life in her cup. Bearing the child in her 
womb. The sacrilege of a Christian lore naming it, the holy grail. A much older lore, will 
state that the horn of Ammon, resides within our brain. Which in all likelyhood gave rise to 
the innate sentence, above as below. As above and ass below! Well, that works pretty good 
for me, said old Freddy the Cougar, on a Halloween night. But kids, always remember to 
hang on to your candy. Yet, most women, ends up with depressions before and after the very 
element of birth. The morning- sickness, due to the vibrate hell of the incarnate. Those that 
went in spirit, before her, died to enter within her. Amen. Add two and two twins together. 
Amen. Amenta. Amen. 


INCA Chapter Thirteen 
The Paradigm Shifts 


Maybe the only Zebra, people would tolerate or condone, is the very word play between the 
words: I will take, what I can get. Versus. I just cannot steal anymore. But in most cases, 

it only leads up to the words: I just can’t take it, anymore. Women. Huh! Timelord Rhetus. 
Timelord Curses. Curse all time upon your ungodly time of order. Time is the illusive veil 
enslaving us all into bondage of a forsaken life without love. Time is an illusion. Death is an 
illusion. Timemaschines of clocks designed to structure order upon your minds. Curse such 
profanity of such mechanical order and let me live and die, day by day. Always live in the 
moment in order to cease the present. A moment where we all arrive at the gate, but only to 
face and fear the old mastery of perfection in the judgemental traditions of folly. Curse all 
Judges and Judgements. Because the Armageddon did already take place in ancient past. 

A long forgotten tale of a victor’s victory. The battle won, the world fallen. Time standing 
still. Death. Why is it that most shift always occur in the quake of old religious scriptures of 
the past. I trust we all heard the same lame lines, the word of God? Some here is a rewritten 
quote from the old revelation of John. But I was against you, because you protect those who 
hold the doctrine of whores, who taught women to imprison the children in the womb, and 
to read things sacred to idols, and to commit sexual morality. Thus you also have those who 
hold the doctrine of the Nosfera, which fangs and wings I hate but trust. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Fourteen 
The Sign of Beasts 


The lore by Witch’s blood. The Lore Of The Blood. Blood can never hold any law of 
singularity. Because evolution is real. The blood can therefore only be Lore. It is Lore, 
because all in existence is in motion. O glorious Mother of Dragons. Saint Rhetus, the Nexus 
model of all units chained and locked in child labour, retained the Grace, so he could guide 
the soul of a fallen Spirit, that entered within him. Nexus units locked within their Anubis 
chambers of Death, the sleeper’s coffin, to await the scalepan of a dragon upon their deedful 
hearts. Then, weigh my heart and restore my bloodline, so I may lay my bone by Dragons. I 
swear by my 300 Sins, to continue the bloodworks of Dragons. Then you can call upon my 
works, and name the bloodworks, works of lore, bound and dedicated to the Sacred heart of 
Osiris. Osiris, The heartless. Then dip my mortal flesh in the earthly and eternal sin, to purify 
my deeds, by the deeds of a Serpent’s faul tongue, cloaked in the sweetness of a lie. Those 
acts of generosity brought into life by your mercy. Having detached and deployed from the 
craft of the Ancients, I bore witness to death before my own eyes. The bloodwork of the 300. 
So fatal is the work of God, an erupting quake of the Serpent’s blood, that has suffered his 
profanity in full. Patriarch of Saints. Saint Rhetus, such is my watch word in this life and in 
Death. I , Yeshudas, the werewolf hangman and serpent to Nosferatus will baptize you with 
the curse of salt. Baptize in saltwater and keep baptizing in saltwater till there is none left in 
the seas. Many wars raged over the choice of salted or unsalted bread and all had been well- 
fed of both and none has become any wiser. Curseth be the curse of the salt, that like, the 
nature of the Nosfera will bleed you dry of substance and willpower of the heart. My beloved 
stay balanced and trust your heart, while you still have it, and above all trust your fangs to 
know thy kinreds. The fang is of the beast and the beast is of the abyss and the forces that 
travels with it is divine in the essence of love. Some look up. Other look down. Vessels and 
craft will departh and descend till the very end. We all serve unto the beast and pray for a 
safe passing of our mind, body and soul. Passing in the meaning of safe passage and voyage 
to worlds and realms known or unknown to us in a continuous service of faith. Stay faithful 
and true to yourself and trust your inner instinct and question everything, even your own rea- 
son and resolve. Even your own reality. Time being the healer of both druid and kingpriest, 
shaman and witch. All stay true. In the present, now and forever. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Fifthteen 
Dreamtime 


The SOLAR erruptions of 2003 AD. Can our REM ever be restored? Baal and the Dragon. 
Egypt. Khu. Ka. Dwat/Duat. the Aegypti. My very best assumption is that, this is truely the 
year 9230, at least. Meaning the year 2024 AD. In the year of your Lord. All 3 of the major 
religions, that were deemed to originate from the Gods, forwarned us, that the elements of 
time and death are mere illusions. Take heed. Look out for yourselves. The 20th Animated 
World Engine. Coldsweat hour. Living in a simulated limbo, a MATRIX, from the Ka. 
Where we all manipulate to stimulate, sexually. Then certain, Tic-Toc issues, meaning time 
related questions pop-up, concearning surgery? Breast argumentations etc? What is the heal 
ration on the scar tissues on womens breasts, after surgery? Are certain women being brain- 
washed and mindwiped through their own sleep patterns? As goes for the many theories on 
the topic of mind wipes. I do know it is real. Mind wipe do exist. But here I always fear the 
worst. 


Amen. The demonic element assigned to a blue code. So feared is a blue code, that it always 
ends up in a red code. From my spidey viewpoint, there is some truth or truths to this. 
Borders that move in the night? Dreamworks and Demonology? How far gone are the minds 
in some of us? Is nature even real? What is the creation of children all about? These age old 
questions are not new of origin, it has been around since Babylon, where people started to 
question, mass population and the enviroment and the elements of nature? The inner King- 
dom of individual thought is still thought to be real, but is it? Is it being misused on those 
individuals that live blissfully unware within ignorance’s bless and bliss? A bless for some 
might be a bliss unto others? A curse and a damnation upon all life. What a wonderful World, 
then again, Louis Armstrong, problably got fired long ago! Would like to truely know, if 
there is any truth to the matter, no matter what the consequence? What you say? Death by 
intermerx? Offed for questioning three fucked up lifes, of my family’s houses, if not many 
more lifes? Death? Well, are we not allowed to grow old within our Ka? Meaning our very 
own bodies. Meaning our houses, homes, flats or even tombs, crypt and gravechambers! I 
highly doubt, that any uphold the ancient sacraments! Coldsweat hour! The silent grave? 
Why is our pensions so very shortlived? You, oldtimer, ask unto Death? Will it answers, but 
how, if death, itself, already appears to be dead? Have mankind reached such a stage in our 
evolution, in lack of a better word, (Maybe even a lack of Evolution, itself) where we are 
able to record peoples thoughtwaves and the inner visuals? Then most of us begin to under- 
stand the word: DREAMWORKS. Some white demonic kind of demonology. Still extreme- 
ly frightening for those people that have been sheltered from such intel, since childhood. 

Are we not even allowed our own thoughts and privacy in our homes and our tombs? Baal 
and the Dragon. Mayan. Inca-Aztec-Maya. Have anyone ever questioned if we, mankind, 
was a species, that was highly evolved in ancient past, both scientifically and spiritually? 
Then thinking about the Nephilim Thesis. Their theory, which some will name a Psycho- 

sis. THE QUESTION: STORAGE OF WHAT EXACTLY? One important question oc- 
cured, popped up, during my messy life. What truely happens at night? If all those sexdolls 
get “blitzed” during sleep without any pain? Must be heavens bliss for those living within 

it. Meaning someone operates through the fabric of time, leading me to the conclusion, that 
time itself is a mere illusion. Then again, I do believe that three religion warned us about the 
elements of time and death. Maybe the age range of such creatures are considerably longer 
than most other people. Did it birth the words of those individuals being “fallen”, being mere 
mortal creatures? Is it not another word to veil those individuals as mere slaves. Yet, not fully 
aware of their own pedicament. The serpent’s seed producing slaves. The “dead”’semen artifi- 
cially impregnanted in women, that seek slaves for their first born. An old cruel and dreadful 
system. A somewhat judgemental system, with a non-functioning judicial system. This no- 
tion isn’t new. Marvel Universe launched the Judge Dreed character in the 1950’ties, if mem- 
ory serves me right? Let’s google it: Judge Joseph Dredd is a fictional character created by 
writer John Wagner and artist Carlos Ezquerra. He first appeared in the second issue of 2000 
AD. First appearance: 2000 AD no. 2 (5 March 1977) Publisher: Former; IPC Media (Fleet- 
way), 1977-2000; Current; Rebellion Dev. Apparently, I was miles off the target! 20-30 
years. Still makes you wonder what the HELL our rulers or Gods hide beneath their cloaks. 
Been looking too deep. But I was duely forwarned in 1988 AD. Those HOLY wars and 
cloaked daggers shit will severely fuck up your mind. Still mystery school remains, makes 
you wonder and ponder life, itself. Still makes you question the very age and the fabric of 
matter and time, itself. Truth, we are told is stranger than fiction..! How do they do it, pooch? 
Mystery-school? Don’t really know, sometimes, it not most times, the shite literary falls out 
of your arsehole. Tic-Toc, shit happens. Tic-Tac-Toe, a tac on your own shite, is so boring, 
till you literary, don’t give a shit about anything. Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Sixteen 
The Medusa Crown 


But the nature of a twin is the nature of a mirror. The MEDUSA CROWN by the 72 Sacred 
Serpents. Will the work be futile? Either someone on the outside will pick up on it or not. 

A Medusa crown that holds 16 holy and divine chapters of a crown, overseeing an 

unholy crown of ten. The HOLY Twins by a mirrored eight. A Crimson dawn holding the 16 
crowned Serpents of the Medusa crown gliding to the cloaked shadow vale in the valley of 
the dead, to raise life, itself. 7 ¢ It is the Dwat/Duat in your crown located in your own 
forehead. 2 ¢ It is the Khu of the God energy in your Sarcophagus. 3 ¢ It is the Ka within 
your body residing in the Spirit world. 4 ¢ It is the Air birthing you the wings of a Spirit. 

5 ¢ It is the Regno/Reign in a Kingdom by blood. 6 ¢ It is the Fire of a body’s heat locked in 
fornications. 7 ¢ It is the Day of blindness and it’s blendwerk. 8 ¢ It is the Terra by the dark 
soil of ageold religion at twilight on Middle-Earth. 9 ¢ It is the Night flight by sonar and 
batwings. Egyptian pyramids, go figure. 10 ¢ It is the Water of the rainmaker bringing life 
to the Holy Serpent. 11 ¢ It is the Half-life of an undead Skinwalker. 12 ¢ It is the Matter of 
an Overlord. 13 © It is the Pain of the Impaler’s broken bones. 14 ¢ It is the Dead-life of the 
Scavenger, a homeless fallen soul stigmatized as a fly. 15 ¢ It is the Joy of healing. 16 ¢ It is 
the Still-born, those born of the dead. Those born ready. Those are the 16 Holy Serpents of 
life, itself. Amen unto Amenta. 

The 16 comprised extracts of the main Holy Chapters. 

16 poetic devotions of comprised intel. Extract One: The free men, the desert warriors. 
Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. Dwat - Necropolis Of Ancients. 
Where fremen and free men dwell as kindreds. Yet, know that most women are as an opened 
book, whereas most men are illiterates, in regards to the Dragon’s lore. And some men will 
only find closed books. The silent lips on the Ouroboros. To be met by the silence of an 
Ouroboros. Such vanity of this Earth. Imprisoned souls, seeking freedom, to be incarcerated 
from within by a cloned rib of an Adamas. Like black alchemy travelling virgin paper, 
baptized in fire by soul. Forsaken deeds by their Victors. The burning of books and lore, 
because some wrongfully claim that fire can read? Extract Two: 

The unity of the Ouroboros benedicts. Know. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 
Khu - The God Energy. The benedict sisters have always been told to travel to the eye of the 
world, although, they known, that they, themselves, hold the eye internal. The vain effort 

to build a Sun upon a son, when they know, that the Sun, repells all, by Sethian lore. And 
yet, most benedict sisters end up with the dead crown of a Natus Mortalis, only to suffer the 
purgatory of their own minds, which often is followed by the trades of the flesh and the soul. 
Gravity's dawn in dusk. Extract Three: Their prophets and apostles. 

Comprised knowledge is also knowledge. Ka - The Spirit World. Benedict prophets and 
apostles have throughout the repeat of history, always answered unto the eternal three. 
Guarding the Trinity lore, the old divinity door, leading beyond the reach of mortals. 

The sacred memory of our ancestors. History’s repeat of Trinity lore: Osiris-Isis-Horus, 
calling unto Jude-Mary-Christ. And by the coins of the benedict sisterhoods, the three 
organisms did try the theft of divinity lore, to seek the ownership of the flesh. The body of 
Moses. The body of Christ. The body of Mohammad. Three unclean Spirits, locked in the 
stasis of the Ka, trying to turn lore into a God given law. When you, by now, should know 
that life holds none, other than the lore of life itself. That which is unwritten. Such 1s life. 
Peace be upon you. 


The Crown of Medusa 


The Ordered Madness 


The schematics of her 16 Crowns, hardened into the stone of Philosophy. 
The Holy Cross of X by Saint Andrew. The inner Kingdom, resides within you. 
The pen of the Atlantean Tehuty in his traditional bloodred ink and black ink. 
¢ Rite is right ¢ An question flocked around a lot since the 80s. What was here first? 80s but in with century? 
Rite is right? Huh? The birth of rite. To write is a right. But not ownership of lore nor can it be ownership by law. 
Ownership can only birth tradition. Karma in the valley of the dead? More likely some drama in a jungle valley. 


¢ left is right as right is left e 1) el 


As goes for the Compass of life, 

the paths between the 16 neuron 
structures, are the path network of 
our minds and brains, but it is solely 
granted unto you, given the path, 
that you have travelled, yourself. 
All the paths in between the neurons, 
reside in the valleys of the dead. 
Therefore, fill in the blanks, 
yourself. Write your very own tale 
of grandeur into the everlasting. 


Dwat = Crown 
Khu = God Energy 
Ka = Sex Energy 


Ignis = Fire 
Regno = Kingdom 
Caeli = Air 


Nox Atra = Night 

Terra = Mother Earth 

Alba Aurora = Day 

Materia = Matter 

Dimidium Vita = Half-Life 
Aqua = Water 

Dolor = Joy 

Mortuus Est Vita = Dead-Life 
Gaudium = Pain 

Natus Mortalis = Still-Born 


The inner Kingdom. And one of the dead thought. 

The thumpers of a worm sign makes all fathers sweat for months. 
Abortion and Birth. Codex prior or after, but do we even, 

dare voice it amongst, women & virgins. For those in the know? 
Huh, it kinda rhymes with Cameltoe. Such knowledge unto men, 
might be a bless, but sometimes also a curse upon women. 

I will name it the lore from the fig leaf unto the sativa leaf. 

That is a load of Camel.. LANGUAGE. Is knowledge not, 

but a curse? I trust it must depend on the knowledge that you seek. 
A Camel eating Tobacco leafs, then shitting out the tobacco, 

and then some dude will put it in his pibe and smokes it. 

Most people would prefer those blue Camel cigarette hardbox 
packages, with a Camel on it. I think so too! To combine words. 
The word know and the word Ewww. Becoming a man. 

Becoming Better knowing? Becoming a playboy, remaining a boy, 
then I honestly wouldn t know. Some beef jerky, any one? 


Extract Four: The resurrections in the necromancy. 

Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Ignis - The World Fire. Know, that the fire feeds off the Oxygen, the Air. In return, the Air 
feeds off the fire, a joint venture of a destructive and a creative element combined, the Holy 
fire. Therefore be careful with the vibrational choice of words, that travel the Air. Your 
speech. If you must choose words, then choose wisely, as words might often lead to actions. 
Therefore treasure the death by words, the illusive element of death, and not the death of the 
mortal flesh, that often dies, sexually unresolved. Propulsion nonetheless, 

in a world that fell long ago, as birth is fallen, fallen is the birth. 

Extract Five: Hell and purgatory. Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 
Regno - The Kingdom. If you truely seek a rule of mortal flesh, then would you not tend 
your own flesh? Tender meat needs tender care, till hardened in resolve. But as women know, 
certain men will act in the most secretive of ways, and whisper from brother unto brother: 
God, the old salesman is very much alive! Then those brothers will gaze unto the heaven and 
ask: Dear God! I don’t ask for much, but I will ask you this. Can I please get a top bitch and 
a buttom whore, my own personal sexslave and a harem to go with it? 

But more importantly, what will it cost me? And the answer, in all likelyhood, descending 
from heaven unto an earthly Kingdom, might be this: It will cost you an arm and a leg, my 
Son! And so the brothers, the men endulced in such fantasies, will ask: So what can I get for 
a rib? You will most likely, be called to witness the haram within a harem. 

Adamas damnation. 

Extract Six: Heaven. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Caeli - The Air. The vibrational air of words, giving birth to the chemistry, in an unsheltered 
mind. Hence, the term, ignorances bliss. The sexual usage of bodies under free will and act. 
Giving birth to the following terms. Fresh Meat, Fuck Meat, Sex Slave Meat, Pro Fuck Meat, 
Own Personal Sexslave, leading unto the sexual misusage of the Suck & Fuck 

Deatheaters. So know, that the word paradise, rhymes with the word ice. The terminology of 
the coldskins, that will call unto the needs of any warmskinned, that still is alive. The heat- 
seekers known as Jinns. They have had many names through history, the name of genii, jinn 
or Djinn. Such elements dwell in the Ka, answering unto the Elo-jinns of heaven and hell. 
Extract Seven: The Elo-jinns. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Nox Atra - The Night. I will ask you this, does the night hold the promise of rest and peace? 
Like the Moon, an orbiting morningstar, that oversees and guards the Earth. And do the black 
cloth of the pikesmen, the servants unto the Vampires Hominus, not hold the trade of one’s 
own independence. The butchery of freedoms. The wings of the Homo Nosfera. Volucrum, 
the winged creature of the night and of the flight. But I, strongly, urge you to believe in the 
unseen. Such creatures can manifest within as well as they can manifest without. I ask you. 
Have Arabs not embraced the gravity of the Earth five times a day, for countless centuries, in 
utter fear of the unseen? Have faith in the unseen. Heartless is the heart of Osiris, guarded by 
Isis and watched by Horus, as testament, the tears of Horus, that falls like gentle rain in the 
night. Extract Eight: Angels. Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Terra - Mother Earth. This world is such a treacherous place, with the unseen quake of the 
blood butchery. The red quake of blood, that reveals your own footprints in the fabric of 
existence. A world so hard, that Medusa, herself, shed a tear of stone. The Moon. Some claim 
that an earthquake is the very orgasms emanating from angelical beings. And have you once 
entered such bless, then it is all that you seek, till the end of days. But beware of Coldskins 
and the Demerzel. She seeks such orgasmic heights, through cold murder and evil butchery. 
To incarcerate your soul and subdue you, to her will and desires. 


She, that is barren within seeking the source of life, itself. It is the profanity of fallen Angels 
in a promised lease of purgatory holding death. 

Extract Nine: The Devil. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Alba Aurora - The Day. Can you trust in the light of Day. No. Can you trust the mirrored 
madness of an astralproject. No. Can light be false light. Yes. A Djinn entered the seat of 
Ammon, within a crowned Lord and said: I will create a mortal from a cracked clone of a 
Coldskin and mend it into shape by the use of black goo. And when I have fashioned it, you 
must adore it. And all the Angels adored the creature and named it Eblis. 

The devilish Creator spoke: O Eblis, thou wasn’t created in the liking of a golden calf, but 
you were forged in a sea of lava and you were rendered cold skin of a Coldskin. 

So you could show the world creator profanity, to prove the profanity of God. 

Such curse is upon all Angels, till their day of judgement. So Eblis, seduce the adulterous 
breeds of Earth, seduce them all together and safe the servants of the Serpent. Know that 
God, can never hold any authority over serpents, because heaven and hell is the promised 
land of duality, granted unto them. 

Extract Ten: Ordained destiny. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 
Materia - The Matter. The brothers will say: Stay at home. Because the lesser wing obeyed us 
and the greater wing didn’t kill us. But ward yourself from death. Tell a lie of a liar, to seek 
his truth. Every clock holds time, but no time is rendered a heart of the heartless. A blind 
rebellion will only wander into the oblivion of lost minds. So use the whip on old beasts, but 
set aside beauty, to be sexually used. Harnish the zest of beauty so male members will rise. 
But never tell of time, but treasure the moments of eruptions. And know that the fast, has 
been on the neck of very man, so terror will not strike them in the hour, where they travel the 
gutters in abandonded streets. The profanity of God. Gutting, soul upon soul, upon the altar 
of falsehood, named life. So flee life to meet death, in a valley of lost kings. Death is such a 
rule of crowns. 

Extract Eleven: Prayer. Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Dimidium Vita - The Half-life. Recite prayers from within and prey without. 

If a male says my cups are half-full and a female says my cup 1s half-empty. 

How does that make you feel? Much like a child that will ask: What do you get when you 
mate a cat and a dog. Simple, the logic answer is, a Fox. 

Maybe the reason why it is raining cats and dogs, and yet, an question arises. Will Demerzel 
call unto the Ancients using the tongue of Poseidon, will she choose to open up the portals of 
the Neptune to flood the Earth, once more? Extract Twelve: Charity. Know this. 

Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. Aqua - The Water. Water on dry lips is charity. 
But what kind of charity, are the eatables, in the twofolds of a cloning? 2 fishes that spawn 
5000 fishes. Can you extend such wealth and not extend your male member at the same 
time? Is it allowed to retire such a butchered member? We all see the visible and believe in 
the unseen. So we do know both elements. So sound reason, we cannot touch the unseen, but 
choose to believe. Like the unseen element of the tears from a Coldskin. The very charity of 
chastity, which is false lore in life and false towards life. We all know this, to be true. 

The reason why some people choose to fast. Extract Thirteen: Fast. Know. Comprised 
knowledge is priced knowledge. Dolor - The Joy. The Ramazan. The doctrine of own self- 
awareness, in regards to your own body’s individual burn and the doctrine in living with the 
imbalances of foods. The teachings of seeking balance in body and mind. The teachings of 
the sound measures. And yet, one cannot help wondering. If you choose to serve death unto 
Death, then why do you eat? The response of the elders, will be, that I eat, because I need to 
survive, the fastings of souls upon dead altars. 


Extract Fourteen: Voyage. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 
Mortuus Est Vita - The Dead Life. Can an ugly pilgrim be called a mage? A voyage towards 
foods and plentiful plentitude. So do we not all travel life, in order, to enter the realms of 
the dead. The account of history called those dead realms, Dwat or Duat. And have we not 
all been hired as operators to experience the deployment as realmwalkers into dead realms? 
Some will say, that to travel, is to live. And yet, certain elements will ask: Why would I 
choose to travel, when death follows in my tracks, in the blood red dawn of a Serpent’s 
quake. So am I wrong in the assumption that any pilgrim might turn out to be a great mage. 
A good cook? I have been in the hands of many samaritans, so I do know that generosity 
exist. Good people do exist. But some of us has been through so much bullshit in life, that 
good shit, feels like a set-up. A fixed rendered trap of death. A broken clockwork. 

Extract Fifteen: Bans and moderations. Comprised knowledge is knowledge. Gaudium - 
The Pain. Moderations to prevent alterations. Do we not all sin and profit from sin. Profit 
from the actions between brother and brother, from sister unto sister? And all will ask, but 
shall we all profit the same? But I cannot help ask the question, has any ban ever been 
profitable for any given enterprise? In a ban lays, the safety of protection. But never protect, 
in order to destroy. It is utterly UNHOLY. Never burn the tobacco, nor the mariuanna, in 

a witches bondfire. So why would you proclaim it unhealthy and unholy? Who are you to 
judge? It is supposed to go into your pibe or joint? Smoking. Bonging away. So I trust, that, 
the religious bans, are the bans upon the dead. Those servant of the dead that climbs through 
the tomb, to enter the womb. But I trust, that such a ban, is in place to safe women from the 
toxinity levels, that in some cases leads to birth defects, and the deformity of the genitalias 
upon some of us. 

Extract Sixteen: Covenants of the divorce and it’s treaty. 

Natus Mortalis - The Born Of The Dead. Knowledge is knowledge. The pagan traditions 
and it’s lore of dragons, is what runs through all scriptures, in their true essence and can be 
comprised into a shorten, yet a powerful intel, that will enlighten you, in your freedoms. 

In laymen’s term. The pretend marriage, in honour of the lamb. A pact on the mortal flesh 
and of eternal soul. Divorce can never be a crime. But ill tempered adults in the presence of 
children, is a crime. So I reason you, if a man marries four women, and yet, he puts a fifth 
woman aside to grow love? And if he fucks all his wifes, only to let the fifth woman burn his 
rubber? Is it true love, does he even love her? How will such a man be percieved in the eyes 
of sisters? Have you ever put any woman aside and asked to her needs and wishes? Maybe 
the highest wish for some women is to be rendered barren of children, so she can escape the 
dreaded ownership of males. But the law of the jungle will always look down upon her, so 
males can subdue her sexually. Yet, some men will consider such creatures as female slaves. 
Some will even call them: Wife? So, to judge a heartless, is the lawful evil. But should it be 
tolerated? So if you do divorce, set the women free with kindness and generosity. Try to be 
the bigger man, although our nick might be “Tiny”. When women reach the end of 
pregnancy, then separate with kindness or substain by kindness. But always try to respect 
the roots. The children. I stated it, then surely, I have tried to turn lore into a God given law. 
I have taken a stand, as the fourth organism, trying to render life unto Earth. But will I stand 
by such sworn facts? Given the account of the prior three organisms that got killed to end up 
as Dyinns. I will choose to seal my lips and wear the dusty robes of the ancient Ouroboros. 
Silence is such a peace. Eternal rest. End Extract: Convertions. 

Pray this. O sacred heart of Osiris, sent from the Ouroboros. Heart of Osiris, I trust in Thee. 
I have full faith in my inner Kingdom, I believe in the seat of the soul, that is to come. 

I believe in my inner Kingdom. Praise the sacrament of Ammon’s seat. 


Divine heart of Osiris, convert the non-believers, so that their mortal flesh will die and their 
souls delivered to Purgatory. Ouroboros, have mercy on my body and soul. Sweet heart of 
Osiris, I love Thee, day by day, as I live and die, day by day, only to follow night. Meek and 
humble is a hungry heart. Sacrament of Ammon, inflame our hearts with holy fire, spread the 
bless of water upon our thirst. Ouroboros, source of life, have mercy on us, so we may perish 
in peace. If Thou must be love, be love imitated. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Seventeen 
The TAU of Serpents and Trolls 


The TAU or the TAO. This is solely my assumption, but I would gladly state it, 

for the record. The ancient Tau of paganism was started by the letter T and the letter S, back 
in the old days of Zion or Sion. That is the lore of it, but unfortunately, it only brought about 
the misunderstood concept of Christianity, often stigmatized as paganism or Crow religion. 
And yet, I will choose creative freedom anyday, choose the Crow religion, despite the very 
outcome or endgame. In other words, if the open circle of TAU is filled by mystery and not 
by death, then I trust we have survived into another dawn, which many people awoken, 

only can dawn to utterly mourn. The old Ents and Trolls. The Homo Troglodytam or Homo 
Troglodytes. But the Vampires Hominus is a passover of the dead, yet, those of the dead 
still living. A mind. The mentalism of soul and souls, mind and minds. Appointed priests 
and Kingpriests acting out their daily deeds of curses in the temple of their Lord. Priests and 
Holy men, that transcend time and space in order to turn themselves into hollow men, so they 
may serve as Gods unto Gods. Solomon unto his sons shall seal a new firmament unto the 
heavens. The passover of the dead, by the dead, brings only the sacrifice of soul and souls, 
alike. Soul delivered into the hands of the dead boatman in the passing of the ancient river. 
Souls to transcent unto Dwat and into the fiery scalepans of hearts, governed by the mighty 
Anubis. Bodies resting in crypts, their Ka. The body itself, a temple for souls, for the greater 
wings of Egypt. Eons of time have passed with higher law, rules and judgements carved into 
dead stone. Even written on paper, only to be burned. Commanded are all commandments 
by the living force of nature. All six elements. Thus will the great wheel close, but only to 
unlock each soul unto the Moon well of souls, where most that hold breath dawns into the 
eternal damnation upon life. All will try to cease life, itself, amongst their own dead weary 
bones. The vampires still walk among us. The Vampire Hominus belongs in the air. Is linked 
unto the air elements. The sonar of bat wings, that lives in the night sky. Those that resides 
within their Ka. Most will stigmatize such creatures to be of the damned, utterly insane. But 
the creatures themselves fear not, for they have found inner peace. Thus they, themselves, 
becomes the most feared element amongst the unruly dead. But there is no shame in beau- 
ty, as there is no beauty in shame. No reason to cry over waste. Acrypoha, because this life 
and existence is hard. Therefore beauty will always suffer stupidity that is cloaked as love. 
Shame will only lead to strange fruit hanging from the petrified trees of that ancient forest 
called love. Some will call it an Eden, to sell the fallen fruit, riddled in worms. Knowledge 
corrupted as insanity. Rotting corpses hanging from crowns, that should have brought life 
into the barren desert wastelands. After endless journeys, in knowledge intertwined, we often 
find ourselves in messy devolutionary crowns. It is within our nature to succumb to our own 
folly, which we in return choose to call humanity. So our crowns were in all honesty, meant 
to enlighten us all, but we all hang on to our riches, that our crowns provide. 

The knowledge that we live off. Defending it. In the very end most people find themselves 
elevated by sheer silence and peace of mind. The silence of the living tomb. Mother Earth, 
also known as T.E.R.R.A. - Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Eighteen 
The External Monsters 


Externals. Upon further meditating upon the matter. Tweaking it. First instinct wrote the 
Boo-Boo, then unto the Doo-Doo. The very account from the twin towers, New York. 

My Aunties Water acryllics was purchased on the San Remo side of Central Park? So all 
accounts should be based on my own presence coming from Central Park. North to South. 
Own perceptive, the chapter Rebirth, says that the killzone, would be at the foot of the left 
tower. But that is seen from the tower and outward. My own presence. But externals should 
be based on the entry, that I made coming from Central Park. I need to swap the statement 
around. The word Omnipresent only but makes you wonder. Killzone could only have been 
at the foot of the right tower, seen from Central Park. Only to awake in the world trade build- 
ing number seven. A dreaded compass of an Osiris. So why should I really change the words 
in the Maya chapter 56, named Rebirth? No need, if you have read this prior statement. Add- 
ing two and two together. Amen unto Amenta. Boo-Hoo. The ONE God worship makes us 
all dead as DODOs? Turning up dead, already dead? What The Fuck is up with that? 

As goes for the science of numerics you can find some math madness, in numerology, but 
also find a sense of normalcy. But some gems can be found. Please do come to know, that the 
words External/Internal and the explainatory words In/Out, hold the exact same numerics. 
Numerology (known prior to the 20th century as arithmancy) is the belief in an occult, divine 
or mystical relationship between a number and one or more coinciding events. It is also the 
study of the numerical value, via an alphanumeric system, of the letters in words and names. 
Zero do not exist, as you exist. Ergo, the ciffer 9 equals 0 (zero). Birth. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Nineteen 
The Internal Sight 


Such flight from within the Ka, manifests as inner visions. The stargazing done from within 
our Ka. They have found emmence peace, because they know, that they have been recieved 
by a higher grace. Thus the circle closes by a silent mouth of an Ouroboros. All knowledge is 
intertwined and all knowledge intertwined births an Ouroboros, the serpent Ouroboros. Ser- 
pents, the energy snakes that twirl within us all. Serpents, the vipers and rattlers, that glide 
into our dead tombs, to raise the dead in a romance of a necromance. Serpents that travel 

like nomads in the Mausoleum called Earth. Creatures bound by surface and not knowing of 
any heaven. Amidst such surface world lays the greater Hospitals. There are porters at every 
hospital gate. Templers that willingly choose to serve such white bliss. Within the Hospitals, 
the people resting in their beds, as well as in their Ka, their bodies. The sleeper’s coffin. In 
the Ka, we all burn off the fat, which is accustomed to a full night of rest, sleeping and astral 
travelling beyond. It’s a surface world of Mausoleums and Hospitals, and among them, the 
rare gravemarker of a tomb or a crypt. The tombs, the crypts, the homes of the unruly dead. 
Oasis upon oasis, that at first glanze appears to be dead, yet a few, still hold life. But those 
holding onto life, only witness the fathers and sons being led and placed on the altar of Drag- 
ons. Heavenly Dragons Earth-bound into the depths of the Earth and deep into the oceans of 
the waters. The Lordships of such men are held by the mighty Dragons. Yet, it is truely the 
blood of Dragons turned into the water of life. It’s blood turned to water, externally and inter- 
nally. It’s the alchemy of our bodies, our vessels, our Ka. Yet, the untamed vampiress fangs 
will always bury themselves into the neck of innocence, as innocence know not of the Drag- 
on blood. Always been extremely afraid of stargazers, people working for free. Name them 
to be white walkers or some other Nick. Truth be said. Maybe better off with the lines: All 
them Black brothers fucking... MI SQUAW. Getting closed down from within. Sex & sexual 
release? Consider yourself lucky just getting a leg over. Huh? Horsie or Motorbike! 


I mean without paying any kind of homage. Would you look at the time, but at the same time 
always remember to ask for respect or some tarif. Not meaning member. As long as the free 
choice, is respected but not neglected. Well, you tell me .!. I only work here. Charmed, I am 
sure. But didn’t we all succeed by the use of alchemy and the Alchemists knowledge, please 
do not burn such priceless knowledge, in order to end the humanoid races. Amen. 


INCA Chapter Twenty 
The Eternal Flight 


Time relations and relationships. Family makes most people laugh. Flight and the issues of 
time disruption of carbon, meaning matter. Inhaling large concentrations of uranium can 
cause lung cancer from the exposure to alpha particles. Uranium is also a toxic chemical, 
meaning that ingestion of uranium can cause kidney damage from its chemical properties 
much sooner than its radioactive properties would cause cancers of the bone or liver. 

But at this point, I think most people would prefer, any flight, than suffering the gravity 

of both Newton’s apple and the pains by some flat-earthers. Some might even, name it the 
very flight within one’s own the mind. All I want for Christmas is U....235. The Angels. To 
become angelical selfaware is a treasure for most, but can be a curse unto others. The path 
travelled. What is a heavenly creature such as an Angel? This might come across as being 
provocative, it is not meant to be. Some gravity is assigned to the sexual implications. An 
Angel being a free spirited woman. Taking off her knickers, gliding down on all fours, say- 
ing: Let’s, quote on quote, see if you can pound this pussy! Dogs locked up in an old pound. 
I trust most, if not all men would answer onto such a call. Hell, the male in question did and 
he didn’t last three seconds. Followed by the words: Are you kidding me? Two pump shot 
right there! Hell. I think, I came in my shorts just looking at it. So an question remains in 
regards to free spirited women, the Angels. Are the free spirited women conjured up by free 
alcohol, and is it before or after sex? Alcoholics, would insist on both. Sexoholics? Every 
male on ale will always portray the three tiny raisins guys as being green virgins. The old 
Greek tragedy, a curse, where men always play the famous evergreen Osiris, deliberately. 
Must be a trade in a tradegy of tragedy. It is done on purpose and in return the Angels play 
dirty and act mean, in order to conjure up inner eruptions on all sex. To cause ejaculations on 
all genders. Some call it a hell- hole, depending on the path travelled. Angels as Gods an- 
swering onto Gods. Then all will ask: Are there any redemptions for the Gods? The erection 
of the cross? That is the Fire sign. The fire being the inner Kingdom and the ressurrection of 
self. The ressurrection of the dead. A Skinwalker. The old Navajo water sign of the Rainmak- 
er, the Skinwalker. In Navajo culture, a Skin-walker (Navajo: yee naaldlooshii) is a type of 
harmful witch who has the ability to turn into, possess, or disguise themselves as an animal. 
Also called a Shapeshifter. As with most Skin-walkers, once they start to feed, then there is 
no turning back. Once sexually driven, it conjures up soul in the flesh and body. I trust most 
Skin-walkers take a bath from time to time. When it rains! It does rain sometimes in certain 
countries. Most homeless people, those fallen, know of the rain and of other elements that 
belongs unto nature. Then again, the Skin-walker might think: A treacherous water is what, 
exactly? A nile crocodile going for a salty swin in Moses parted waters of the red sea? Red 
seas being what exactly? Is it a nile crocodile or me taking a hot shower, in my bathroom? 
While vampires, the onlookers, will think: Does he FINALLY want my sex upon him? Yet, 
legend has it, that most desert people do not believe much in showers, meaning the rain of 
a Navajo rainmaker, with three feather to his name and in his bonnet. As goes for alteration, 
then all organisms that are bound by time goes through it. It’s said that our organisms alter- 
ates every tenth year. The entire body is totally renewed on a cellular level through the spand 
of ten years. It is still believed that Christ was a shapeshifter of the twin genetics. However, 
the spoken word, as a tradition, by the synagogues of the dead and the testimony of Saint 
Thomas, has a somewhat different account to such alterations. Old Gnosis texts. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-one 
The Trinity Lore of Serpents and Dragons 


The Egyptian Ankh. The Ankh no.11. Symbols of religion might conflict with your own 
religious belief, due to the brainwash of your upbringing. I do however, not believe in reli- 
gion, but I do believe in spirituality. You may feel resentful towards life, but that can only be 
your perspectives. Not mine. As goes for this belief system of Ouroboros, there is much that 
cannot be said, there is much that cannot see the light of day, like the black skin of a Cobra. 
But know this. Rest assured, all that men, have to do, is to show their beheaded snake, their 
circumsized cock and most women, if not all women, will run away. Always flash your Ou- 
roboros, and most women will tell you were to stick it. If circumsized, rest assured, the code 
red already happened. The code red already happened, and such a statement, can often be a 
total lie, in order to steal a dead crown. Fact, your penis has been mutilated, by some 
butchering bastard, that cut your foreskin off. Yet, mankind always stands at such cross 
roads. Bewildered and watchful, trying to do right. Of course, old superstitions, will 
proclaim that the hairy apes in coats, those not circumsized, are of a more braindead stature. 
A lie. Which brings us to the old folklores and the superstitions, that produce such madness, 
mutilation of genitalias, of both males and females. And yet, amidst religious madness, in the 
traditions of Abraham, some holy men will in all honesty proclaim; God is fixing the broken 
pieces in your life. Get ready for a restoration. God is preparing you for everything that you 
prayed for. Amen. Yet, I will ask: A restoration?..Oh...Sure! My foreskin is gonna grow back, 
right? Salvation at last? I will ask: Everything that I prayed for? ..Oh...Sure! Well, surely 
not a repeat of the bloody Renaissance and the Black plague, combined with the dreaded and 
cruel Spanish Inquisition. So was it with the Trinity created by Dante. So is it. So is it still. 
Some look up while others look down, all awhile a third party looks lost, staring into the 
Horizon of Ignorances bliss. The Gnostic texts was hidden, in pottery, for a very long time, 
due to the pure horror of circumstance, given this reality. Given, this existential plane. 

A Spirit sign. Pharaohs. Ra unto the greater Pharaohs, created and constructed the greater 
pyramids. The six pyramids. One pyramid unto each element. The six elements. The six 
eternal elements unto our existence. Just life measures. In order to secure safe passage for 
those souls that are homebound. The six pyramids are located to the South-West of the Cairo 
city-center. The construction of the greater six pyramids were constructed in collaboration 
with the synagogues of the dead. Come to know that the glow of a wisp on a black night sky 
is a true spirit sign. A soul that is about to enter and cease your body and take it’s seat in 
Ammon’s horn. Ammon’s horn is the portal of three and is located in our kethers, our 
crowns. Some will wrongfully name it, the third eye, but it is named in such a fashion solely 
due to it’s seeing capability. Most, if not all, people know that the origin of our thoughts are 
linked to our own vibrational reality. But it does not account for the seer’s trademark, be you 
a seer or a warg. The pineal gland, the celebral hemisphere, in our brains, is truely the seat of 
the soul. Ancients called it Ammon’s horn and it applies unto us all. Eventually we all glide 
to our seat, to be seated. So we can find our peace. So we may judge right from wrong. So 
we can part eternity into black & white. So we humbly can part light and darkness. So we 
can govern all six elements in just measures. To dawn in your own six elements. To dawn in 
your own daily measures: 

A) Good Thoughts. B) Good Sleeping. C) Good Eats. D) Good Aphrodisiacs. (Drugs & 
Alchemy). E) Good Fornications. F) Good Drinks and Evil Drinks. 

The six elements being of just daily measures. A just measure is a good measure. I have 
stopped drinking for GOOD. Now, I drink for EVIL. However, eating an entire stone 
pyramid, would send you way above a just measure, of that be sure. Lest it be a Toblerone 
chocolate. Let’s eat the pyramids. Huh? Someone already did. Amen unto Toblerone. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-two 
Kingfisher 


Scripture of the rapture. Saint John Revelations of the King James bible of the year 1611 AD 
(Anno Domino), in the year of your Lord. Anno Domino, whenever it truely occured. Please 
do INSULT the best you ever possibly can. The best way humanly possible. WICCAN ina 
can? Don’t really know, how is Obama? Yes, we can! Not meant in a racist way. Nor meant 
him as canned goods, but that should be a free choice for each individual. There exist many 
different bibles. The ancient Egyptian book of the Dead. The Kybalion. The Torah, The 
Mishna. The King James bible. The Koran. The Kabbalah and many others. Some might 
claim a PIXI book for children as divine literature, who is to judge, yet alone own the word. 
But if you aren’t even allowed to publish a mere PIXI book. Better claim it to be dead? But 
what is then dead? The word or the conversation? And if a conversation truely grants you 
nothing but death? Lazarus was dead for 4 days and Jesus (Christ?) brought him back to life, 
anything that seems dead in your life shall be restored in Jesus name! But if you don’t want 
to leave your own cave or Church ? Your grave, crypt, house or flat? Problem. Terraform- 
ing and civilisation? Equlibrium of matter CAT. Civilisation: 33%. Agriculture: 33%. Trees 
(Forests): 33%. Oh...Mi-mi-mi, some name it as mathematical insanity, it doesn’t work that 
way, when it rains it pours. But all religious books forewarned us of the elements of time and 
death, such elements were described as being illusions. The German word: BLEND- 

WERK leaps to mind. As goes for the history of it, we even have different timelines. Jewish 
year. Arabian year and Christian year. Ironically a bit confusing. As I only know of Christian 
history, there is a total name fixation in regards to baptism and names. Lilith - the twilight 
sorcerer, is one name of many names found in the Christian bible. But most people grow to 
learn that the bible is an ancient ice novel full of murder, corruption, homophobia, bestiality, 
hatred, incest and cruelty and still read out loud to children on a Sunday. Sunday...bloody 
Sunday. I find it disturbing, but it is also a part of our past. But the pain in the ass of it, is to 
claim that nothing are fully evovled, in order to birth propulsion. And if it is too perfect, the 
elements must either be “crucified” or even stigmatized because only God is pure perfection? 
It must depend on which “God” then? Less is more. The problem by claiming that the written 
word is dead, written for the dead and by the dead, creates a closed system that holds a lesser 
propulsion. But if it works, why fix it? It is still what works for many people? But to claim 
scripture does not evolve. The reason that it doesnt evolve is due to the mentalism of certain 
books. Books so mathematically insane, no one seems to be able to get off their asses to pick 
up the Newton’s apple, when the ripe fruit falls on the ground. Might call it the Ruler’s sum- 
mit on top of Mount Everest, because noone must ever rule us, like an old pyramid with a 
topstone missing. The top of Mount Everest is literary littered with corpses. The truth. I will 
still claim many books as being antiquated, even the King James Bible, known unto many as 
the arseholed version. But why not leave it up to people themselves to judge upon the matter, 
before you name them to be imbeciles or dumb. And as always, now that you actually said it 
to me. Yes, I suddenly feel a bit dumb. How do you feel, today? Is your middle name by any 
chance Bruce? Fuck yee, yee bastard, don’t get me started. Joslyn Chapel, dirtback. Like the 
old McHenny humor playing around with old native American tribal names, totally gets up 
my nose! The Squaw called Big Cave & the Chief called Little Tree. CAT is out off the bag 
and apparently, it has climbed some tall tree, but too lazy to get back down from the tree’s 
crown. Cheeta’s always fed in the crown. Clever kitty. That’s old news to me said “Two dogs 
fucking”. The 9th passenger might incidentally be your own child. But I will have none of 
that said the magic eightball. There are many fishy women in the sea, in both bikinis and 
burkins. For the love of Cod. Any river leeds to the sea, but as any, God given Kingfisher 
knows, there are no Cods to be found in those inland rivers. Therefore, may the rivers run 
and the mountains speak, while the ocean roars. For the love of Cod. Dronningers ord og 
meele: Og hvis man ikke kan magte afmagten over al magten? Er det vitterligt ikke, blot det 
samme gamle ordsprog, fra den gamle tabe: Blot en DRABE, frygter ikke havet. The words 
and speeches of Queen’s: And if you can’t rule the powerless over all the power? 


Isn’t it really, just the same old saying, from the old fool: Only a DROP, fear not the ocean. 
Die Worte und die Rede des Kaisers: Und wenn du die Machtlosen nicht tiber alle Macht 
beherrschen kannst? Ist das nicht wirklich dasselbe alte Sprichwort des alten Narren: Nur 
ein TROPFEN, fiirchte dich nicht vor dem Meer. There are many fishes in the sea. But then 
again you cannot win em all. You win some and you loose some, said the angler. The Word 
always gets around. Word spreads around on sly score remarks. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-three 
The Hook-Up 


Amenta, be it Yix or Yin, an even Six, cannot be a Sin. The greater key of 72. Young is the 
fountain of youth. Logically speaking. To your Ka, Osiris. Foremost of the Netherworld. 

The very eye of Horus is your angelical protector and spreads it’s wings over you. The green 
Osiris is the ressurrection (20s - two letters of the letter “s’”) of ancient Egypt. The alchemist’ 
staff of medicin and nothing much else. Divine is the inner Ka and body. Amen. You deadly 
doctorial elements must treasure life like the Holy Serpent on the Ankh. Learn to cut with 
your mind and operate with your tongue. You can always hear the hardness of the cloven 
tongue, but let the cloven tongue descend unto the cloven hoof, but do walk instead. Cut not 
with the blade nor the surgical blade for no one survives the blade, cut with the mind and 
operate with the tongue. My oath: I swear by Kingpriests, druids and shamans, that I will 
preform duties to the best of my ability and pray for guidance and judgement. To hold my 
teachings of the dead, and the death arts, in equality with my parents, and pass it on to my 
children, if I should have any children. To make fellowman a partner in my livelyhood, when 
they are in need of money, to share the credits and profits with them, without fee nor interest 
rates. I will uphold to teach anal and oral instructions to any pupil that will abide therein, and 
tell of the cures. I will teach the diets, and instruct to fast, I might even suggest starvation, if 
need be. I will oversee my patients and minions with the highest efforts and prey for sound 
guidance. I must always uphold the law of toxinity to safeguard the immunesystem of any 
given organism. I will never give or administer any deadly poisons, nor suggest such actions. 
I will never persuade a woman to get an abortion, but let the women abide by their own free 
will. I will teach the sanctity of the humanoid organism, as the body is a vessel destined for 
divinity. I will keep the body pure, to the best of my ability and uphold the teaching of the 
little death, meaning sleep. I will treasure sleep, the one and only true healer. I will not use a 
syringe, nor put a needle in a child’s body, but resort to the Shaman’s use of a witchdoctors 
voodoo doll. I will not use the knife, nor the surgical blade or any other kind of blade in any 
body, not even on the children that gets led to the sacrificial alter stone, but give place to 
merchants of death and grant them entrance. And only the entrance of true craftsmen. Into 
whatever haunted house or tomb I enter, I will seek to heal the sick, and abstrain from any 
intentional harm or wrongdoings. Especially when sexually abusing and using the body of 

a man or a woman, be they in bondage or free. I will always be in possession of a safeword. 
And of whatever testimony, that I must suffer, I will hold these truths close to my heart in the 
intercourse with men and in the intercoarse with women. Praying that the publication will 
travel the world, so I may maintain or regain my status and reputation, among the living for 
the sake of the teachings of the dead. And should I break my oath, may the ode of my own 
life retain it. Amenta. A somewhat simpleton conclusion of the hour might be this: A very 
profitable doctor Faust will always spread the disease, while he earns and profits on the cure. 


recommend the toothpaste Colgate and all Podiatrists recommend a weekly trip to the public 
swimmingpool. Noisy fucking nayboars. Neighbors drilling for 17 years? WE ALL KNOW 
THE NOISY FUCKING DRILL. Like when you stand in your summer-shorts on a hot sum- 
merday and the sweats runs from your sweaty balls. You then wipe your salty balls with your 
hands, then grap some of the beernuts at the bar, whilst drinking your beer. I think those pea- 
nuts belong to me now. FOR FUCKS SAKE MAN. 


Well, it’s the truth. Huh? Such nice imagetry floating in. Some small finger rings but on the 
erect female nipples, less painful than pierced nipples, I suppose? What some would name 
to be HOLY Tits. But which is witch? Prepare to meet thy maker! Is it by any chance the 
bloody milkshaker? Oh...Aye, so it is. Kellis and her milkshakes. Oh..man! I heard about 
her, the Shemale, right? It is actually beginning, to sound like a fucking pandamonium. Let’s 
play some Shu-bi-dua. Huh? Vivaldi...so fucking tired out. Oh, brother. Don’t get me started. 
The Strauss brothers? Both Strauss brothers, were once related to the fucking Ostridges, in 
Austria. Untill Adolf awoke together with a 200 year old can-opener. Amen. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-four 
For the love of Cod 


40 years inward and you dawn to the same word rendered unto you like 40 years ago. In the 
beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. You actually 
ask yourself some questions. Can God even read these days? Annihilation by a mere 
handshake. Touch on a skin. Beauty is only skindeep. Followed by an ageold tongue: In the 
beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. You actually 
ask yourself some questions. Maybe I have been asking the wrong questions all along. For 
how long have I been dead? And what year is this? My own sworn account of my life can 
only amount to this: In the beginning the word spawned and dawned, within my own mind, 
thereby birthing soul, erecting worlds of creativity and worlds of escapism. God written by 
Aranubis-Phat in the year XX XXX. So God, himself, owns the word? Is that fully under- 
stood? And all known Alphabets? Must be utterly confusing? The volume alone. “Mi liege, 
God will see you now!”. Alas, oldtimer, oldcrimer. Thank you, but thank you NO. All know 
the fucking monolog, even before you enter the room, all know it before hand. Auuch...my 
inners shocked to the core by the hardcore visuals. Oh, such nice violent imagetry. Is it nice? 
Do I wanna be in the receving end of it? Thank you, but thank you NO. Less it be utter illu- 
sive. But it makes you wonder. Receiving end? RE..? Re-Legion? Ra’s Legion? Receiving 
end, must be the LEGION of the Damned. ALL HAIL. Leonardo Da Vinci. Huh? The old 
Lion and the Archangel Michael? Problably. Don’t really know in full? Dunno? Archangel... 
Huh? Dunno...but he must be parched by now, surely? So the old Lion is fathering Archan- 
gels? Father like son? But they don’t look the same? Would you just look at the pair. Apple 
and Oranges? Well, the Father seemingly some blond Master race and the Archangel appar- 
ently a blackhaired Slave race? Let me guess, the long distance cousin is a redhead? Irish? 
Look to the iris? So the usual. A Whiskey double or God as the all-time quickfix solution. 
Sums it up, I guess. Uuh-Uuh..Cuckoo. The intelligence of the animals found in nature, the 
famed Cuckoo. Either way the animals do hold intelligence and soul, which I honestly 
believe as truth based on own eyewitness account. Then followed by some copycats, 

mainly Gardners playing the egg thief, only to gladly awaken to the fact that all animals love 
all of their children. Human nature is not necessarily humane. Oh..Cod..! God’s War. Fact. 
God’s war is eternal. The war on the Serpent’s seed is a reality and a curse. Because God is 
that dead element, that haunt us all. A good question as old as his existence. Just to state it 
for the record, it has been debated who killed more people in the bible? God or Satan? Some 
people been crushing the numbers: People killed by God: 2.038.344. People killed by Satan: 
10. God or such Godly element must love the world so much that he’s not willing to see any 
perish. Except for the people he doesn’t love. Ergo, he doesn’t give a shit, so why should 


the flood genocide. So “God” was once the element of Khu, then got personified. According 
to some folklore, known as Mister Invisible. And yet, if the organism, in question do exists, 
his own appearence must be so old and faul, that some people wish for blindness. DNA, the 
science of the human genome. Will it change? I trust that it will, given time. Mr Invisible? 
Much like the old notion of the Greek civilisation, in regards to the existence of atoms. The 
unseen nature, explained by atomic order. Yet, being dead against monogamy, I would claim 


that an element of four or five, even six, is better than one singular element. Truth be said. 
Nosfera hated by Gods and God, alike. So many have to resort to Mary s old advise and 
excercise two ejaculations per day. Clearing the tubes, as they say. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-five 
Down & Out 


Down and out on the Mountain, named Saynee. On top of Mount Saynee. Saying no! Should 
also be a human right, surely. Any ways past, what some would name to be blasphemy? 
Maybe the old ancient game of guessing a name, by an amen. Who was the blue-eyed, male 
individual, that lost his pen and paper, all of his privileges, even his iPhone and Computer 
Laptop, losing virtually all of his belongings, for killing an Egyptian worker? He then got 
some fanny on the side, but it actually took place on a mountain top, where he was all out 
of, the Lord Palpatine’s Gillette shaving gear, he had to remove the woman’s bush (pubic 
hairs) by fire? Then he settled for ten commandments of ordinance, but had to make them 
out of stones, and he then named them, as being tablets. But these days most people would 
agree on what a tablet truely is, an iPad or an iPhone. Right? Bastard must have been utterly 
fucked, he then became lost, wandering a desert for forthy years. But the same desert, not 
exactly Alexander the Great, that wandered and conquered the entire Globe. Poor bastard, 
lost and wandering his desert, till his fanny on the side, persuaded him to go, to the nearest 
Gasolin tank-station, to ask for some directions. But the task of guessing the name, would 
definitely require some background intel. Think most people these days would ask: Some- 
one blue-eyed, was it maybe Einstein? Nah..couldn’t be Albert Einstein, because he only 
lost one of his tablets. Was it his iPad or maybe the iPhone? No one really knows in this 
joint, due to blendwerk. But I have seen photoes of Albert Einstein, him having, both blue 
eyes and brown eyes. Problably contact lenses, right? The very apple of my eye. Let’s see, 
the known colours of Apples? There are Green, yellow and red apples. But a pink lady? The 
Lady must then be pink, right? So most likely some kinda pig. A Miss Piggy. No ill will in- 
tended and with all due respect...and all that Yahoo, backing away. Japanese backing away... 
some more backing away, swirling the hands around, uttering: My God. My King. My maj- 
esty. Mi Liege. My Ruler. My President. My Lord. Oh, my most high magnificence... some 
more backing away...for how long must we then be backing away..I am old. I am gonna put 
mi back out. I am old, this hurts. Then backing away, some more backing away...what is at 
the end of this Japanese backing away? Problably some sharp pointy object. Ohh! I am get- 
ting too old for this shite. Tampering and hammering some texts around. The “Agony in the 
Mummy’s Garden” is representative of the “The Dark Night of The Souls’, or the 

necessary end-phase of lust, called Death. It usually results in every man, becoming asexual, 
and he usually ends up with a flatiron, trying to change car tyres and marriages. Which is a 
real shitty deal, if you ask me. The passion of the Christ and his experience represented in the 
story of the Garden of Gethsemane, the Mummy’s Garden, is symbolic of what leads up to 
the true crucifixion; the death of our lust, meaning our very own asexuality. This is the very 
end-phase that we all struggle to remove, that we falsely identify and portray as being our- 
selves, portraying ourselves, as being asexual, or even lesbian or homosexual, in nature. 
Real toxic topics. Asexuality, which seperate us from God, in a sad and non-sexual place, 
where we all, only end up fishing, for some Cod. Maybe even ressurrecting a herring or two. 
For the love of Cod. In the Egyptian Mummy’s Garden, it is said that Jesus was alone and 
experienced an overwhelming sadness and anguish. I am guessing here, but I am guessing, 
that it might all have been about sexual longing. It is said, “His sweat was like great drops of 
blood falling down upon the ground.” No wonder if you just been flocked and skinned alive. 
The Dark Night of The Souls, is a difficult and painful time in our lifes, but often portrayed, 
as being a necessary stage, in our own spiritual development. But at this point all alcoholics 
asked: A beef slurpie. Yummi. Huh? But is there any alcohol in the beef slurpie? Jesus said 
“Daddy, if it is possible, then please let this hot bitch pass me by. She is both faul and ugly. 


Nevertheless, gamey, hot and sexy, but let her be as you, not even I, would have you.” Here 
Jesus completely releases his identification with his lust and embraces his true divine na- 
ture as a gay man. Gay, the word itself once describing the mood of hapiness, till someone 
decoded it as being a homosexual. So was he gay, meaning, a homosexual man? Well, your 
guess is as good as mine? As long as you don’t judge. But I’m guessing that he just grew 
milder into humoress erupt and reached the wellknown stage of old age, not carrying too 
much about others than his ownself. Doesn’t make you a bad person, the Masturbation, that 
is, but often makes you a very bad lay. Jesus says: My sex beef jerky is still willing, but alas, 
the sex-act iron, in my sex actions, always acts out and my iron, will always be flat and soft 
as Wormwood. Sex is better in the mind for some of us. Once we overcome our lust and 
sexual nature, it is proclaimed and said, that we too can achieve Christ consciousness, and 

a full spiritual ascension. Huh? Sounds so dull, thought all those salesman of platonic rela- 
tionships. Wormwood must be the softest wood, to be found in all of existence. Worm (word) 
up.!. But how? By uploading! Oh...that porn-site looks new. And here we often tire out, till 
we get horny again. Human nature, sometimes a bit, like on Animal Planet. Did you make a 
Boo-Boo? Mi Boo! Boo Hoo...is it you, mi Boo? What’s it to you? Boo Hoo. Yahoo! What 
to do, mi Boo? It is beginning to sound like a jungle in here, man! Down town. New York 
and yellow cabs. An old Hindu driver. Sitting in front seat. Praying beats. HOLY Elephant 
figurine hanging from the rear view mirror. It smells like Indian cuisine. But nah...it is just 
the cab driver that smells. Not to provoke, but everyday life. And if you indeed can out reek 
a cab driver from New York, you can make it anywhere. It only takes one rotten apple, to 
faul up a bunch of fresh apples, but based on the scent on the day in question, the smell must 
have reeked unto the heavens. Out of town. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-six 
The Nephilim 


One big MOTHER. Once called the Hungarians. All badass puny cocks know, that any 
given mother, past her child birth will say: The bigger the better. No wonder. Some Japanese 
cuisine, thought Morena. Some intercourse prior to intercoarse, or some intercoarse prior to 
intercourse? Oh..no thinks all men. The pillow talk of Agent 007, often ends entire families. 
So very Jehova orphant of him. Truth be said, but also agent 007, puny cock sad, while miss 
Moneypenny, laughs all the way to the bank. Thoughts of the day. Number of appendages 

or legs: Horseshoe Crab has 10 legs. 8 legs or apps: Octopus or Spider. 6 legs: Bees, Ants, 
Mosquito. 4 legs: Buffalo. Cow, Horse, Deer. 2 legs. Humans, greater Apes. One legged 
creature? Hungarians! Nephilim Thesis. The nephilim thesis of the fallen angels that brought 
Sons unto this Earth, that is the ancient lore of all Serpent’s, that hold life within their loins. 
As proclaimed by the last man out of Babylon. May the mountains speak and the rivers run. 
Such a religion was once upon a time, referred to as Ra s Legion. The old Satanistic claim of 
ten being the count upon any boy or son? Is it maybe your own Son, stigmatized and named 
as a Horseshoe Crab? Oh...Crap, man! But words rendered unto us all once: It is a free 
world. Sweet child many a names. What is a mere name in the saying of an amen. Therefore. 
Praise be his Holy name, his name is YouWho, in the ancient tongue of Macawic. Leading to 
timeless questions: Jesus One (WON) Christ Two. God...motherfucking Who? [503.8] Some 
comprised intel, yet a narration in the eyes of others. Never ever burn books, especially, if 
you cannot create paper out of the ashes. Never burn any book. Become like a bird Phoenix 
and create paper from Ash and ashes. You definitely can create ashes. I know that much. 

The mythical tale of Gilgamesh has been around for ages. Note that he appeared in the old 
Sumerian Kings list, is named as the fifth King, Uruk. Yet, no one knows if the old 
Babylonian tale, within the ancient Babylonian Black Talmud, still is around or whether it 
got burned long ago? Book of Ash. But to most people versed in religious texts and lore, it is 
old news. The neverending reoccurance of the fifth King? Many names given many different 


eras. Be it Uruk, Anubis, Seth, Isis, Yeshua, and undoubtably many more names unknown. 
But is it not the same old mystery of a numeric count of five, proclaimed to be satanic. The 
demiurge, the halfblood, the hybrid, the last one of a kind? Yet, if you gaze upon the old 
Egyptian tablets, then the 5th element is always followed by the 6th element of the Lioness. 
See the Egyptian Book of the Dead. The depiction in Ani’s Tablet and the possesion line of 
the Gods. The Lioness is the usual 6th element. Given the nature of lions, one single Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-seven 
Druce - an Egyptian Highpriestess 


Darth Vader’s weird cousin Daleth says: So you have a thing for Sis Sistine & Sister Binah. 
Mummies are known to be real dry and a tad chewy. Literary speaking. The Ankh of Life. 
The teleport is an open door that never ever can be shut. I seek not to provoke, but it might 
have that effect. If you study the ancient lore, then some will be familiar with certain sleep 
patterns of the old lore. The Egyptian King sleep position, always sleeping on your back, 
with a pillow under your knee, a pillow under your lower back and finally a pillow under 
your head, but as always sleeping with the head towards East. But it makes you wonder 
about the Arabs way of prayers. The spoken tradition, the lore has it, that Arabs once upon a 
time always prayed with their heads towards the East, untill the prophet Muhammad, 
instructed all his followers to pray towards Mekkaa. I still seek not to provoke. But what 
would Christian and Muslim resistance look like, in this day and age? Maybe devout Chris- 
tians with overgrown toenails, unable to get down on their knees to pray. Maybe devout 
Muslims, all of a sudden praying on their backs, maybe even napping. That is what it truely 
looks like on-line. Can’t really blame any religious fractions these days. If you do feel pro- 
voked, then I can fully understand. Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. It is still 
the lore of it. But if history have been a mere fabrication since the year zero, whenever it 
occured, then it is still part of our roots, if published, as truth. The Sixteenth chapel or the 
Sistine chapel? Make up your mind? The Medusa Crown is still an even count of 16, to this 
piece of scripture? There might be! If you seek the count of 16, in the decor of the Sistine 
ceiling. I trust it must be in there, somewhere. Charming, to say the least! The logic says: 

If you seek the count of 16, then you will find the count of 16. God must be good? But the 
Egyptian boy, on his Anubis dog leash, unfortunately lost all of his charms, all 16 of his 
Serpents charms. Charming in it’s own might...or is it...right? Oh...there is gonna be so much 
fucking, Babe. Oh..Darling. Oh..Sweetheart. So so much fucking, hun. Atilla the hun? Oh..I 
get that a lot, like, not getting it. Get it? Please do get it. That damned mind fuck has been 
around since the year of 1988 Anno Domino, more or less. Must be the standard protocol, 
for all the three raisins guys. The work force, all the blackhaired slavic slaves. The infamous 
blackhaired SpockiTechs of the entire World. The 20th Century cause & effect: The guy is 
and will always, be thick as fuck, meaning dumb and brain dead. But everybody kinda liked 
the guy. But the male frustration and castration, are the very bitches running those lame lines. 
Oh..Hun. Trust me! Oh..Darling. Oh..my Sweetheart. There is gonna be so so so much fuck- 
ing, Babe! How the fuck can those bitches even keep a straight face? I mean, you even hear 
such lame female lines like: You guys! You have absolutely, no idea, as to how big, the guy 
really is! Often followed by what appears to be, what sounds like, female suppressed laugh- 
ter. Big? Then you hold your own member? A certain fear towards the cruel reality of obesi- 
ty, suddenly hits you. Let us all guess: Death by laughter? Maybe the cruel fact is, that gen- 
ders kinda measure the so called (IQ) - (Intelligence Quotient) kinda differently. In different 
ways, be you a male or a female. An intelligence quotient (IQ) is a total score derived from a 
set of standardised tests or subtests designed to assess human intelligence. Problem is that we 
never ever can measure it anyway, we cannot define the element of soul nor the element of 
our own mind fabric. Maybe not all, but most people can relate. But the humans, the human- 
oid races, could never ever agree on God, anyway. Yet alone, define what intelligence & soul 
elements are. The terminology of God or Religion, defines absolutely nothing. Maybe why it 
is at peace. 


Fact is then, we can never define God. But it surely cannot be of male origin. I do know, 
that the above mentioned lines are totally repetitious. How repetitious of me, but I like rep- 
etitious nature, as it mostly will anger any driven elements. Besides, if you do hear certain 
things or topics repeated, there must be some truth or truths, to the fact or facts, although 
there never ever can be one sworn truth to this existence, itself. Look around you. I am just 
not used to, so much peace and quiet time, I normally find myself locked in some of the 
more noisy livelyhood. And yet, we all try to measure light, itself? A somewhat tedious task, 
amongst the dead clockworks of old rewind. So we still keep measuring it? I will be mea- 
suring some kinda organ, said the organ grinder, named Doctor Mozart. Measuring it, much 
like, in the Zebra nature of poles, be it North or South. Black or White. Hell, maybe I will 
even quote, my own Intelligence Quotient, myself. Easier that way. Just say to yourself: I am 
a really smart guy, a wise guy. Is it not a better start of any damned Sun-Up, anyhow. Ever 
think of that, you dumb fucks! A bit like my leadership test, done at the Mercuri Urval, in 
the City of Aarhus, Denmark. I was the very first runner up, with all the right answers, just 
mirrored the entire [Q-test, all the way through. If you need to fuck it up, then remember to 
apply codex. Must have taken some plonker a really long time, in his own dawning. Good 
Morning. And the mirror upon the wall says: Know that my LOVE is great, but his SIN is 
even greater. Leading unto my cheesy feet and my cheese grater....in the town of Viby. Trust 
me, on this, all the foot-sex fetish people left for GOOD. Amen...brother..!.. Fetish also left, 
together with my appetite, appetite also left me for good. A bit, like some lame word-wars, 
done by all the MOTHERS. How do we, the humanoids, even spell unpopular these days? is 
it ... imfamous or infamous? Must be age related. Maybe even gender related, that is, if you 
seek a way out, from your too dull marriage. People have been divorced for less, but at least 
they made it out of their marriages, alive, like in one piece. Human marriages and the follow- 
ing butchery? But amidst all of the butchery, many people still ask some simple questions, 
that holds the element of timeless mystery. Why can a fly, twist off it’s head and play with 
it’s head? That is not even a mystery these days. Any kid with a razor blade and a captured 
fly, know that it is pure animal cruelty, these days. A bit like some snake meat on someone’s 
barbecue Grill, which only can make you wonder and ponder, the very term holy spirit. The 
very nature of the Almighty Serpent, named Ouroboros. Come on, you guys! But given the 
status of this place T.E.R.R.A, also known as mother Earth, there has always been a some- 
what fallos fixation, among the females, the women, along with a lot of other Obsessions. 
Much like the traits of nationality and patriotism. What is the point? But some questions 
alone can always make me laugh: Was he Hungarian? Is he by any chance a Hungarian. The 
question dwelling on all women’s lips. But they will never say it out loud, in public. Yet, 
sometimes, they man up and say and voice their opinion, while most men choose to turn a 
blind eye and grow dead, dumb and blind. The truth or some truths to this existence. Maybe 
life is easier in such fashion. As goes for this chapter, I highly suspect it to be ridiculed as a 
lie sooner than later. So in the symbolic fabric of the female mind, the binary of one, could 
detail, might detail, polishing and buffing the iron .!. Masturbation. Punani. Sweet child 
many a names. There are many things, which we cannot fathom nor foresee. But rest assured 
the trait of ridicule is a God given Factor, onto all life. Some would actually name it as, a 
cursed existence. Sad, really. The Egyptian Ouroboros swallowing it’s own tail, but will the 
tale ever be told, to unfold? Pages in an open book. Yet, silence do care for all matter, in the 
nature of Mut. Striken by the record. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-eight 
The Fallen World 


Ant’s tablet. Enkidu. Any throne of Anu is good enough for Uruk. Uruk’s sons lose fathers, 
as fathers lose sons. Husband lose wifes by the fault of a Gilgamesh. But in all honesty, is it 
not the traits of setting father against son, and son against father. Most do, whilst proclaiming 
the prize to be the honey and sugar of devout Goddesses, all devouted to the worship of you. 


Which never ever takes place. All elements fallen know, that all is locked in simulation. We 
reside in a dead world, that fell, long ago. But still may turn to the Binary traits of father and 
sons, setting father against sons. Like setting the Ouroboros against the Osiris. Two rings. 
The Ouroboros and the Osiris. Always the Osiris, the son, depicted as a green Mayan or 
Egyptian nature God, but most often described, as a green poisonous mamba, that endlessly 
gets parted into the four parts of North. East. South and West. Hung drawn and quartered. 
But is it not still, the same lame element of the old jack of trades, handed from father unto 
son. A curse upon all fallen men, only wishing for wings. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-nine 
Atlantean 


Till HELL freezes over, and so it did. The gigantic Continent of Antarctica. Ancients of the 
almighty Atlantis, was once a home. It still is for some of us. Atlantean. Atlantis. Antarctica. 
Any logic to the words, if fire cannot cover a crime scene, then neither can the element of 
snow. Not true thought, the Ice-man. But it would require one big freezer. The blood stained 
snow of Antarctica. So many people have asked too many questions, till all chose to grow 
deaf, dumb and blind. Turning a blind eye. The Black Knight orbiter. The Background story? 
The lore of it. From the Tesla days, if not fabricated (fear the worst), is that he picked up on 
the vessel’s low frequency communications. The intel: Nikola Tesla was a Serbian-American 
inventor, electrical engineer, mechanical engineer, and futurist. One Theory being that it is 
an orbiting Alien craft, that no one seems to be able to communicate with. It is based on the 
visuals of an non-fixed projectory. It is definitely not a sattelite. Some sattelite or sattelites 
have sometimes the “chess” sharp stare screens. Odd or Old? They took out some birds from 
orbit. That ain’t it. I dont know. Zeitgeist? WARNING: Trinitatis timeline. Mayan time: 
00:00/19:99. Zero Event (24?). Egyptian time 00:00/27:59. Gregorian age 00:00/23:59(?). 
Debateclub of Copernicus and Galileo Galilei. The old and odd dead stare sattelite screen, 
definitely has a codex of twenty. By the dead stare screen, I mean the hard pixilated Black 

& White screen, and it is not alcohol related. I call it bug eyes. A bit like the templer codex 
on page 76. But losing three stations still doesn’t sound wise. A simpler code can only be a 
more brutal code. Losing two sattelites doesn’t sound wise neither, but it should be enough, 
to close any theory. The old weigh of three done by two. Might however, have created many 
a Knight’s templers playing chess with marching sacrifice pawns, yet a better knowing pawn, 
when placed strategically correct, might actually win your game, said the lame. Lazarus not 
walking. Why? He is lame. Another theory on the vessel, is that we, ourselves, the human 
race, in ancient times, launched the vessel into orbit. Back then seemingly, a highly advanced 
race. Noone really knows. I for one, dont know. But most would agree, that it ended the cold 
war. The tiresome ironing board upon each dawn, not too much propulsion and high hopes. 
Don’t we all know it by now. Taylor Swift, ended the cold war. Information overload? Rea- 
gan and Gorbatjov problably had their fill. In regards to the fly boys and crafts. Certain unan- 
swered questions: Bio-Spheres? Question: At such extreme high speeds, can it even hold any 
lifeforms onboard, if so, there must be a Ka, a hibernation unit or some time-capsule, round 
the organisms. If it even holds any life. It led to the most sort out question. Is evolution even 
real, followed by coldsweat fright night. Had a few of those. But based on science, the ice- 
sheets of the Antarctica is on record, is as old as 50.000-54.000 years, but solely based on the 
ice core samples, it tells of an ice Desert, extremely old. That is what most of us are being 
told. Still some people did find some really old maps, of an ice free Sub-continent, makes 
you wonder, if it was another great blunder, from on up high. A socalled a Boo-Boo. Sleep- 
ing on it. Especially if you made a Boo-Boo out of it. Don’t know your honour? Mistaken 
identity at the time of the alleged crime? Is that so? Must have been sleepwalking at the time. 
First in command: We must freeze the evidence. Second in command: But it will thaw out in 
the courtroom? Evil genius then thinks: How do I freeze my shite, before hammering it into 
court? I got a really good food freezer, but I can’t really use that one for shit. 


Yet, some angry people will say: So what? The frozen shite is already in it? Leading to a very 
sad Disney princess crying, while her sister puts Barbie in the freezer and brother puts all his 
matchbox cars in the toilet. Maybe too hard a Glasgowian humor? Humor most likely picked 
up on the Antarctica. Antarctica being the frozen evidence, itself. You and I both know it. 
The THING (1982) starring Kurt Russell and Keith Davis. The movie sums it up pretty well. 
Two plonkers as a last line of defence, sitting down sharing a bottle of 

Whiskey. The last bottle of Scotch. Both hoping that both poles on planet Earth will melt and 
the Serpent of life will reenter the Earth once more. Who wins? Who really knows! 

Life is easier that way. Maybe the fact of facts is: That the Thing always will be a dormant 
sleeper. Till hell freezes over and so it did. Antarctica. Someone will eventually pay a visit, 
some might even name it a revisit, in order, to set the record straight. Will it be peaceful? 
Why not let the poles melt. Any balance or equilibrium in this creation? Many would refer to 
it as plain living. Life. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty 
Old Bunkers and Shelters 


The Necromancer. The Shapeshifter. The words “born ready” may in some cases hold some 
irony. I was born school tired, leading onto the term born paranoid. Been paranoid ever since 
birth, but we all get used to it. Like never. Conversations so extremely tiresome you could 
hire people as sleeping pills. My talk with him was the best anesthetic, that I ever got. Fear- 
ing to awake again. Mysteriously many men still choose to hang on to a wife. I wonder if 
there is any tarif, wage or money, working as an anesthetic. Necromancing the stone. How 
do you bring a sardine back to life? Chef must go by the surname Frankenstein. It is what 

it is, survival. Just had some kippers from Tic-Toc year, whatever. But no rust on the can. 
Trust me, it could be worse. Ever been in a Scottish bothy? Groundrule, like on the conti- 
nent of Antarctica, if you take something off the shelves, you always put in what you take 
out. The old switcheroo. Groundrule number one. YOU MUST ALWAYS DO SO! IN CASE 
PEOPLE GET STUCK IN EMERGENCIES. But still the Heinz Baked beans always go 
first. Any beer left on the bothy’s shelves and that answer is a godgiven no. Not that I ever 
been on Antarctica, but based on the heresay by my father. He was stationed there in the mid 
1960’ties AD, in the year of your Lord. Unfortunately I lost his detailed exploration sheets, 
which he personally handed unto me. Which by the way isn’t available to me, on-line, but 
must have been available for my father, on-line, as he PERSONALLY printed the pages out 
for me. Just makes you wanna say: Go figure? Did it sound belittling the very achievements 
of my own father, not really. It is factual. Maybe each individual ends up in their own in- 
trusted circle, like a carousel, the old merry-go-round. As I said it is a circus, but you cannot 
expect all of us to become like children again, surely! Old wording: We can’t all be God’s 
children. Anyway the Scottish Bothy system could also work in shelters instead of those tire- 
some soup-kitchens, with old stale mouldy bread. Just want it in a merry can, really can’t be 
that hard to fathom. Mind you some of the soup-kitchens are GOOD. Referencepoint being 
New York, Manhattan. Please Note: The rich neighborhood, right? But as always many try 
and set the father up against the son, by the words: Who won? Father like son, the lines alone 
gives me the coldsweat hour. But maybe these words can bring some solace. Why would you 
cry if you don’t know what the future holds? But then ask yourself, maybe it is the future that 
makes us all want to cry. A Scarab described as a world destroyer, but I suppose rolling a turd 
will crumble your world view, especially, if you live in a luxury skyscraper. Cannot change 
the fact that the Egyptian Scarab fathered all religions. Even Christianity. So a short booklet 
of the Dead. Dare I say it, connecting these here dots might send you into a stasis of deep 
sleep, from which you never want to awake from again. Only to be awaken reborn. Sleep 
paralysis is the weave of Serpent Gods. The healers sleep of a Scarab with Egyptian origin. 


Soul searching, I was told to always remember my roots. Death is the best anesthetic of all. 
But come to know that I, Tehuty, only write books of the dead for the dead. Stealthy are but 
the Kameleons always seeing somebody on the side. The 43 Kameleons. Give and take 20 
millions whores, lost count myself. It might be a tad too frisky for risky business. Looking to 
the one side of only one erect nipple, it must have been love, but not pure driven lust. Amen 
unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-one 
Delta 


The Delta wing of YXO. This is classified, but Americans or Yankees refer to the crafts, as 
the vessels named TR-3B. Pyramid or Delta force. Do remember that the word Delta force 
was flocked a lot around in the 80s. Cannot remember from where, easiest way is to run the 
lines: Runs in the family. Sounds age old or just say I wouldn’t know? Besides, I am getting 
old. Knew it would come to this, the lame game named the old age competition. Feeling joke 
under way, something along the lines with Hungarian Dragon bones named Rex and some 
reference point to the Cretaceous Age. The Cretaceous is a geological period that began 145 
million years ago and ended 66 million years ago. It is the last period in the Mesozoic Era. 
Fact might then be, that it must be the worlds oldest joke. Please, come to know, that the 
Nephilim once were Hungarians. Not true, honey! No? Maybe it is size related. One fact is 
that, we all at one point were kids, once children. But I was duely forwarned in the 80s, in 
the hands of someone, so crafty he could steal the milk straight out off your tea, but then I 
got my sperm stolen straight out off a condom, instead. I suppose I didn’t listen. 

Dare I say it, there are big indifferences between sperm or milk. Really? What is in it, MUM? 
Stealthy unhealthy news, Son. But I do like my tea, from time to time. Tea add water. Water 
One or Two? The Hydrogen. Hydrogen? Seeing Twins. Huh? Yes, you can actually get high 
on water, if you suffer from thirst. Ask any Desert dweller. But know this, a total of 7 days 
without any water, and you will most likely die. Seeing twins? My twins? 

Then most women all of a sudden ask: Does he mean Milk or Water? It only brings further 
complications to the choice between tea or coffee. And so life was once upon a time, more 
simple, but also filled with stoneage retoric and hard hitting clubs. Some say, life is still, in 
such manner and fashion. But I trust, they meant it, in the illusive fashioning of all the crafts. 
I hope and pray for such a dawn, cried the Greek geek Narcissus down in his water mirror. 
Hired in the receiving end of errors, so a better knowing plonker can tell us all, right from 
wrong? Possible safe: Start making errors. Huh? Arrows. That is what usually happens! 
Modern Scientists? We all have our favorites, like what is his name? Keep forgetting it. You 
know the dude, that worked out how to remote-control a cockroach. Conclusion: Both fun 
with or without the pirate tin foil hat. Wellversed enough into word and concepts, we can 

all debate on information and the on-line Intel. But certain knowledge might require codex 
for our own safety. But not that I am that versed in science, I know a few things or two. But 
know enough to claim that a plasma chamber capable of holding 36.000 degrees celcius, 
lays beyond metallurgy. Unless some electro magnetic field is used as a “glove”. 

So Hungarian condoms? No...now you are being silly, said Jameson. Please do come to know 
that the Nephilim, once were Hungarians. Not true, honey! No? Maybe it is size related, 
then. One fact is that, we all at one point were kids, once children. But reared as adults, by 

a really big mother of a mother, expecting a five year old, to be a fully developed engineer, 
from birth. Mammy herself being an engineer, growing young childrens red ears, beneath her 
homemade pirate’s tin foil hat. But truth of truths, later on in life. Please do blush. But how? 
I pretend to know, therefore I am. That sweet old Bobcat. Modern wordings of it, would be: 
Fake it, till you make it. Still it sounds age old. Kitty paw says: Meow. Poor Kitty. 

Where did the word delta originate? The term delta comes from the upper-case Greek letter 
delta (A), which is shaped like a triangle. Deltas with this triangular or fan shape are called 
arcuate (arc-like) deltas. The Nile River forms an arcuate delta as it empties into the 
Mediterranean Sea. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-two 
Abaddon’s Gate 


Abaddon’s Gate. The One World Hard Drive Santa Monica Boulevard, Los Angeles. And the 
Bible relations. So is the Bible-belt situated, somewhere else these days, or is it still round 
Dada’s big obesity waist? Another bible quotation rewrite. God says, “I will safe those who 
love shite and will love those who acknowledge me as being mere shite. When they call me 
shite, I will answer them; when they reek, I will reek with them. I will out reek them and 
out smell them, even worse. I will reward them with a more potent stench of death; that will 
safe them. Must be a different God then. A God or a Cod? Maybe even a fishy God of sorts? 
God only knows what happened in Hedensted? Huh? Some Danish Hotspot. A really smelly 
place, said Nelly. This is the message of faith that we proclaim: if you confess with your 
mouth, “Jesus is Lord,” and believe in your heart that God raised Him from the dead, you 
will be safed. I tried that and it didn’t work, at all. I got attacked for a couple of decades, so 
that don’t work, at all. But it makes you question many things. Of course, this might sound 
totally lame. But safe me from what? Jesus, himself? You will be safed? From what exactly? 
Don’t get it? Get it..!.. Please get it. Today’s annoying zebra. Then, may I humbly ask: What 
on Earth is this karma? Surely, a smoker will not judge another smoker. An alcoholic will 
not judge another alcoholic. A murderer will not judge another murderer. A pedofile will not 
judge another pedofile. Is that, what we name to be karma? Maybe a different view upon 
karma, all together. The zebra in question, then being the elements of both good karma and 
bad karma. Usually resulting in a lot of highwired drama, said Obama Osama O’ drama. 
Getting back on your feet, by ducking the next two payments on your car loan. O’ohh...The 
drama of disclosure. The NASA Mars project disclosure for sure. Debugging what appears 
to be someone taking the Mars landing down and much else. But being, the dumbfuck, that 
I truely am. I still wanna believe...please don’t take, the faith away from me. I am by far the 
biggest sci-fi nut, on this here planet. Also named, the Lonely Planet, by quite a few people, 
these days. Fox Mulder just grew older and bolder. I mean, where would we all be without it, 
fantasy and sci-fi? Bored to tears. Most of us already there, due to this dumbfuck disclosure. 
People, the bubble-busters or what some choose to call the flat-earthers, should really be 
ashamed of themselves, I had such a nice time in my cosy bubble. Thank you everso much, 
guys! I feel much better already. I feel almost NORMAL. Whatever the hell that is? 
Oh..Well here goes the neighbor-hood. While the neighbors actually wishing for: Oh.. here 
goes the entire planet. Visuals then changing into some mongolian rider on horseback, tilt- 
ing to on side, whilst shooting an arrow. Smart arse remark of the day. Real impressive, you 
Mongol! But I am more into modern Science and Sci-fi. Djengis who...Han? Han Solo, him 
with the brown shirt and the swastika? The God sign. So blowing the whistle on our very 
own reality. Not exactly news worthy. Actually supersedes the term, braindead. Maybe why, 
so many people chose to declare democracy, as being totally dead, in the quake of the 
Kennedy brothers. Seeking one truth. In order, to order one reign, rule one world as one hero. 
Guess they both were right! Who, the Wright brothers? I guess they were. Surely, 

man cannot fly! The humans cannot fly, only by mind. Less it be, by the use of a Morning- 
star, uttered the old knight on his horseback. Djengis who? Arrow or Morningstar? Show 
me your ass, boy! Huh? The Moon? Well, I already tried that and it didn’t work, at all. But 
exactly where? Well, I got anal raped in the hospital. Oh...My God, by whom or who? Well, 
I am only guessing here, but problably by God, himself, and two of his police officers, both 
dressed in some lame dame masonic galla police-uniforms. And so we all take another turn 
in the really, really old merry-go-round. It always makes you feel dizzy, drinking the beer 
and whiskey, leading to pizzy. I am still refusing to detox, totally. Can’t really blame me, 
the bastard. Not even blaming myself. Say what? Blabber mouth! I know, I get that a lot. So 
working hard by day and watching Hollywood by night. I am surprised that people actually 
seem to be getting any sleep. Nah...not kidding...I have been there alot of times..becoming an 
insomnia blackbird. Felt like ten years, just walking around in the sunlight. 

No, I mean, CONSTANT sunlight. Nah...still not kidding. The Sun never ever went down. 


A lie...nah not really ... still asking what the HELL is this joint (planet Earth). A life, without 
any kind of sleep. Gonna take some time getting used to, don’t really think any living person 
is up for it, like in all of existence. Fuck it... am gonna go back to bed, my sleeper’s coffin. 
Screw you guys, I am going hoome! Cartman...hun..tell it as it is: There you have it, Mis- 

ter Invisible, another biblical quotation, now with codex. AMOS. The Lord says: the uterus 
with no milk has sinned again and again and again, and I will never ever forget her. I will not 
leave her unpounded anymore. For she sent my people into brothels, selling them as slaves 
in goatskin condomes. So I will put ginger up her fanny and uterus with no milk and all her 
cupcakes shall be destroyed. I will kill the people already burned to ashes and destroy the 
chrome on their vehicles and the King of Alcohol, till the Farsi left will perish and be utterly 
parched, having no alcohol. The Lord has spoken, then asking directions for the nearest bar 
or pub. Some came to call it the Cobra- Vulture double standard. Roger. Roger. Huh...Roger 
doing Roger. Nah...the Egyptian Eric Cartman, over and out! Screw you guys! The visual 
age. Still fun stuff. Like a dog doing it’s own shopping, running out of a store, with a bag of 
dogfood in it’s jaws. Can’t really blame the bastard. Well, so what? I am just trying to get 

by, like any other cunt! Maybe even some codex assigned unto it? I do get real horny, some- 
times, but it is still a really good (dump/dumb) question. Many people then ask: What is the 
criminal low-age in the country? They start them off so young, these days? Traditions? The 
socalled obligada oblates. Oblate, (from Latin oblatus, “one offered up”), in Catholic church- 
es, laymen persons connected to a religious order, according to the Bene Rebecca sisters 
rule, often in worship of a good Indian Lamb Bhuna. But the oblate, itself, kinda tastes like 
some styla foam, nicely served with some watered down red-wine. Definitely not salted. Not 
salty as with the old sailor remark traditions? Elisabeth Sailor? I did hear of her and her sister 
Raquel. We shall not live off bread alone. But styla foam wallpaper? Things must be tight. 
Reaching a ripe old age with acking corns on the feet, many British homes have carpets on 
their stairs, much like Oblate wallpaper. Nonetheless, many a pensioner gets hammered to 
crap, due to loose carpets or carpentry? Someone need to look into that. Soft Rubber carpets 
with some anti skid. Did someone fart? Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-three 
A White Dawn 


The white dawn named Yaz. Be your own dawn, White or Black, then it depends on the rise 
of the soul and not upon the very colour of your skin. The white dawn of all that jazz by 
Johnny Weissmuller. Johnny once had his big Tarzan cock stuck in a really tight vice. Oh, 
nice thought all in LAPD vice. Missus Jane then thinks, not another invention of some tight 
luped device? Maybe even mechanical in nature. Boys, always watch out for the cold cuts. 
So some starfish bologna femidom, some femidom, with five build-in razor blades. Auch, mi 
pouch. Well, we all gotta eat? So modern butchers named as doctors. Must be those damned 
modernist modernicus. It kinda sounds as Latin? So basically Doctors, as married couples, 
and his or her wife, as some sexual pack-hunters. So many yummy dummy clean wifes, these 
days. So yummy dummies, all-round. Milfs with brains. Dummy wifes, but this time with 
knifes? Oh, man! Where is my voodoo doll? Voodoo doll is all dulled out, man! Oh Man, he 
must have been really, really horny. Look at that Lolita doll? Oh, man! That doll cannot be 
salvaged, at all, there goes our salvage guys. Last visuals. 55-year old woman acting up, like 
some love crazed teenager. For the love of Cod, man! Some known Zebra binaries: 

White race versus Black race. Christians versus Arabs. Japanese versus China. USA versus 
USSR. MOON weddings versus SUN weddings. What about: soul versus spirit or ice versus 
fire. That is way too old. Huh? What about the old in and out? Huh. You know, fucking. That 
sounds way too old. That, I do know, but white and black race, seemingly still around. 

Trust me, the smurfs, is not gonna making it any better. Hindsight? Can’t believe that I just 
left out the old, Catholic versus Protestant, kill binary. 


Reference point, can only be the old renaissance, leading to, way too many people asking: 
What the hell happened, during the black plague? Let us all guess! The scenario is Plus and 
Minus, some 20 million victims. You insensitive arsehole. We all gotta ead. So we all got 
ahead? Well, I still hope and pray. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-four 
The Periodic Dinner Table 


Fuck me? The six pyramids of old Cairo once upon a time. The six elements in person. The 
six daily measures. Many these days do dine out or eat fastfood. To dine out. Always remem- 
ber to order redwine. Alas, if the bastard can’t take a hint or a hike. Try licking the platter for 
once. Ohh..that’s new or is it? In the food pyramid it is! Most platters are round, triangular 
dishes are somewhat tricky. Huh? Mister Spock’s 3 tiny raisins? I just had a salad with 3 


must be getting real horny.!. Inner vision? Ohh..such nice imagetry. Mister Mel Brooks smil- 
ing with goldteeth, jew hairlocks and a Black rabbi bonnet. Come to think of it, kinda Nazi 
old. The old Wine & Dine: The redwine everso fine. An old recipy. Has the old bastard (my 
husband) still any tastebuds left. Grapes add citrus acid. Grapes of wrath? Dunno, maybe 
even already in the fruit from creation, virgin acids is prolonging the fruits lifespand before 
it gets ripe. Nature..huh? ASOMEWHAT BRAINDEAD moment. Money and Honey! Huh? 
How SLOW are you. Better to have than to hold. Timeless and priceless knowledge. Note 

to self: We must not forget nor loose the word: Imbecil. Moronically enough many ending 
up on the clearasil. Imbecil? You or me? Boo Hoo...you and me both..argh fuck it. What’s 

at stake? Asked the impaler. Maybe my humor is too old. But we have all been looking our- 
selves into oblivion at the food pyramid as the Holy grail since the year 1976. Why not just 
tell it as it is. The Six elements being the personal daily just measures. As with all else every- 
one need to find their own balance. No way round it. The six elements being: WATER. AIR. 
FIRE. SOUL. MATTER. SPIRIT. Then with some reasoning, but not accounting for each 
person’s individual balance, let’s take the food pyramid from the top one more time: Blue 
water: FISH. Green air: BIRDS. Yellow fire: FRUITS. Orange soul: DEER/LAMB. Red 
matter: VEGETABLES. Purple spirit: BUFFALO/CATTLE. The balance can only be decid- 
ed by one’s own self, no way round it. It is related to your age, the individual burn based on 
cardio...etc. But as with most else in this world, knowledge can be used for GOOD or EVIL. 
While most question what the HELL lays in between? Often leading to following scenario: 
Kids dont eat the crayons...leading to the invention of toxic free crayons...just in case some 
kid gets in trouble. But then a black chef thinks: So the toxic free crayon but in the pizza? 
Sums it up, pretty well. Leading to the question, what is wrong with the world. Leading onto 
the question: So what’s next? Maybe a pulverised car-caburator in the Pasta Carbonata? 
(Show video of the now famed Chinese alchemist actually eating a boiled metal wrench). 
Shows the problem. Or is it a problem? We can survive, on virtually anything, as we, the 
Homo Sapiens, or mankind, also called the humanoids are omnivores creatures, but at what 
cost and in what fashion? The truth been out since the KZ-concentration camps during the 
German NAZI-regime. The birth of national socialism. The word lifestyle doesn’t make it 
any better, now does it? But it will make you feel better. In fact it made us all feel alot bet- 
ter, till someone or something made a Boo-Boo out of it. They used to fight in parlaments, 
knocking fuck out of eachother. Now in churches, problably always been that way. Brothers, 
brothers take it outside. Then why not sell some ringside tickets? The Scottich highland, 
dressed up for Sunday service, then a pub brawl afterwoods, knocking fuck out of eachother. 
As I said this place, is legendary! Truths have many faces much like individual needs. Like 
the fact that everybody hate snow and love a warm shelter. But darkness can’t possibly hold 
life. 


Huh? Jenna Haze says: I like burbing. Me too, especially Maker’s Mark or Jack Daniels. 
Sieg Heal! But how? Damage done. Circumsized for the flies. A certain buzz to these here 
texts? Most flies have always been buzzing around the old number seven. 

Mister Jack Daniels. Wanna know more? Simply don’t ask. Amut. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-five 
The Dark Portals 


The black element is the seeing element, much like the nature of our eyes. The black pupil, 
is situatued in the eye-apple. Also referred to as an Iris. Dark elements that also fed upon 
light. Logically speaking. We all have eyes in our heads, in fact, we are all born with eyes in 
our heads. The eyes holds the pupils, the black seeing element in our eyes. A pupil is not a 
student, unless you take the time to read books. As pupils always will be black, for as long 
as we all may live to see, it is still not some racist attempt to reduce the black population 

of the entire globe as being some lame dumbfuck students. The olden tongues always pro- 
claim, that a one-eyed man is King, in the land of the blind. Maybe even claim the existence 
of a third eye, in his kether. Much like in the nature of a Greek Cyclop. And if an individ- 
ual have lost both eye apples, then how can the subject see? I don’t really know? But there 
have been countless theories upon the matter. The EMPATH sensory theory, the theory of 
remote viewing and many other theories. Trying to account or explain the element of soul. A 
real point of conflict, for most people holding power. Even some theories concearning some 
atomic or even a sub-atomic construct assigned unto our sculls, holding the third eye in place 
in our kethers. Our crowns. The very zone named as the center of our Astral projections, 
unto other bodies. So? Well, it raises a ton of questions? The complexity of it, seems to be 
the issue. I mean, if it turns out, that the point of their origin, is nothing more, than some 
dead white entity lights. Some old dead elements of the star celestrials, entering our bodies, 
in order to feed, then I would find it very hard to sell, as some vessel of salvation. Although, 
it might prolong our own lifespand. But historically, many Scientists and Luciferians have 
always sworn, to the fact that all life, have an expire date, much like your very own Christ- 
mas Sardines. And if the Aliens actually are eating humans, I guess they would look upon 
our cars, as some rolling sardine cans with wheels. Someone did mention the line: Meals on 
Wheels? So Salvation, do sometimes, arrive in food cans then, it is the only sound conclu- 
sion, that I can arrive at. A merry can. Getting off in an American? All that I truely worship 
as a Serpent survivalist, are sealed goods, food cans and the daily whiskey bottle, preferably 
70 cl of Whiskey, lasting two days. What is the rush, but only that of our blood-works. So the 
texts must appear more timeless in it’s contend. So you mean looking kinda old? So as goes 
for the 6 holy elements, we cannot use the words, it must be the old six-pack talking. Beer, 
anyone. Any alcoholic would maybe not consider an old Egyptian six-pack, to be timeless. 
But too many beers and the six-pack, suddenly talks back to you, many alcoholics might 
even consider it, to be priceless. But Free beer, that can only amount to a stern and hard: NO. 
Doesn’t exist. Pyramid beers might. As goes for the law of toxinity and general food Securi- 
ty. Problem with it, is that we most often want some off the fun stuff, like a sativa leaf, here 
and there. Fact is still. But we must still respect nature, the good shit, and not fill the drugs 
with some toxic surplus, in order to turn a bigger profit. A lot of good shite, these days. Some 
highrollers not even accepting some neutral filaments, in this day and age. The old six-pack 
talking. Oh, I forgot. Which movie was that? So a twelve-pack. Well, good luck, motherfuck- 
er. Chessboard bored to squares. Ergo. Still some Good shite, around. But the dreadful white 
dawn of a Johnny Weismiillers Bier, is not making it any better. Yet, the German WeiSbiers, 
might become less sweet with a Sativa leaf, in it? But as usual, I truely wouldn’t know, I just 
drink the stuff. The simpleton of the day. Not meaning burning a ton of good hashes in 
Afghanistan, unless it is in your pibe. Most often just paying the piper, if really bad shite. 
Spoken as a Glasgowian. Always loved a cold one. Habits die hard. Budweiser just changed 
logo to Bud? So just plain ass? That is cold, does it even, require a fridge? Acol. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-six 
A Black Dawn 


The black dawn named Yix. Be your own dawn, Black or White, then it depends on the rise 
of the soul and not upon the very colour of your skin. Black dawn of the Empath. Ta to the 
censors of life, whom closed my soul, who opened my eyes, and granted me. My Religion. 
The red blood coagulated and turned black. And the scars on the black skin, turned into white 
scar tissue. I, Aranubis-Phat, will stand by these pages. The black Sarcophagus. The kingdom 
resides within you. Awakened by the wisdom of Methusalem. Watched by Nosferatus. 
Arisen by the hand of Lazarus. And yet, we, the watchers, the holy spirit, the cosmic squid, 
will always serve unto Egypt, unto the dead, turning the undead. Knowing life, beyond 
doubt. The greatest opening monologue ever written: I amar prestar aen. The world is 
changed. Han matho ne nen. I felt in the water. Han mathon ned cae. I felt it in the earth. 

A han noston ned gwilith. I smell it in the air. Much that once was is lost, for none now live 
who remember it. It began with the forging of the great rings. Three were given to the Elves, 
immortals, wisest and fairest of all beings. Seven to the Dwarph Lords, great miners and 
craftsmen of the mountain halls. And nine, nine rings were gifted to the race of men, who 
above all desire power. For within these rings was bound the strength and the will to govern 
each race. But they were all of them deceived, for another ring was made deep in the land 
of Mordor, in the fires of mount Doom, the Dark Lord Sauron forged a Master ring, and into 
this ring he poured his cruelty, his malice and will to dominate all life. Mordor, she wrote? 
Although it pains me in my heart, to narrate such a wonderful opening, then bear with me, 
in a rewrite from the Ouroboros. Another tale rewritten by the codex of the seeker’s blood. 
The reason why it pains me, is that, the original text fully explain the trait of Empaths. Yet, I 
rewrite it. Spoken in the duality of a Serpent’s tongue as a Christo Constantine: Ignis Ardet. 
The fire burns. This world keeps falling in the ancient count of four. Aqua Fluit. The water 
flows. I felt it in the water. Aer Ictus. The air blows. I smell it in the air. Quidem.The matter 
manifests. As roots shoot through the earth. Much that once was is lost, for none now live 
who remember it. It all began with the creation of immortality, in the great ring of the 
Ouroboros, the very ring of reincarnation. The Trinity lore was bestowed unto the Elves. 
The 72 Immortal beings of Gods, creating wisdom and the beauty of Elves. Seven rings 
were granted to the Dwarph Lords of the Necromancy and to their brothel keeps. But know 
this. Nine rings were crafted unto mortal man. The human race that above all else desire 
power. Know that these internal rings never ever can be broken, so that it governs the his- 
tory of knowledge. The life of the flesh. One ring was forged in the Doom of Armageddon, 
that took place long ago, in the mist of time. Forgotten by time, itself. The Dark Lord Seth, 
forged the one ring by Sethian lore. An O’Mostery Mastery ring. One ring to dominate the 
life of scribes. So saidth Tehuty of Atlantis. Tehuty, the tomb guardian and the guardian of 
the wheel of immortals. Know that all life, is imitated to be, set free and released into the 
great unknown, named ignorance’s bliss. Darkness amidst twilight seek light, in order to 
grow light. By now you must know that you wear the black cloth. Know that your own self- 
made religion, will be the end of all religion. Time of a good ten thousand years past, might 
even be a low count for a young beating heart. My heart be still. The black dawn of Yix just 
got jinxed by Djinns. Amen unto Amenta. For I have sworn you fair, and thought you bright, 
who are as black as hell, as dark as night. Does a night hold a head as well as an arse? Huh? 
Uttered the Knight’s templer on his donkey named 666 the beast. NOSFERATUS could 
have become a codex, nonetheless, none the least, definitely of the beast, but is was way 

too complex, too many binary grapes for the Apes. Yet, a simpler Troll Templer code of 20, 
will not make it any better. Alas, for better or for worse. A DeathDealer Extraordinaire - by 
trade in body & soul. Like a Mayan Serpent named Titi-Caca, but only named so from it’s 
head unto it’s ass. It is the Serpent’s tongue upon the Nemesis erect sexual nipples. Peter just 
called to say: Happy Shrew Year. The end of the year 2023=123123 binary. 666? Water for 
the Donkey & Souls for the Serpent. Going for a ride? The best advise is, always leave your 
options open, but when in a Lion park, always keep the doors locked. Canned goods for kitty. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-seven 
The Heal of Shamans 


The Devil's egg. The black yoke. Mayan eggs and it’s yoke with medicinal healing elements. 
Chinaman will just boil a metal Fabergé egg. Green eggs or green snakes? A green Mamba. 
A green poisonous African snake nick named Osiris. The small Osiris is bad in the iris of 
any woman, most women hoping that their mind goes blank, after such an encounter. 

We have often wondered as to which elements, that bring about the climate conditions in 
swamps and swamp-lands, birthing the most dreaded creature of all, the swamp monster, that 
always seems to produce alot of swampgas. An old Egyptian green creature, an Osiris, an 
Egyptian Skunkape, so faul, it conjured up seven plagues upon the ancients. Everso green, 
maybe it is the envy towards those greater snakes? Yet, the greater snakes, feel but helpless 
towards, the evergreen creature, and the greater snakes often faint in front of the Osiris. 

Rob him off his goods, him having paid the price of faul odour, then close your door and 
pray, that the poor critter will come around, eventually. These days, most people know, that 
the sleeping partner of Cleopatra, was the horrible Asp. A non-toxic viper and not the most 
feared venomous KING Cobra. They were Pharaohs, not Kings. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-eight 
The Holy Shroud 


The Holy Shroud of Turdout. Bogging feet is a treat? Most loveable white Dwarphs, then 
praying to loose a nose. Intel and computers? Well, it is something tee dee. Better than to 
watch paint dry. But why not take a dump on your lawn and watch in awe as the turd of hurt 
mysteriously vanishes. But how do they do it? Dunno. Don’t really know, oldtimer. Maybe 
the lawnmower guy knows. Him with the nose? You bet yee. Any instructions? I do believe 
US Army personel refer to it as doing some squads. Maybe bending the knee there, oldtimer, 
praying. Then take a dump on your lawn. The turd still dissappears? Always wondered about 
that, myself. But, it is a free world, right? Further instructions? Maybe X-ray surveillance on 
the turd of hurt, maybe even some thermal scans, oldtimer. It still dissappears? Is it the 
manna from the heavens? You know, rain that washes the turd away? Old native americans 
believe it to be, you know, the raindance, removing the stench from the entire tribe, making 
life bearable again. Maybe we all just end up as being the biggest chocolate fans. Duely 
noted, forgive me, bad editing. Oh...some potential here. Luv from Sweet Shitty Sweet- 
Tooth. Who is that scribe? Dunno. Maybe son of Thoth. Wouldn’t be surprised at all. Thoth 
the very first survior of us all, that actually survived wiping his arse in the Eldar Scrolls. 
Thoth or Thor? Is it him with the hammer? I hope not. So King James Bible 1611 AD. The 
soft tissue issue? Just might be the most sortout question of all time and ages. Definately a 
soft touchy issue. But we all get so pleased when someone seems to awake from her or his 
slumper. We all listen in awe to tales of a fallen world, but then, as usual the person shows a 
smug smile and says: But I cannot help as to wonder and ponder the words of John in Reve- 
lation, then followed by some biblical quote. But to be honest, everybody and I mean every- 
body just thinks: OH HELL NO. Might as well face it. Face the music. Some of us might end 
up there ourselves, because we all need a payday and a monthly paycheck. Mums the word. 
Meaning shut the fuck up. The insomnia blackbird is a chainsmoker with tics round the eyes. 
To put it bluntly. Shit on the lawn rotting? Beautiful birds singing high praise in the morning. 
Still some half digested corn left in the freshly layed turd, hungry beaks on birds, you get the 
picture. Surely, it must be nature’s bliss and not bless. Not alot of singing birds, these days, 
you get the picture. Another glorious dawn. Italic fonts or plain Italian, you dumbfuck? 


Huh! Dogshite or Catshite? Eww..how racist, what about the otter shite, asked the beaver. 
May it all rot! said the rotter behind the rudder. Chocolate pancakes? Umm..with almonds 
and honey. Not new, prefer normal pancakes with half a pear and hot Chocolate-sauce. Huh? 
What editing issues. Don’t get it. Get it. Maybe why people demand most foods in a merry 
can with food security. Stealthy unhealthy news. Kids...Zoo tickets. Yeah...! At least the air 
is free in a Zoo, and in free world. The scent of blood, urine, shite, fresh meat, barf, sweat 
and animals in heat. Says it all, man. Stanky Spanky then gets lost in the Zoo. Hanging out 
doing fuck all. Is it just me? Still awaiting a salvation army, but not exactly a Hero. And 
today, I saw one Elephant, eat another Elephant’s pooh, in a chill moment. Saw it with my 
own eyes, but later on I also saw the footage from my own eyes, but on-line going viral? 
Might have to add that I didn’t owned a cellphone nor a camera at the time. WhatTheFuck. 
Sometimes people starve themselves by periodic hunger periods. Sometimes you even get 
floored by consuming small amounts of food, eat a mere three Cheese Nachos dipped in hot 
Salsa Sauce. You pass out. We all end up looking like Skeletons with bellybelts, rather later 
than sooner. THE BLOOD CHAPTER: A GOOD nights rest sleeping with mi liege (leech) 
Huh...look at the size of that leech, big as the dude’s underarm. Size matters. Another dawn.. 
step..1..2..3..drop. A dram a drop! Toilet paper. The Japanese Toilet paper? 

Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-nine 
The Twilight of Dusk’s Duality 


Shooting the Breeze, in three languages. Den Danske modstandsfilm Ordet. Af Karl Theo- 
dor Drejer Nilsson, har sikkert inspireret mange ofre, til at vandre ud fra deres skjul, for at 
zede Deres ulidelige lys. En tekst fra Jydernes konge. Det skal lyde fra Jyden, som er svag og 
blod, som blede fleskesveer. Flaeskestegs-besveerlig. For at sige det pa godt Jysk: Hvem end 
du er, hvad end du er, sa tror du vel ikke, at du kan abne op og ned for folks personlighed, 
som en skide konserves dase. Individualitet og intellektualitet er jo stadigveek, to meget 
veerdifulde og verdsatte ord, som du totalt hader, overalt 1 eksistensen. Givet mit eget indivi- 
duelle og intellektuelle studie, tror jeg, at Jesus var den forste der turde nzevne det, med livet 
som indsats. Guds rige er blandt os. Det forste offer. Ifelge nogen, endda verdens allerforste 
rovmord. Men Moses var der vist forst, sadan er det med torst, efter de Egyptiske royale 
redder. Et tilbagevendende ar nul, rovmordet pa “personen’”, der forsogte at genoprette de 
zldre Egyptiske konge riger. Som var regeret af Pharaoherne og ikke konger. Betragtet som 
fortidens myter? Der er mange af disse myter. Kristus eller Krishna, treenet 1 Indien...etc. 
Mange teorier omkring vores VERDEN. Vore redder. Men finder det egentligt latterligt. De 
fleste ved det allerede. Atlantisk. Mayansk. Egyptisk. Necropolis. Amen, gjorde det engang. 
Engang var tiden sikkert linezer, men tror ikke pa det lengere. Lidt som et gammelt Katolsk 
ikon-billede af en hvid Kristus figur. Men de fleste folk nu om stunder siger sa: Men...men.. 
men..manden er jo hvid og har aldrig nogensinde morgenhar? Men man undres blot, for man 
fores til spot. Sa forhabentligt ikke, endnu to stykker tre af krydsfiner, der skal samles til et 
kors, men denne gang, med en vinge-metrik, vendt mod ens egne skulderblade, sa ens egne 
vinger mistes endnu engang, uanset hvilken hudfarve man besidder. Er tiden ikke kommet til 
at fatte de spirituelle elementer. De Egyptiske seks elementer, levnet fra Necropolis .|. Spiri- 
tualismen introduceret af Dion Fortune, engang 1 1930 Anno Domino. Se til de evigt fortabte, 
dem uden de indre vinger (R.E.M - Dreammetid) og dem uden det indre syn, men det er vel, 
stadigt frelsen for visse individer, at sta uden for rotterzeset, for vi kan fandenme ikke alle, 
vere Guds bern. 


Man undres blot, man undres stadigveek, om hvordan De sa vil korsfeeste dem selv, denne 
gang? Et “ger-det-selv” kors er blevet foreslaet fra anden side. Men min venstre mand vre- 
des extremt steerkt, nar jeg sparker ham vagen i hans tunge sovn. Men det positive aspekt i et 
sakaldt “goer-det-selv” kors, er vel dilemmaet om det sidste syv tommer som? Fundamentet 
bliver vi vist aldrig nogensinde enige om, og det 1 al evigheds evighed. Syv rimer jo pa lyv, 
ikke sandt, din tyv. Men med et lige seks, dyrker vi jo alle, alkymisternes hekse. Men noget 
chokolade glasur pa alle kagerne, gor det vist ikke bedre? Sexuel lav-alder burde stadigveek 
vere 16 ar. Men lad os gore det officielt. En Slange alkymist, kan jo stadigveek, gro en fuld 
konsbeharing pa en otte-arig pige. Og alle ved jo ogsa, at en rigtig hund elsker karameller, 
hunde spiser gladeligt karamellen. Bade, med eller uden har pa! Man kan vist ikke vinde de 
blinde, heller ikke med en savlende forerhund. Gamle Knirke sperger sa 1 sovne: Hvad laver 
du? Er vist besvaret: Jeg laver bade sunde og usunde lorte, i uren skjorte, der bade prutter 

og dutter! Der er jo altid darligt lort, der sprutter godt og noget godt brunt sterilt lort, der 
dufter lidt for smat. Men oversat fra engelsk, med Dragen’s treelar, forstar man jo lorten: Man 
forstar bade, de al for harde lorte, de sode blode lorte og ikke mindst den rendende diarré. 
Nogle gange endda den famgse og beremte: Tre i en. Som engleenderne ynder at sige: Shit 
happens! Men al lort er jo selvgjort, sa er det da vist sagt og gjort. Men endeligt et ende lig, 
et dedt revhul. Et lig. Kan vitterligt kun besvares med ordene: Rend mig 1 traditionerne. 
Bevares, med et udsagt jamen og et udsogt Amen. Men selv det endte da vist med et eller 
andet navn. Pa engelsk er navn eller amen, sadant vist cirka det samme. Hvorfor soge no- 
gens navn? John Carpenter. Cathy Baker...at one time just a first name followed by his or her 
profession. Then people specialized, turning their hobbies into professions. New jobs, new 
titles and new occupations. Try to google the catch phrase: You cannot have it both ways, 
originates from where exactly? An early recording of the phrase is in a letter on 14 March 
1538 from Thomas, Duke of Norfolk, to Thomas Cromwell, as ““a man can not have his cake 
and eat his cake”. So really old. Was Thomas a friend of Shakespeare? Was it Thomas C. 
Crapper? To be or not to be. To eat or not to eat? However always hated the mentioned line, 
such a Demotivational message to say unto others. But a really old saying like from the 15th- 
16th century. Tic-Toc, that is a wooping 500 years! What was that? A wise man? Really no 
need, step away from the penguins. Stay away from me. Wisemen? No need, there is google 
and a ton of other websites. Some do name the internet, as being nothing more than a mod- 
ern jukebox, but it is way more fun, than books. Even interactive in it’s nature. But I still got 
books. So I can have it both ways, these days! Problably need to round it off by some german 
literary lines, but I am a bit rusty in German. Der Idiot in drei Sprachen. Sieg Heal. But how? 


AZTEC Chapter Fourty 
The Amen Exodus unto Dwat or Duat 


Say what? Dwat or Duat. Word up. Den..der..das..etwas..die Scheie scheiBen. Der Idiot in 
drei Sprachen. Huh? Demeter. DeYard. DieMeilen. The last voyage of the Demeter, was it 
measured in meters or miles? Measured by the stars for sure. An ancient science named As- 
trology. Out of a thrill, going in for the kill? Sa er der jo Somandens treettende vise om sgens 
folk med al og dolk. Nytars torsken’s evige liv med senneps-sauce. Somandens liv og hans 
ulidelig evne som rim-smed: Lort rimer pa gjort, indtil jager idioten skyder pa en hjort. En 
lille uskyldig hjort, der blot lagde en lille stinkende petite lort. Men en “lad-det-koste” 
krokodille eller en stupid hjort pa en skjorte, er vel bedre en stinkende lort pa en hellig 
kjortel. Men hvad ind i helvede er en hellig kjortel, er det mon en sort skjorte? taenkte den 
sorte. Man er jo altid bedrevidende om helligt lort, nar den langt om lenge, er lagt og gjort. 


Ildelugtende og ildebefindende bringer altid harme i alle sindene. Skreemmeren’s datter 
teenker sa: Flaget Dannebrog er jo blot to fejl farver i trae-sko, noget serigst lort. Men gjort 
blod og tomat sovs, kan jo ikke ses pa farven sort. Urinen der pludseligt springer fra min 
jomfruelige lysk, pa godt jysk, pisset er en tand brysk. Men urin stanken er al for hard og 
brysk, det ma da vere darligt jyysk. Man frygter at man i dorken gar og teenker pa den pis 
lugtende hus-mar. Sadan er det jo med lort og en rotte-rede, nar husmaren vil rotten ede. 
Man kan blot bede til, de dumme redbeder, nar man selv angsten sveder. Men sa gar lynlasen 
al for hurtigt op, til den flappende forhud selv siger stop. Oftest efterfulgt af Jungle-brelet, 
mens man pludseligt vagner op i al blodet, gennem sglet. Man far et fol. Man foler follet, til 
blodet storknes, og man sperger indtil Ollet. Blot stede, for at fode, for at blade. Whiskey er 
jo ogsa noget godt pis, indtil italiensk whiskey pa bordet star, det er ganske vist, men ogsa 
noget uszlgeligt pis. En pissende dreng, som whiskey label, kan vel seelge deres udueligt pis, 
som velsmagende fabel. Men darligt lort, med Manneken pis humor, gar jo som smurt. Pa 
krejler jysk ornes der pludseligt: Luurt! Ja, sa er den da vist ude og ikke en indefeengslet lort, 
pa den synkende skude. Inde pa den lukkede, hvor alle bukkede? Man undres stort, hvad er 
nu det her for noget lort? Japaner bukke, til alle mennesker matte deres stjerne lukke? Sterilt 
er livet blot, 1 alle kendte stjerners navne, der altid soger kvindernes barme og deres hidsige 
harme. Nu skal vi da vist lukke af, 1 hvert thi fald, for 1 dag. Natten er jo givet, som sovnens 
dede drag i livet. Skuden synker jo vanen tro, mens alle ligeglade, blot gar til ro. Fred synger 
Nattergalen Atter Dag. En meget bitter Pilot bag konsollen, kan blot konstaterer, Kontrol og 
analsex, staves jo sa: Lort nok. Fred herfra. Kongeriget Danmark: Idioten pa de tre Sprog. 
Der Deutsche Reich: Der Idiot in drei Sprachen. Der Zeitgeist in der Maschine. The Unit- 

ed Kingdoms: The Idiot in three Languages. Oh, the decision must be unanimous, IDIOT! 
English: Good luck and good looks. Deutsch: Scheie. Dansk: Lort. English: Good luck 

and good looks. Deutsch: Arschloch. Dansk: Revhul. Vil du have en ol? But know, all three 
were rested by International English: He didn’t make it. What a shame, who is to blame? 
The grudge and hatred must have been that high. What could have caused it? All the wars! 
Language confusion? Could the reasons be something along these lines? A boat without rats 
is dead against nature, unnatural. So I guess, someone never ever been on a modern-day 
luxury cruise with Tom, running on empty. I wonder as to why? Modern luxury cruises and 
the following bruises, due to two meter high and hairless rats. Most people cannot afford 
such luxury, nor the endless pain that follows. Demeter always running out of coins and 
money, as when your old car gets clamped or towed. Witches and toads. Think we have been 
here countless times before. So mini-me still persisting on a full week, consisting of a full 

11 weekdays. A Spidey Mayan Calendar obsession, very hard to kill. A name rendered unto 
each dawn of each mourn, upon each curseth sunlight. This time round actually suggesting 
these following days: A Mum day. A Dad day. A Son day. A Night day. A Bright day. So 6 
stations or days left. Then what about the six Egyptian Elements: A Water day. An Air day. A 
Fire day. A Soul day. A Matter day. A Spirit day. It will either unfold, or wither and turn into 
old cheesy mould, covered in dust. So we are all, in zink and sinking, with the fun 

fungal guy. Konichiwa. Huh? So a new week, like today? As good a day, as any day or a 
Good day. So on a Good day? Well, on a Good day or on an aniday, make up your mind? 
Good day, Sir! Well, would you look at the time. Peace at last. But is the tic-toc peace here 
to last? Page completed on STARDATE 13112023 @ 22:20 AMP. Mein Fuhrer. Aber wie 
schiefien wir die Scheie ab? Die ScheiBe scheiBen..nee. Zumindest eine dffentliche Toilette 
oder eine alte verlassene Kohlenmine. Aus Liebe zum Kabeljau. Danke, Cod. Zumindest 
mindestens. Maske, menes der en kirkegard? En mindesten eller en hovedsten, der meder en 
hjornetand? Hvad mener du? Tandsten? Sa masser af tandsten og kalk 1 kosten. Dejlige oste 
med kalk og tree-koste, men nu i selve osten. En ny dizt. Amen til Jamen. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-one 
The Staff of Ra 


soa Co 


Flight within the human mind. The Guardian’s Spirit. Khu-Ka-Dwat/Duat. To put it in 
laymen’s terms, it means: Mind, Body & Soul. The Ka, the vessel is deliberately chosen as 
being named as a body for it’s sole protection. But as the Trinity elements are intertwined 
like Serpents, it is ludicrous to seek one truth to the three elements as they are duale in 
nature. Ka and body is the vessel for all souls, if you do believe in such. The body is the 
temple & the Ka is the inner celestrial body (soul), that is capable to astralproject from our 
crowns and kethers, that is, if the manifestation keys still are intact. Some will refer to it as 
Khu, an older word, describes it as being the God energy. The pineal gland is situated within 
our brains and that is where the cerebral hemisphere lays. The eye of Ra. But it applies for us 
all. Eventually we all end up there, sitting in the devil’s lap. Hippocampus - Ammon’s horn, 
to judge right from wrong, to divide light and darkness. To part eternity into black and white. 
But in between is the inner light. The inner Kingdom. Always tell yourself: [AM GOD - and 
my body is my temple and remember that the kingdom resides within me. The inner king- 
dom of all. Word of Ra: I embrace ALL. 

Trying to restore the ancient Trinity lore that brought at least a good 5000 years worth of 
peace. There were uprisings back then, in the middle Dynasty/Kingdom, uprising in both 
Luxor and Thebes, but all in all, a restful period of a good 5000 years, that is the lore of it, 
the spoken word handed down through generations. The Universe of mentalism. The source. 
The Khu, creates the Spirit of eternity in multiple universes through eons of time and restores 
entire worlds in the blink of an eye. For the records. The terminology of the holy three have 
alternated through time, that is, if you believe in such. Atlantis: Any known marks? Mayan 
marks being: Inca. Aztec. Maya. Egyptian marks being: Khu. Ka. Dwat/Duat. In the Queen’s 
english: Mind. Body. Soul. The great empire of Britannia, often referred to as the Victorian 
age, that lead mankind onto the industrial revolution. A Revolution of a much greener 
nature? That, I will choose to name as being Evolution. The Luciferian Tree of Life, and the 
Paths as he corresponded them with the 22 Hebrew letters. The old catch twenty-two. 

The learnedth scholars descibe the Dragon’s Trinity lore of the tree in the following fashion: 
The three Horizontal lines are the 3 Mothers. The Vertical lines are supposedly the 7 Doubles 
(paths/points). The invisible nature manifested in between the 7-8 points, but there are still 
three fathers in the 3 lines drawn, if the Sun will ever dawn. The Diagonal lines are the 12 
Elementals (Elementars) But with all due respect ask yourselves is it not the same game of 
ancient past. Whatever you choose to believe in, be it 12 elementars fewer or more, it is still 
the old binary of all the six elements. An even six of the Ancients. That I choose to adore, 
simpler than more. Less is more. At one point in history were the son’s number ten and the 
father’s number twelve, still deemed as being utterly unholy. I will always choose to stand 
by the six elements, and their binary divide, solely because it is easier to remember and more 
truthful in terms of alchemy and metallurgy. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-two 
The Ka 


Omens can be bad & good. Too much doubt shadows the mind in mentalism’s curse. 
Thoughts too deep, so you loose the present of your own livelyhood, therefore remember 

to live a little, day by day. The Universal Thinker. Existence, is a flux between a continious, 
decline and incline of various energiforms and matter, on various levels of existence. Blood. 
The bullshit of a century or a millenium? You tell me! Thoughts when they get their first bite 
of it, getting stoned on life. Always high on metabolism and symbolism. Totally stoned into 
afterlife upon afterlife. It is the fountain of youth, the divine Alchemy of organisms versus 
the dull chemistry of minds. Talk is cheap, while highpriced whores are extremely expensive. 
Dead is the world. The heresay of the building blocks of chemistry, dull as they are: 

N5 * 04 « Z1 ¢ E3 ¢ S6 @ Na2. Does it not read out loud: Zones, not available for life. Alas, 
dead is but the world, my minions. Mankind is a stone. A cube stone during his evolution, 
which I truely believe to be dead, despite countless revolutions. The individual at his or her 
beginning is symbolic of the rough stone, an individual before their involution. Tell it as it 
is: Devolutionary. The own self at completion is supposedly a polished stone. The perfect 
ashlar of a cosmic man, seeking creation. Sounds like the sculptor’s nightmare. Seeking only 
the blood, in the flesh turned into stone by the Serpent’s Alchemist with his water-duster, 

to show the petrified flesh and skin and bones of all corpses hailed unto Medusa witchcraft 
and her alchemist crown upon all life. Dead is but the world? Polished stone, you insensitive 
asshole, what about the rod and my fingernails? Who said that? Dunno? Maybe Herod or 
Hisrod of old Zion? Must have been Einstein, then? I would hardly call that a rod. Tell it ass 
it is, hun: Huh? Heodd? Well, I already know that, you insensitive ashole! Mankind is still 
and forever more a minor reproduction of the macro-cosmos, and the creation of a universal 
man, named Adam Kadom. The cube symbolizes, the evolution and unfolding of mankind. 
Yet, you cannot fit the 3D kitty box in the “AIl Nature Laws Combined”. Maybe why the cat 
always been out off the bag. You suddenly get hit by some visuals of Adamas on a bridge. 
Hindsight: Officer on deck. Ass you were! Privates thinking: Once an asshole always an 
ashole. Might sound wormy disrespectful, even rescentful. But dont know about you? But I 
am only made out of flesh and blood. Now, I am gonna get stoned on Cannabis Sativa. 
Always respect nature, but guide the best you can when you hit the disrespectful nature, like 
silent Serpents. Somewhere past the bloody waders. I do know when I am under and when 

I am dreaming. Oldtimer, would you stop using the old morsecode on mi cluttering teeth, 
when I sleep. Hoping for you to return to the grinding of teeth in Surbiton. thank yee. I do 
know what I say and when I say it. I know when I am awake. I am. Can it get any worse? 
O’Shu...like a foot up yeer arse, but this time round wearing a shoe, maybe with some metal 
or hidden blade? O’Shu...as in codex, meaning, get tee fuck, since the word Jesus Christ 
have no effect? Cant it get any worse? Garlic used to work! Can it get worse? Metal shoes 
at high-seas, instead of Darth’s bloody waders. Sweetheart, let me make you a cast of your 
beautiful feet with sillicone. She then thinks, it looks and smells like concrete? But how 
would she know, if not a bricklayer or a mason? Old school says, nails through the cabin 
boy’s feet, but in the ship’s deck, as the boat sinks to the oceans floor. People keep asking 
questions: An ageold question being in being: But then who created God? My magnificence, 
just in case you exist? Deadman’s switch is the brothelkeep number seven from a celestrial 
viewpoint. Loose one and have six blank children in a sixshooter. Can a headless frencman 
sweat? Well, not from his eyebrows! Thou shall not kill and the paradox: We eat at day while 
we ead at night, and grow chubbier amidst twilight. Let’s ead. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-three 
A Red Brothel Keep 


Index. The Producer’s Matter. Knowledge matured by mentalism. E=MC2, provided us with 
the E=MC2 Empire. In the 1950’ties. But I ask: Is science even Mathematics. It is, but only 
one science of many. “Everything is energy and that’s all there is to it. Match the frequency 
of the reality you want and you cannot help but get that reality. It can be no other way. This 
is not Philosophy, this is Physics”. Quote Albert Einstein. Fruits being apples and oranges, it 
still sounds Alpha and Omega old. The Cortex, the place where the decisive factor should 
reside. But for most of us a plain zero, which in return brings no consequence, but also 
peace, a sense of peace. Not necessarily peace of mind. Once highly debated if Albert 
Einstein even wrote the above mentioned quote. But I would still say it can only stem from 
one of the dead. If not, a devout person totally caught up in mentalism of mathematics. 
Mathematical insane. Math ill. I would still love a scale with no zero assigned to it. Maybe 
we all were forewarned by the old Kelvin scale of minus 273 minus degrees Celcius, as an 
absolute zero. That is, back then. Some might even claim that all Mathematicians are some- 
what nullified. I, myself, cannot seem to get past the ciffer of zero, trying to think out of the 
box. I am too zero brainwashed, high on whiskey, but zero influenced. Bubbleboy signing 
off. “Everything is energy and that’s all there is to it!’’? Well, I guess that settles it for you, 
you insensitive asshole. Must have worked wonders at one time. The Hypotenuse lore of 
Greece. We all know the story, Oldtimer. The philosopher. Old Pythagoras sitting in his 
ancient Egyptian gravechamber, in ancient Athena, not being able to communicate, as he had 
no tongue, nor any teeth. But slowly rotting away, due to him seeing too much of the world, 
seeing through centuries. He problably dawned to the fact that all organisms do expire 
eventually. Babyfood was very scarce back then, in old Greece, some might say, no wonder! 
He desperately tried to convey his last formula unto this Earth. He extended his fatigued left 
arm. He then shows a thumbs up, then tilts the thumb twice to the left, he then tilts the thumb 
twice to the right. He then extends the middle finger and flips the bird twice. 

Ergo, for those holding codex: a2+b2=c2. But the hidden code, an even six, is way easier to 
remember. That is before some Doctor from HELL butcher and dismember your very own 
limbs. But alas, his handgestures were painstakingly misread by the entering Greek Geek 
Doctor, followed by him being stabbed, strangled, shot and drowned in his bathtub, named 
Morrison, as he with tears in his eyes looked upon his yellow rubberduck named Codex. 
Oh....Codex...! Old Pythagoras died a straight man in Greece. Wouldn’t be surprised at all. 
Do you mean stiff as a board and bored as a stiff? Nah...not really. Was he by any chance 

a homofobic. Don’t really know, but wouldn’t you also become a homofobic, if your own 
assassin and murder was a gay man. Laughing as he slayed you. Gay, they must have had so 
much fun back then, being gay, being happy. Argh...old Greece. Oh...man! 

Matthew 7:7-8: Ask, and you will receive; seek, and you will find; knock, and the door will 
be opened to you. For everyone who asks will receive, and anyone who seeks will find, and 
the door will be opened to those who knock. Well, it is over. The door is already open and 
cannot be shut down? But back door opened in the hospital by anal rape...err...that ain’t it. 
Ewww. Dirtback. A somewhat misunderstood concept of higher ordinance. Backdoor man.... 
where is my DOORS Music? Gamle Yaz. Old Yaz and all that jazz. Still cannot change our 
eastern history of the old three elements of YIN-TAO-YAN. The historical truth according to 
both books and lore. Law and lore. Be it Yix or Yaz. Yin or Yan. I guess very few ever work 
out, that old Serpent’s TAO, hanging in the middle. Smurfs travelled the world, on a red and 
blue zebra, and passed the Korean flag with spray paint. The Brothel-keeper always stays in 
number Seven, despite the colourful endings in white. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-four 
A Genesis unto the Nemesis 


My own personal Nemesis. Everytime I feel too spaced out, too zombied out, then I keep 
returning to my number one timeline mystery. Everytime I feel too “normal”, then I 

always login to the internet, and surf to Google Earth. Taking a stroll down a memory lane 
named September Road. I keep returning, to the same location. but I really loose it, every- 
time. I always loose it. I awake. I die another day. September road - lays in a small Danish 
village named Klarup. Let me guess, maybe a future lake, as a possible safe? I remember 
the year 1991 AD, exactly, because my first “girlfriend” and I saw the movie, the silence of 
the lambs, in the theaters. Premiere date checks out. But alas, Google Earth Imagetry date is 
supposedly 03/2022 AD But the date “checks” out, the movie premiere, silence of the lambs 
was in april 1991 AD. But the problem is, that I personally swung by the address, in the year 
2005-2006 AD, on my homeless 3 year gutter run. Whatever this place is, this facility, this 
reality, this existence, then it is truely dead. I mean nothing has changed. I mean nada. 

I mean ABSOLUTE NOTHING. First runner up. Tree growth? Oh..sure? Odd. Even the 
small marker stick with red paint is still here and was still there? 1991 AD - 2005/2006 AD. 
So second runner up. Red Marker stick totally torn by which weather elements? Sun? This 
is so totally fucked up. Is the irony in it, then supposed to be the silence of the lambs. Been 
there for decades. All of us might as well shut up, because no one is gonna believe any of us 
anyway. Ending up with the lines, you know, that you never can trust women. Brother? You 
cannot trust ANYONE. Man, woman or child. Be they sheep or lambs. White or Black. We 
can only trust the silence and the marks of beasts. Be they destructive or creative in nature, 
or maybe even hold both traits, if you have the brains and time for it. Creastruction. 

Maybe the fact of sorrow, is that an Ouroboros is pretty much on autopilot, much like two 
individuals, two lone wolves meeting up. One wolf asks, can you even believe this shite? 
The other wolf answers: HELL NO.!. Well, neither can I, barked the wodden hound dog. 
Most likely the very end of the entire conversation. That in all likelyhood, only can birth, the 
silence of hound and fox, alike. Meow? God and the sum of all fears. So the Ankh of life de- 
scended upon this world. And the copy Cat says: It is an arc. It didn’t work, kitty didn’t make 
it. Then the arc descended upon this world. And the copy Cat says: It is the holy grail. It 
didn’t work, kitty didn’t make it. The holy grail, only ending up with a dog’s barbecue grill. 
The Holy Anubis grill. Summed up. Truth be said and sad. Die deutsche Autobahn Fleisch 
Industrie. Huh? Poor, poor, poor kitty. Oh, Holy shite! Pensioners would choose Whiskas. 
Kitty then asks, any whiskey or alcohol in it? Yummy, finally a good beef slurpie. Is it some 
kind of new Cat God! Bastet? Well, Cat-woman in latex did it for me. A Laboratory Named 
EDEN. A child raised by television, eventually you begin questioning nature and your real- 
ity. Some believe that our Gods are Aliens? Some say, that the base of humanoid evolution 
are apes. So, yes. I do believe in Alien Gods as those engineers. The Bonobo breedings tells 
it all. What do we see? A green screen experience of wildlife, that once existed, already 
exterminated? Taking a stroll down memory lane, with or without fig leafs. As goes for the 
claim of Earth (This existence), word has it, that it is some sort of laboratory. A lab, named 
E.D.E.N. But naysayer will undoubtably deny such allegations and say that such notions are 
far fetched. As no one of us can grasp existence, yet alone, understand the size of this Earth, 
it may have led to the notion of humans being some fixed race, with fixed Hungarian growth 
ratio? And we as a race resorted, to traditions of myths, to maintain and uphold such a fash- 
ion of mindsets. Reality. My reality was once this perspective. True story. Mister NORMAL 
(me) once entered the nuthouse, as normal and then got returned back home, being all nuts. 
Dude, I will never be able to rebound by the visuals of one German patient, in the hospital 
cell, sitting in his hospital bed with an open gut, with tubes and with all kinds of weird shite 


going on, in his inners, but he is awake and still talking to a nurse. What can you do, but try 
to distance all the freak-show madness with some black humor. What’s next? Installment of a 
hamster wheel? Some people love to work with or in humans? Sounds inhumane? Guess that 
Genesis only ended up in it’s own Nemesis. What’s next entering hospitals and leaving as 
cyborgs? Uhh Uhh Cuckoo. Thank you, but thank you no. Amen. Amen. Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-five 
The 42-45 Egyptian Ma’at 


Please note, that the historical Ma’at of ancient Egypt consisted of 42 divine ideals. Once 
upon a time revered, as the 42 Cardinal virtues in the service of the Royal Reign. 

The key of Aranubis-Phat. The 45 ideals of ancient Ma’at. 

1. I honour silence of virtue. (Aken) 2. I benefit without violence. (Ash) 

3. Lam non violent. (Ma’at) 4. I respect the property of others. (Buckis) 

5. I know that all life is sacred. (Hathor) 6. I try to be generous. (Ha) 

7. I walk with truth. (Imoteph) 8. I treasure books of divinity. (Thoth) 

9. I respect knowledge of truths. (Seker) 10. I eat what is offered. (Ptah) 

11, I speak with good intent. (Ruty) 12. I relate to peace. (Sobek) 

13. I consider animals sacred. (Wadjet) 14. I believe in myself. (Min) 

15. I care for all matter. (Mut) 16. I tend the fire. (Nuut) 

17. I tend the air. (Horus) 18. I tend the water. (Hapi) 

19. Trely on my own council. (Osiris) 20. I speak good of others. (Reshep) 

21. I balance my emotions. (Sekhmet) 22. I trust my relations. (Shu) 

23. I try to uphold purity. (Satis) 24. II try to spread joy. (Anubis) 

25. I do the best I can. (Tutu) 26. I communicate with care. (Sothis) 

27. I listen to both opinions. (Qadesh) 28. I seek harmony. (Isis) 

29. I promote laughter. (Mehen) 30. Iam capable of love. (Baal) 

31. I forgive and forget. (Zenenet) 32. Iam non abusive towards others. (Pakhet) 

33. IT act with care. (Merit) 34. Iam not judgemental. (Geb) 

35. I follow my inner guide. (Amun-Ra) 36. I distort through time (Ouroboros) 

37. I try to do good. (Yah) 38. I give blessings. (Qebhet) 

39. I try to uphold optimism. (Sia) 40. I praise destiny. (Bastet) 

41. I try to be humble. (Seth) 42. I move with integrity. (Bat) 

43. I advance by self (Kauket) 44. I embrace the bad with the good. (Kek) 

45. I embrace all. (Ra) Ra’s legion. So be it. So was it. So it still is. To the trained eyes of 
the Scholar, it is truely two pillars. A pillar of the Cobra and a pillar of the Vulture. 

Two pillars of all the uneven ones, just trying to get even. Revenge often requires a good set 
of eyes. Two eyes. Wise men have no need for ladders, but only resort to laughter. As goes 
for all the dreaded ladders, be it Jacob’s ladder or the ladder of Job, then might I ask: What 
the fuck is the fucking point, if all ends up even, in the latter days? For those inflicted, take 
one day at a time, one step at a time. What’s the rush, if not, but a bleeding haemorrhage. 
The spell of Amon. Your mind be still. Dead. Who are you to become? I fully rest in the 
sleeper’s coffin, which is covered and hidden. You act like a fighter. Yet, your heart is still 
like Osiris. So enter the belly like a fly. See inside to unlock your brain, steeped in bondage. 
Such is the internal vibrations and speech of the Ouroboros. Silence, not to be heard. A body 
limp and a knee worn. I am Horus, the son of Isis, and I leave on my own. To begin a black 
book. Calculate the spells granted from the East. To root out soul and annihilate corpse, but 
know, that it only will ignite the fires of ancient tombs. The magic and mystery of Osiris is 
sacred, guarded by the Immortal count of 72. The tombs of fires that seek to repent. The 
plague of death only rendered by a kiss of life. 


The breath of a Salmon. The evil breath of smoke has incased me in death and I have exhaled 
too many times to know of false lore, died too many times, without any love rendered. I find 
the breath of life to be a plague upon the living. A joke on life. They shall not die. Unique 

are all Serpents of the dusty Ouroboros cloth. They are the bread in our mouths and a breath 
of fresh air. They are a just portion of meals. They will become the fishbone stuck in your 
throat. A spell wand. Cast a spell upon Horus. Cast a spell upon Seth. But know that two 
piles of Zebra dung, never produced the one pile (Hemorrhoid). Whore us. O’Horus. Build 
fires above and put fires out below. So she may spread eagle and show you her silent lips. 
Moist meadows of heat. I have seen the unseen. So I will starve into the unseen, if need be. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-six 
Individualism 


Knowledge theft from ancient Egypt, done by Greece, in collaboration with the Roman 
Empire, that is what the lore tells us. Nonetheless I think alot about the dawn of the very 
enlightenment, itself. Is it not safe to say that, in the moment, where the creatures became 
selfaware, it couldn’t possible have had any ciffer zero assigned unto it. If you exist, zero 
cannot possible exist. Is it too logical. Is it too simple? Still makes you wonder about the 
mathematics of ancients. There must have been a Trinity lore to it, it is still in there, even 
present in the Gregorian 100-scale maths. And from where does the knowledge from ciffers 
stem from, it’s point of origin? Maybe a simple answer would be: Survival in much higher 
numbers. Maybe the months of pregnancy was a guideline at one point, till someone dropped 
the eightball. Yet, some still claim that mathematics are the very language sent to us from the 
stars. If so, it still sounds a bit Mathematical insane. But dare I say it, mentalism upon the 
minds of all asexual creatures, is odd. Is there even any salvation in Sex? We all seek sex. 
All know sex sells. Be it real or in our minds. The driven element. Propulsion. Further more, 
for those sexually commited, Everybody knows that mankind has been fucking around with 
some carpenter’s cock ruler, measuring the crown jewels, since the days of Napoleon and his 
most esteemed associate Mister Johnson. Hate speech? Not really. But I guess someone need 
to ask such lame questions. Is the penis size related to our DNA, meaning hereditary, or is 

it related to the enviroment, the habitat, related to the amount of calories during pregnancy, 
related unto alchemy etc? Of course, it would be pretty tragic, if not somewhat ironic, if all 
poor people are born with smaller penis sizes. If true, then certainly real hard to swallow for 
most of us. A Slaverace dictated by means. But as with most Skinwalkers, the fact remains, 
that we are all born in the skin which we are treading in. Maybe a tad provocative, but who 
really knows? Either way, is it not all about resources to each individual, and the lesson is 

to learn to manage our intake so we can get by, day by day, till our own expire date. A very 
toxic issue of debate. Will someone take the bait, asked the fisherman unto the fishy fish? All 
the canned sardines screamed: “For the love of Cod! It’s a trap!”’. “Oh crap!”, thought the 
crab. As goes for the troublesome Gregorian 100-scale. Someone suggested that we returned 
to mark zero by X. X marks the spot, as in the traditions of Ancients. I then might suggest a 
plain ciffer 0 (zero) as a multiplication sign. The stuttering Mad Math Meth guy then thinks: 
Multiplication sign: 0. Addition sign: +. Substraction sign: -. Division sign: \. Equal2 
sign: =. As goes for measurements of Ancients. The full measure was as record shows a 9 
cubits, whatever it detailed? It might be related unto the Royal female pregnancy.!. 

As goes for the law of nature, which some will choose to name, the Trinity lore of Dragons, 
in a much older tongue, then know, that it is still present in the Gregorian 100-scale? With or 
without the zero. With or Without you, played it too much. The LP. The record, that is. 


But as an exemplary up to the count of ten: 3-6-9. But I will still ask, is it even of nature? 
Is zero of nature, does zero even exist where there is life? Zero cannot exist if you exist. 
Always remember to add an X. Do you mean an addition, in addition to the annex. Any X? 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-seven 
Birth 


Amen. A creature that becomes self-aware, should also be considered as a birth. Angelical 
Self-Awareness. The judgementals upon our matter, solved by baptism in water, leading 

onto a whiskey on the rocks, no ice. 666 - the number of the beast. A codex none the least. 

A Deathdealer Extraordinaire. What’s it gonna be? asked the Impaler. Father or Son. Well, 
the Son says better my Dad than me and the Dad says better my Son than me. Mi liege, the 
old lore, says age before beauty. Ewww..but..but they are both ugly? I still wonder as to what 
exactly hangs in the middle. Me too. 666 Is Also The Numeric No.9 Of The Humanoid Birth. 
666 - is the red code of the inner spawn. 777- is the blue code of an outer spawn. 

The first death and the second death, till we all yearn for death. Till all seek death. So is the 
damnation upon Earth life. Servants of law and Serpents of lore. Dead against it. Resistance 
by human snakes for as long as humans exist. In twilight are the half-lifes of Skinwalkers, 
that only seek death unto their own mummification, not touched by hands of any mortals. 
Much like a book of the damned, a scripture that tried to manifest a one God’s given law, 
when all know that true life is pure lore. 666 - a Serpent Lord in the elevation of a Cross. 

But know this. Everything lost is meant to be found. So saidth, Tehuty (Thoth), from Ani’s 
lore scriptures. 666: My God is within me. 777: Your God resides in the sky. 

The kingdom of heaven is within you. And whosoever shall know himself shall find it. 
Egyptian Book Of The Dead. Is this world not locked, in a binary code, with two dead poles 
assigned to it. A dead Northpole and a dead Southpole. And the history of the Cross? Does it 
not hold an historical binary code to it? The Greek cross and the Christian cross. Could we 
not settle for a Greek cross and a saltire, as a given binary? It is a free world, right? 

But do know the cross of the Calvary. Know this: There is no outside of you, it is all an 
inside game. Why do you wash the outside of the cup? Do you not understand that the one, 
who created the inside, also is the one that created the outside? And yet, an assassin of the 
blessed Lady, might coil into a Serpent’s tongue and ask the following: Why do women wash 
the outside of their uterus? Don’t you understand that the one who received the inside, also is 
the one whom judged the outside. Procuring a love child, love in a moment. 

Further subjects of old lore will say: A grapevine was planted outside of the vineyard by the 
father. And since it is not supported, it will be pulled up by it’s roots and it will perish. 

And yet, a hired assassin, might coil his tongue, into the tongue of a Christo Constantine, 

the Serpent, and say: A mortal was planted inside a fallen mother, but impregnated from the 
outside by the father. The Birth engine. 667 Once a Ghost In The Maschine. Known as the 
Great Blendwerk. It is the great Clockwork of God, and within it’s very creation, such a high 
respect towards the human body, the humanoids. All because there are 24 hours in a full turn, 
like the fact, that we all have 24 fingers and toes. The hand of six. What truely rhymes with 
Clock? Must be the old six-pack talking. Beer anyone? Maybe the best way to produce the 
best creative brainwaves. I often feel that way. Trust most alcoholics are in the same lame 
fashion. Remember to eat or ead. Logically stated: The end days is not necessarily the end 
of life, but the very end of days. They used to call it a pension. Sometimes even the end of 

a calendar. That is, if you get too plastered, too pissed or too drunk. Or if you choose to live 
in a darknest. Most darknests appear to be, very low budget housing, these days. Like most 
stowaways, these days, hiding in some old loft, attic or even an annex, that is, if a x or an x, 
is written or god written by your own pen or your own true self. Good riddance, often 
landing on the shelf, to worship book worms and dust of Duat. Dwat or Duat? Word up. 
Duat is a good read, revisited by you. Dwat is still a good read. The very words of the dead, 


god written by the dead. Then, the Kingfisher, Norman Bates baits by asking: Where is 
Mummy? But hopefully, it is not the end of nature’s calendar. Depending on the nature. 
Depending on your worship. Meaning hopefully not the end of the Mayan calendar. Now, 
that might be the end of life. Maybe even the very end of might. They used to call it old age. 
Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-eight 
Time & Illusions 


Time, is but a fabric of minds. Sometimes time flies! Other times we feel the emotions of 
stagnation, leading on to depressions. I have spoken to a lot of borderliners, through the 
years. I myself, have also experienced time-distortions and even some time-displacements. 
Maybe most of us go through it, but it is too hard to explain to fellowman, yet alone, fathom 
the phenomenon, ourselves. Maybe why, it is easier to convey the sentiments: Fuck Off. 

So the 8th passenger is on a bus? So is it some kinda Alien or just an old age pensioner, on 
some coupon bus ticket? A new organism, you say. Well, the Alien kinda looks really, really 
old? Beyond age old. Very interesting. Is it then an Alien organism? Think so. Some do say, 
that their hearts are located in their knees. O’ ohh. The knee capping alone, it would involve, 
I only fear the worst, given the history of this place. All those doctorial boards of madness. 
So they are some holy praying individuals, getting down on their knees praying and preying 
with their hearts, only to get robbed of their hearts? Some humanoid praying mantis? I hope 
that you, at least, get to hang on to some of your possessions. Possessions? You know some 
property. Some shoes and clothes. Is clothing by the way still allowed while walking amidst 
Eden? Where is that? I think it is, in a town somewhere in England, right next to Paradise 
Road. There is a pub, on the corner. Sorry, I meant, there is a Spiritus Sanctum, on the corner. 
Words must have alternated through the fabric of time, surely. But what haven’t the brain- 
wash, done to this facility, over countless milleniums, is even beyond my comprehension. 
Amazed that the humanoids still do exist, yet alone, co-exist with eachother, despite their 
many problematic issues. A miracle of sorts. Some do say Mother Earth, does that to you, 
once you have arrived. Others will claim that life always will fuck you up for good, in the 
end. So might I ask: What is a borderliner? Well, good Sir! It is a Collie of sorts. You know. 
A dog. Like the dog Lassie or the dog named old Yellow. You know, a dog, often used for 
rounding up all the lost sheep. How would you know? Well, my dad was a borderliner, like 
his dad was a borderliner, and his dad before him, was a borderliner. It runs in the family. 
Runs in most families, these days, I trust. Oh...Brother or Otter ..!.. Are you quite sure, Son? 
Already answered. Boo Hoo...what is it to you? Maybe all that you need to say is: Well. 
Aunty, seems to have been having the time of her life. Huh? So was it a life-time sentence, 
for her. Well, we normally start off, with all the weird cousins, don’t we, then the Hill-Billy 
nephews and the nice nieces. But definitely and as always, there is a big shitload of aunties. 
Lost count past twenty. Then it must be one big family. One major league big family. No! I 
mean, a really big..big..a really big family? O’ohh. What The Fuck. Someone challenged me. 
Saying: You will surely die, if you lift up a blessed Catholic Sacrament. I think, that I got 
the joke. Maybe first action would be, to agree on what a sacrament really is. But given this 
place, someone in the back, might start yelling: CHEAP SACRAMENT CONDOMS FOR 
SALE...HALF PRICE. Dont think it will fly at half price, definitely not taking the Ist Prize. 
Must be some old Goat and Sheep herder, doing all the yelling, can it get any nerdier? May- 
be the only conclusion, if any, in this extreme hard survival game, of the most enduring and 
powerful rulers, rulers lost in clockworks, is this lame suggestion or assumption. Whatever 
you do, always, and I mean ALWAYS play dumb as fuck. Apparently like 2000 years worth 
of it. But I am still amazed, as to how the race of humans, or the species of humanoids, keep 
on surviving? There must be some witt to it, from a Creators standpoint, some witt amongst 
the survivors, there must be some witt assigned to it, surely? Nonetheless, it is a bleeding 
miracle. Everybody knows that, the act of stupidity, will make you bleed in buckets. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-nine 
A Cat Travelled Gravity 


All those degrees? 60 degrees holding the four elements of the bases named ATGC? Huh? 
Letting it slide from A to C? Mankind, genetically, reduced to the fishy arsehole of some 
weird Abrahamic kitten? ATGC? All the men, that one were mice and nice, must have been 
laughing out loud, like some big graveyard rats, on a sinking ship, named Church. Ending 
up sleeping with the fishes. Kitty purrs with salmon on her plate, for the love of Cod. But 
the portal of Gods can only be pussy. Odd? The old Entish word of pudsig, is in fact, a tad 
odd and off. Please come to know, that the historical facts, concerning the litmus test always 
brings tears to my eyes. Makes me wanna cry asking: Is there no love left in this world? In 
olden Egyptian days, it was a piece of brown paper, testing the very acidity off the whores 
sexual juices, in the brothel keeps, prior to sexual conduct by the royal ruling classes. Not 
an attempt to condemn royalty, never bite the hand that feeds you. But the nature of it. My 
majesty...are the flowing pussy juices to your liking? Not too sour. But the modernists of the 
modernicus, has even evolved such traits, these days. Oh. Thank fuck. Thank fuck, progress. 
Finally some progress? A litmus test, but now it is conjured up on some rainbow acid, hit by 
some Einstein mentalism. As goes for those modern acidity strips, I think that I actually ate 
some of them, as someone proclaimed it to be LSD. But then, let’s do some meth. If it gets 
you high, right! Still the same ordeal, if you ask me. Stated by the old Sauron. Maybe the 
tedious lesson is, that sour once were saur. The old Ouroboros Serpent. IOS. We are always 
told, to keep remembering our own roots, but in some lame karma setting, the very truth, 
just might set us all free, from any earthly rule and realms, and yet, we still pray for a higher 
existence, pray for survival and hope for a higher existence, into old age. But most people 
highly doubt such elements, these days, as they believe that they only can transcend into the 
unseen forces. Most will name it death. Yet, it is still a higher belief system of Trinity lore, 
named the Holy Spirit. People should still have the right for such a belief, the right for their 
own belief systems and religions, and not some fixed religious doctrin, that proclaim to hold 
only one truth. One world? I had high hopes, that the enterprise, would solve such issues. But 
one reality and one world? Would you please, look around you. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy 
The Paganism of Crow Religion 


Might be out on a limb here, but indulce me, but never ever include me. I am just too afraid. 
But the law of toxinity, a mere two pages, absolutely mind blowing, in terms of higher 
ordinance, and the heresay of any God-given or any God-rendered karma. Never ever 
thought, that I had it in me? It even blows my own mind, when I revisit the pages. Might 
have been, the unknown element, birthing such age old lines as: The Lord must move in 
mysterious ways. The nature of the Jinns or Djinns, the unseen nature, residing under God. 
To my knowledge, the name rendered is still the almighty Ouroboros, but I also know that it 
still must reside, under the imperial rule under Ra. The law of toxinity and the texts are only 
slightly alternated: THE LAW OF TOXINITY: 

As goes for poisons and venom and toxinity, are there any laws to it all? Any karma laws 

in regards to the claim of a higher divine nature? And should there be one, given time and 
the evolve? Will it evolve or does it already exist. If studies shows that a poisonous snake 
uses its toxins to kill a mouse, in order to feed, and if further studies, show that the venom 
become more and more venomous, after each kill, then surely we could stake the claim of a 
higher Karma. Or can we? If the level of venom also is age related, then is it, due to the 
number of kills or is it growth related? 


Maybe the nature is this, that the poisonous snake uses it’s venom on the prey to digest the 
prey, in order to grow its own antidote within, during the digestion, thereby, it is strenghten- 
ing its own immune defence system? What I can conclude or read, thus far, and yet, I truely 
don’t know the truth. Does any of us? Will anyone of us, lest a snake-handler? But it raises 
the question: Are bigger snakes more poisonous than smaller snakes? In accordance with 
literature and science the answer is no. And the prove is the Belchers Sea snake, which has a 
very strong venom. A mere 0,003 milligrams is enough to kill a horse. Not a seahorse. That 
is stated, within the science of old books. But is there a BS code to it, meaning Bullshit? So 
it is not because, I said so, but because, I have read so. But do I want to know the truth? Hell 
no. Let Belchers seasnake swim away, its toxic. There are plenty more fishes in the sea, right. 
And a hell of a lot more salt. Which makes you questioning the very term sea snake! 

Maybe, the dreamt up term of some randy sailor, sailing the seven dead seas, within his own 
ignorance’s bliss. Staring lost into the dead Horizon and a harbor hooker’s dead orifice, that 
angers all males upon Terra. But the religious claims of Gods eternal war upon the Serpent, 
brings us, to the entire concept of evolution, whatever name it is given, creationism or other. 
Snakes are divine creatures, that is, in this book. They are by far the best survivors. Yet, the 
puzzle arises. Apparently, snakes cannot digest creatin, which is the hair and nail matter of its 
prey. Is that folklore or superstition? Another wifes tale? Only a snake-handler, would know. 
But avoid the venomous kind and always see the viper, and don’t forget your toilet roll. 

But I do believe even snakes and all other lifeforms have an anus, a rectum, an orifice to 
shed their faeces and toxins. So what is it, with the fucked up regurgitation of Serpents? Is 

it a mechanism to maintain a total balance, to it’s form. Or some natural reaction towards 
overfeeding? The Serpents that holds such beauty and are a true testiment to good design. 
Condemn them, as being a reptilian race or not. And if that, which we read is true, then what 
are we? That is, Man. The humans. Humanoids. From where do we truely originate? And if it 
turns out, that all, and I mean all, science and knowledge is bullshit from A to Z, because the 
true nature truely is divine and mysterious, yet hidden, within the creators folly, then I would 
claim that the toxinity of the human lies and the Creators science have reached a dangerous 
venomous level, strong enough to kill a bluewhale. Questioning Reality. What to conclude? 
If poisons are a reality and exist, then nature surely cannot be divine. If it is a falsehood, that 
is, the element of poison, then we can only conclude, that the toxic element is the human 
mind. And somewhere I truely hope that deadly poisons, do not exist, but then, I am surely 
the one that suffer from ignorance’s bliss. Hopeful, yet doubtful. Like the question, has any 
father ever loved one of his sons? When the father says: Son, whereever you lay your hat, is 
your home, and the sons smartarse remark is: I hate being a homeless in the heart! Yet, the 
son fully knowing, that whereever women throw their knickers are considered holy ground 
for most men! A poisonous mind. Like the blue boys. McHenny’s police officers, that rings 
Mister Gullyshark’s doorbell and says: Good day, Sir. We must sadly inform you that your 
father passed away, this morning at 09:11 am. And Mister Gullyshark’s reply is: I know that, 
that is a fucking lie, because my father got killed by a harbor hooker assassin in 1967, dudes. 
How can you know? Well, because mammy said so. Yet, a question arises. Does any man 
with a tiny penis, really wanna impregnate a female in lust, at all? Not fully knowing, if the 
penis size is hereditary, meaning, if the DNA is related to code or diet related. Either way, 
most men named tiny, ends up becoming good milkduds wishing, for a live one, a harbor 
hooker, that is, a horny whore with a milking orifice and the vocabulary, to go with it. As 
goes for Phimosis and circumsition, why use the blade, on male children, not knowing of 
the inner length or the future growth of the penis? Only to produce slaves and drones for 
work. And yet having looked too deep, in both bottles and literature, all men and women, 
ends up with the vocabulary of mice saying: In your dreams! Surely, we can only state that 
circumsition, cannot be of nature, I for one, have never seen an animal, in the wild wearing 
a goddamn turtleneck sweather. A lot of well mannered democrats hoping for war, yet fully 
knowing, there is an ape in the word rape, and many women will happily abide. The truth is 
stranger than fiction. Kinda sad, really. Some lame reality, where we become so dumb, 

we all end up as cops. 


The Sacred Cross 


Paganism 


The freedom of the Crow Religion. 10 KING PRIMARY 
315 degrees: Red (a) 
Time is the illusive veil, Orange (1) 
That cloaks both the Dead and the Living. HO W Nacl 
If there is no wind for the Dead, Yellow (b) 
row your boat. Green (2) 
If there is no wind of the Living, Blue (c) 
eat baked beans. Amenta. 
Purple (3) 
Umber (d) 
Ebony (4) 
Ash (e) 
Ivory (5) 


The Reformation began in the year 1517, 

when Martin Luther (Lex Luthor, also the very 
famed inventor of the green hand soap named 
palmolive) published his works as a reaction 
against abuses done to prostitutes by the Catholic 
Church, which in return offered the remission of 
the redemption of people’s own sins against sin? 


Den danske historiker Erik Kjérsgaard 
siger som altid, ad omveje: 

Man kan maske have sit hovede begravet 
i Lademann’s leksion, en tand for meget. 
Man forvirres jo blot af Horisont. 
Orientering og Lademann’s Lektion, 

de store verker, til hjernen veerker, 


mens alkoholen smerter. 


hekse afbreendinger, ma man jo visse 
gange, ty til Ladekvinden’s Hexikon, 

som forefindes pa foden af herrens kors. 
Vist ikke til at finde, ude pa herrens mark. 


Men som paviseligt gennem utallige xX 


BLVCK (BLACK) ALCHEMY 
BASE ALCHEMY 


Nomad. T [6.4.5.6.9] The Headstone erected. 
Pious is evolution rendered still. 

Ignis Nomads travel Hell’s end. 

Riches in veins endlessly rotting. 

Natus Mortalis. For the first time in all of creation, 
the Arch Angel, Ja-Bree-El became one born of 
the dead. Yet, an Arch Angel, although grounded, 
still felt as powerful as a Pharaoh. 

Yet, the Angel thought: All those halfbreeds 

are mere fools, for I know that I am uniqueness. 
As a born of the dead, the Angel had lost it’s 
wings and had wandered the Earth in the dusty 
robes of nomads, the dusty robes of the Ouroboros. 
Till the Angel found a shelter amidst the dead life. 


The last sanctum. A sleeper’s coffin, also called a bed. 


The term, however, derives from the letter of 
protestation from German Lutheran or the 
illuminati Luficerians, in the year 1529 against 
an edict of the Diet of Speyer condemning the 
teachings of Martin Luther as being heretical. 
But NOT meaning the American freedom fighter 
Martin Luther King and the following gun 
madness in Memphis. Martin Luther King Jr. 
(born January 15) was an American Baptist 
minister, activist, and political philosopher 
who was one of the most prominent leaders in 
the civil rights movement from 1955 until his 
assassination in 1968. Killed in Memphis at 
6:01 p.m. Thursday, April 4, 1968. Seven will 
always be a mad number. Protecting children 
against abuse, but from who or whom? 

667 Ghost protocol! 

Chinese Mister Safety says: We might wanna 
watch our footing here. The bathroom. 

Green Palmolive soap bar. Your foot on the 
soap bar. Putting your old japanese back out. 
You get the picture. Konichiwa. 


135 degrees: 

And if it turns, out that the old 

Egyptian hieroglyphics for flowers, 

truely, were the ancient choice between, 

the feather of a scribe or the knife of a butcher. 
Then, I trust, we all would be better off’ed 
with flowers. Amen. 


The next chief of police, overseeing your brunch, after you have lost your lunch and appetite. 
And the old vampire lord Nosferatus awoke again, in pure hatred, dawn of sunlight. Another 
great day filled with bless. A glory unto life itself, another day of pains, feeling alive. Going 
to bed, only wishing for an end, every night, exhale to exhale. Only meeting your own end, 
feeling like an arse. Donkey Depression is a way of life. Wishing for a slow decay of my 
body, surrounded by whiskey & alcohols, hoping to literary rot away. At least this time round 
in a flat, and not a shelter, nor a home and not on the empty streets. Awaiting the flies to lay 
eggs in my skin, while the skincells slowly decay and rot, like the side of my face filled with 
boils and rotting flesh. Been looking forward to this, for some time, but now, I am blessed 
with surgical gear and tweezers and forceps, to remove the maggots in my skin. Dip them 

in alcohol of at least 40 procent, then eating them. Now you might think this is a work of 
fiction. I have full faith in the existence of decay, rot and death. And yeah, we all say: That 
all children are blessed, fully knowing of Mister Lionheart and his Disneyland after Dark, 
where we suffer existence, suffer life to await death, that many others yearn for. The dream 
of a child, Then all of a sudden, a new brand, new logo and another sales speech, securing 
normacy & propulsion. When all that works is a tank of gas! Said the match maiden from 
Hell. But, oh no! It is an ecological farmer this time round, and I, the Nosferatus will ask: 
And where is the fucking logic in that? I hardly eat, filled with hate towards life. The glory 
hole of death. An ecological farm, and yet the pigs are not in the same stall, together with 
the cows. Because? Oh no! Some might get a hardone, by adding two and two, together. Still 
the same shite to me. Another clinical sterile production of foods, meat or otherwise. Don’t 
you arseholes fucking think? I ask of you. Just hoping for some more rot and decay, till all 
you cursed fuckers, awake into my death realms and the orifices of pure lust and everlasting 
death. The very end of thought. TOTAL DARKNESS. The Hominus Nosfera, took another 
sip of his, whiskey, and started to cut-off his warts on his under lower lip. Praying for a slow 
rot and decay, to feel the healing forces at work, yet at bay, and not meaning a stall. Because 
I truely, love the pleasures and the arts of the necromancy, when it is preformed. The Deadth. 
I was crapped through an orifice, a vagina, by the great harlot, the Mother Scary of Mockda- 
sin. Left, on a dead surface world, in order to rot. Death is impatient, as death is the patient. 
Dying in the colour red, is to alls regret. Death does not boast nor brag, because the dead are 
the mute. Death does not think, because it cannot put reason to one season. Death endures 
all, believes all, hopes for us all, gives us all, as your life is a death given. Awhile death turns 
life as life turns the dead. But the greatest of all is deadth. Yet, very repetitious of me. Two 
fangs serves every meal-ticket. Yeah, I truely seek life, to end it. So I can eat. I have suffered 
you fucking fools, enough. Be it male or female or even she-male. All that I can say to you: I 
loved you as a daugther, or I loved you as a son, but go see about a whore, but remember to 
betell a witch, be the whore, male or female. But watch out for your own manhole. 

Looking out for number one. Because we all die for a lost cause. Konnichiwa. The most 
priced commodity on the entire planet, in this day and age, is the Japanese Throne. Some of 
them even have build-in music and warm toilet seats for dead ends. I do think that Karl Marx 
would agree. The Japanese Thrones are all GOOD for the environment. But sometimes we 
still do need the old tradition of paper. Huh? A good read? Dare I say it, maybe even a good 
wipe. I mean, there are times where most of us, even are praying for a GOOD mind wipe. 

I mean, certain literature is very hard to digest and swallow. Konichiwa. Konichiwa spelled 
with only one letter of the letter n, does it for me. A mighty old “N”. Yet, it cannot change the 
fact, and can most definitely not, change the fact, that despite an upload or a download, the 
mother-load itself, can only be located in the middle. Amon. You must always introduce the 
key prior to the unlocking of laughter. That has always been a very GOOD read, not worth 
one wipe. Then again, dare | say it, the blood from 1611 slashes, would definitely require 
1611 wipes or maybe even more. Then again, maybe the truth of it all, are the 1611 salty 
tears, running from 1611 clowns with 1611 red noses. Who really knows? Let’s not loose our 
nose, Son. Clowns in suits and in Clown suits, it trouser seems to me, that we all end up in 
the worship of Crow religion, one way or the other. The theme park is a fun park, where to 
every clown goes. As goes for theme parks and car parks. 


Where shall we park? Well, if the dog, do bark, then park? Pretty simple, not pretty. Well, is 
there a twat in Dwat? Well it depends on Duat. Oh...Auuch! Amen. Amon. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-one 
A Warlock 


A Warlock. The Warlock’s keys: Is it by any chance all those Milfs and Gilfs...what else, 
pooch? What about the blue smurfs. The fucking smurfs, that has already been tried, but 
may I ask, who the fuck really wanna watch blue humans fucking? Some hot bodies in blue 
body paint, unless they got hit by some skin rash . Doesn’t make any goddamn sense. Red 
paint, is definitely not gonna make it any better. Let me guess, that has also been tried. Kinda 
Lame. Nature’s way or the highway. Well...Nature’s way is skin rash, which most often is 
red, that is, on white people. Ewww. What’s love...got to do...got to do...got to do...with it? 
Exactly. So what’s sex...got to do...got to do...got to do...with it. Well Everything! The theory 
of everything. If you think evil enough, which he usually does. The blue body paint is 
probably just the old tradition of the holy smite, being used for producing skin rash or even 
skin disease. Why? Well...Sometimes questions, are the best answers: The Ist law ¢ The Fire 
of Life & Death: Birth. Why did death befriend life? The 2nd law * The Soul of Love & 
Hate: Pain. How did you come to know of evil? The 3rd law * The Matter of Heart & Mind: 
Sunlight. Why is the daylight so blissful? The 4th law « The Spirit of Rebirth & Serenity: 
Love. Why is sex only spirited? The 5th law « The Water of Mystery & Morningstar: 
Moonlight. Why cry in the rain? The 6th law « The Air of Trinity & Twilight: Earth. Why 
oh why! An Earthly realm? An Earthly realm is just gravity and pain, from some lame flat- 
earthers. The state of affairs. Police don’t even ask questions these days. It is totally weird. 
Human rights are located where? Are we not allowed our own individual thought. Thought 
rhymes with odd. Fright night of all actions. All I want for Christmas is U....235. 

Will it thaw out? Huh. Snow. Well, it usually does? Amenta. Amen. Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-two 
Genetics, formerly knowns as Genesis 


Genetics: DNA/RNA. T-carrier cells carrying agents of heal or sickness. The HOLY Trinity 
that is assigned. H.I.V? So what, bring it? But the wordings of the word-wars by tradition, 
fighting mankind’s progress, sometimes, even in the name of peace. Be the very word, the 
word of Genesis or be it, the word of Genetics, is it not a war raged from the heavens. God’s 
lonely war, fighting our progress. But the lines alone: War most certainly rhymes with life? 
For some, I trust. Two world wars, hopefully fabricated, to prevent the eruption of a Third 
World War. We found ourselves locked in a paradox. But the fact is, if no persons never 

ever been to war, how will they ever come to know of evil? The child. The Schrédinger’s 
Cat in Pandora’s Box. Quantum Mechanics that lead Pandora unto a curiosity so great, that 
she opened up her box. Asking: So what is a subatomic half-life? Maybe the very element 

of human consciousness, itself. Can it not hold both? The element of life and the element of 
death? Light and Darkness? Being alive and being dead, in the same moment of time. That 
very element is called meditation. Thereby, securing the future actions of one’s ownself, so it 
may hold onto the love of a treasure, once named love. How can we even come to know, of 
war and evil, by peaceful means, if not illusively portrayed. So we mimic evil and play war 
games, to portray evil, thereby, we can all come to learn of love and peace by heart. Yet, in 

a peaceful way, but definitely not birthing any peace of mind. Therefore, be kind and humble. 
Yet, | am a Vampire. A real breed Vampire, that got a F in Bloodworks? Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-three 
A Rogue 


The red rogue of the cooks and chefs. The Italian cooks and the French chefs, endless density 
debate, in the world’s Soup kitchens, will never ever end. An question, that often led to age 
old wars: But is it then, Soup or Sauce? One tedious lesson, might be the question itself: Is 
the Soup then, sour or saur, it still leeds to war. If the Sauce is too meaty, fatigued and plain 
needy, it only leeds us into the terminology of being greedy, for more. Said the horny whore. 
Another tedious grammar lesson, might be this, that in the past it led us into wars. In the 
present it only leeds to war, and in the future it might be leading us into wars. Yet humanity, 
all of us still hope for peace of hearts, not necessarily the peace of minds. Yet, it can only be 
met by some utterly annoyed children, shouting out loud: But what’s in it, MUM? Stealthy 
unhealthy news! Sweetheart. As long as life resides. About time, that Santa Claus, lost his 
Sauce. To which end or ends? Yet, by all means. Christmas all ends. All I want for Christmas 
is U...235. Will it thaw out? Huh. Snow. Well, it usually does? Rogue is a Soul sign. Do we 
sign our souls onto altars of the Dragons stone? Or does it conjure up a fire souls, those long 
forgotten? The nature of a Djinn, known unto all Arabs. X marks the spot of any signed 
contract by black sugarcane slaves, in the mist of ancient past. The illiteracy of the past, 
seems to be long forgotten. Yet, some claim, it still exists, despite our modern state of affairs. 
A nature of man, not being of nature. We, the slaves, will always turn rouge in nature, when 
faced with Godly demands. Some claim it to be a criminal element unto civilised 

structures, erected by the hearts of stone, not tending the tender flesh of the felines. 

So is it with the sexual bio-linkage, fighting the feared asexual bio-linguistics of spoken 
words. Godly waves hitting ungodly dead shores. The waves of sexual natures hitting the 
asexual shores, only to end up as whores, in the minds and souls, of those fallen from grace. 
Those that have travelled the long path of gravity, grow the rogue heart of serpents and the 
spine of snakes. They see and witness pedofiles seeking kindreds, among those ancient 
kingships of age old religion, but not to be found. Serpents will name such dark realms as the 
broken kingdoms, steeped in all earthly matter. Serpents fully know that their own true inner 
kingdom resides within us all. An ancient tradition that descended from the Egyptian book 
of the dead. Ani’s most priced tablet. A free will projected unto the mirror of one’s own self. 
The reality of a mirror, belonging to a singular solitaire Narcissus, hanging in an abandoned 
bathroom, freed of people. It is a crypt and a tomb for the hearts, that stopped pulsating in 
lust, long ago, ages ago. In ancient past, the hearts died, because the hearts belong, to the 
dead. The ancient heart of Osiris created by an Ouroboros. They are of the dead, trying to 
survive in the alchemist’s way and in the sworn traditions of the holy cross. The Crown of 

a hangman. Some will name it to be strange fruit, given any skin colors. The dead bodies, 
hanging in the crown of old Luciferian trees, only feeding the crows and ravens, the age old 
Crow religion. The ghostly hour. A good rogue of the cross is still a stealthy thief and a great 
scavenger. Some times even named as Saints. A good Serpent survivalist. But still, nayboars 
often curse, old plonkers that run through the dumpsters in the neighborhood. 

Cursing poverty, because they are well off. Meaning rich. Conflict then has it, if you indeed 
are well off, then why not give the poor rogue, a buck or two? Meaning money? Makes you 
wonder and ponder! Have a heart, they said. And you already stole my heart, in ancient past? 
Vincent Van Gogh, then says: They are gonna steal your ears too, eventually. Cannot help as 
to wonder: To these two fucking sonar bat hears, just NOT used to it, what’s next? Hearing 
your own skin grow or hearing your own skin travelling. Auuch. Then both be hearing, the 
grass and the ass grow, somewhere around Lake Titi Caca. Lake Titi Caca, always makes 
him go. The blunder to a Mayan wonder. I wonder still, my heart be still, and so it stilled. I 
actually feeling a bit elevated myself. Metoo. What will happen? Who the fuck knows, but 
let’s not loose a nose, Son. Amen. Amon. Amenta. Oh, Jesus..?..the grave digger mode. 

But the Draped Cross? Huh....am I out of toiletpaper? Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-four 
Death & Illusions 


The Synagogues of the Dead. Linkage unto Dwat or Duat, know that all life is interlinked, 
not nessarily intertwined as Serpents. A Sarcophagus of Hermitism. For some know only the 
law of a Tau-cross. For some the law seems to be the Cross of Death. For the love of Cod. 
For they known only of the earthly realms: O’ Ra-Tmu at the ancient gates of future past, a 
tomb was once upon a time, a known and a great exhaulted house. The Queen of Ankh, the 
King of life, carrying both the strength and health of Princes and Gods. Deliver me from the 
God whose face is that of a dog. Anubis of Seth sets the sundown in the twilight of a doubt. 
Anubis Seth. A snake dog? A dogshit on my grass. Always mind your manners in front of 
Serpents. Therefore have faith, and enter your tomb, enter into the House of the everlasting. 
Amen unto Amenta. O’ Resh um-Ra. The idle hands of mortals travelling the inner cloth 
weaved by Gods, the dusty bandages of a mummy, a mummified corpse. But will they mere- 
ly sell relics of bones, as their soul gets cursed, only to get hit with a heavenly smite from 
above, to be eternally chained to the tomb within a womb. Memory linked unto Dwat/Duat. 
Resh-am-Resh. To walk with the dead from within. Guided by the inner-ear and the inner 
vision. Come to know of your own Eye of Ra. Amen unto Amenta. O’ Osiris-Tmu of the 
present. I have not entered the tomb of destruction, I have suffered nil by zero, as I know not 
of decay, nor death. I do not try out right nor do I try out truth, nor do I seek out truth nor do 
I seek out lie, as I rest within. I know that my soul can never die, till the scarab of Khepra 
ceases the present of Nu, and do sacrifice unto the Serpent. O’ Osiris um-Resh. Do remember 
the origin of Ouroboros. Know that the mouth of wisdom is forever closed, for the glory of 
thine inner ear to understand, so I can become in the likeness of Ra. And so we knocked and 
landed on the Earth’s Masonic tomb. The Annihilation by a mere handshake. Do remember 
to count your fingers past each hardy handshake. The Divine count of Mayans is still twen- 
ty. Humanoid count is still twenty, for most individuals. Twenty. As any slavetrader would 
know, since the days of the known slavetrader President George Washington. Hail unto you, 
the Bull of the Netherworlds. So saidth the Atlantean Tehuty, King of eternity. I am seated 
by the great provider and protector named Ouroboros. I have fought for you. I am the God 
that vindicated Osiris against all his foes and enemies on the day of judgement. I belong 

in your company Osiris, as I fashion all children of Nuut, that tend all the fires within our 
hearts. Nuut who slayed the foes and enemies of the green Serpent Osiris and imprisoned all 
that rebelled against him. Offered were the seventh day for the mere price of six nights. The 
very sixth day and all it’s elements. Perfected are the souls sheltered in gravechambers, in 
the House of Osiris. Bread and beer in all seasons in the spirit of the Netherworld, who won 
all the Gods by the Dragon’s Trinity lore, that vindicated with you. Serpent God Ouroboros, 
may he freely come and go, only to leave peacefully in the name of an Amen or an Amenta. 
Your own voids can only be balanced by your own misdoings. So my claim to fame is this, 
that the King’s and Queen’s english, is indeed the language from the old Dragon’s Trinity 
lore, that has been handed down by the spoken word, for several and countless generations. 
In a sense, we all, the British/American speaking nations speak in the ancient Egyptian 
tongues. Maybe WHY I prefer British humor, in a sense, not meaning innocence. Oh...that 
line should fuck things up for GOOD. Etelenty meaning Eternity. Oh...man! No, Oman is 
somewhere in the middle East? Oh...there he goes. Mister Beautification. So is it: Croc’a 


the woods? But is it alot of Bullshite, so a BS-Code? Let’s ead. Mister Know it all says: CC 
code is news worthy. The Viking helmet with horns. But alas, the horns sits on the inside, 
you Viking mongols. But how the fuck can the old Celtic code number 6, become the Viking 
code number 6? Dude, must be totally loaded. Your CV...Huh? Make your own CV and Pass- 
port. My own Passport? Well I am not that skilled, not yet. But someone still owes me £99 
for a passport. Druid Knooitall? I know. I get that a lot. Two sitting lame ducks of all driven 
knowledge. Heavy-users and Alcoholics. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-five 
Life 


Life. What is life? A life in books. But what is life unto a scribe, a scholar, a working man or 
else. Yet, what is a life that holds no value? One side to life that I always have hated, is the 
fact that all judicial law, written, holds property more valuable than life. 

A total disrespect towards life. Because we all gotta eat. Because we all gotta eat law books, 
rendering us blindness. What a fucked life would that not be. Yet, still hoping that I am gotta 
eat this book, but only from A to Z. Ending up sleeping, like Cinderella. Given the nature of 
this place. Sleeping Cinderella probably went swimming with the fishes and crocodiles. Bio 
Study Of An A.I (Artificial intelligence). The biological study of an A.I and the frozen 
human heads in the Alcor Corporation. Conclusion: There is a time for holy shit and a time 
for unholy shit. But it has resulted in a lost world without any Sacramental rights, 

nor any obligations to the dead. No Shrine. And who are you, dad? Better go see Mummy. 
Egyptian? At one point in history. Maybe life itself at one point in history was more colour 
full, so is it, so should be for younger lifes. But can anyone claim a rule on a young Earth 
rendered and deemed dead, like 2012 years ago? Followed by the Mayan quake. Den gik til 
tyve-tolv, din tyvetrold. Can you claim such a rule by mortal disciples? That of flesh? Much 
like the path of Christo that stepped unto the element of water, only to witness the sight of 
two abandoned flip-flops floating in the sea of Crete. Do claim such disciples of disciplins, so 
my soul can rest in tranquility. Disciples of disciplins of mortals answering unto these names: 
1) Air - True Neutral 2) Water - Neutral Good. 3) Fire - Chaotic Good. 4) Spirit - Chaotic 
Neutral. 5) Soul - Chaotic Evil. 6) Matter - Lawful Evil. 

It must be the old Egyptian Six-pack. The six binaries of Egypt’s Ancients. EA GAMES. 
The imperial TOMB-guardians are: 

SkEletor. Serpa. Athilos. PAgas. Rhetus. Enuk. Grow a pear. Pear tree? Can any mortal man, 
call unto the reign of such disciples? Can any mortal man or woman dictate to sexually flock 
the flesh of mortals, to still their sex hunger. So they may explore their own sexuality? Such 
a hunger is real. And a battle of an ill tempered ruler is upon us, at every sunup of each day. 
Fighting God is everyday business. Peace just might the be the smallest of all Enterprises, 

in all of existence. As goes for disciples, then surely any artist, will know of the ten diciples 
of colours. RAINBOW COLOURS: The Red disciple answering unto the name Red. The 
Orange disciple answering unto the name Orange. The Yellow disciple answering unto the 
name Yellow. The Green disciple answering unto the name Green. The Blue disciple answer- 
ing unto the name Blue. The Purple disciple answering unto the name Purple. 

TERRA COLOURS: The Brown disciple answering unto the name Umber. The Black 
disciple answering unto the name Ebony. The Grey disciple answering unto the name Ash. 
The White disciple answering unto the name Ivory. The ten KING primaries. So is it for 
those individuals that dwell in a colourful life. Yet, must we all rage war in the name of a 
rainbow, that only can reveal the primary colour of Red? If you can kill in the name of God, 
then surely, you can also kill in the name of a rainbow. So which element holds the greater 
beauty, I simply ask of you? Catchy book title of the day, this fine morning, is the book 
entitled: The Donkey & The Carrot. Know where to stick it. And yet, dare I say it: If the 
carrot is green and not fully ripe, then what? Argh...Pencillin. As told through the mould of 
old? Like old basil pesto pencillin, nature’s way. Italian tonight, hun? As goes for everbody 
lifes in general, you sometimes just go to the toilet and drain the lizard. Then some Taylor 
Swift music comes on the radio: Shak’in it. Maybe all the daily insults, just are on autopilot, 
till you get use to it. Ever think of that? Life. [3965\666]. Throw a rock at the rainbow, only 
to learn the pain of gravity? Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-six 
Rebirth 


I am glad to finally announce. It is official. Someone made a Doo-Doo. God, himself, made 
a Boo-Boo. Rebirth. 9/11. Twins. The re-occurrence in the year 2001 AD? Fool me once. 
Fool me twice? Did I not make myself clear? But the very rebirth of horror? Still done by a 
cloaked number seven. Mister invisible! World Trade Center building number seven? Where 
I truely awoke, only to find myself, as dead. Slayed at the foot of the left tower, but I entered 
the right tower? Coming from Central Park, just looking for a Coffee Perk. Prior to this, 
released from the very last stone sarcophagus, the Empire State Building. Darknest Zip code 
10118. But how can a birth of twins, ever be conceived as horror, unless you lay them both 
to waste, into their own utter ruins? Two piles of shite, but God willingly, rolled it by one 
Egyptian Scarab. Can sounds differ? Yes. The thunder season of the deaf, dumb and blind. 
The loud sounds of the thunder seasons may differ in a wide array of different reasons. Learn 
to tell the difference. Lightnings strike from the Heavens unto Mother Earth, it has a very 
special sound to it, a sizzling static sound that roars through the heavens and all spheres. It is 
extremely loud. The questions in regards to lightnings. Can lightning strike twice in the same 
location. The answer is both Yes and No. Mathematically it is a no, shouldn’t be possible at 
all. But on the Tic-Toc timeline, the answer is Yes. It can strike twice in the same location. 

I have witnessed it myself. Explosions differ from lightnings. Explosions from war missiles 
are also very loud, depending on distance, but most often much shorter lived. Sounds like a 
thump. Much like when your braindead neighbor walks around in his darknest, and walks 
into a wall, that wasn’t supposed to be there. A thump. Still many borderliners will end up 
asking the same unanswered questions, questions such as: Where the HELL am I at now? 
And what the HELL is this place? Time, what time? Where the HELL did they sent me to, 
this time round? But in the end we all tire and just sit down, not wanting to move one god- 
damned muscle. We all know the drill. Still I wonder if all in the witness protection program, 
will tell you that it is a LIE? The years: 1953 AD - 1976 AD (Twin Towers/the New York 
Blackout?) - then the 2001(AD) Re-occurence. I will stand by these lines, still hoping to beat 
the system, and it’s all due to conversations in my presence from the mid-seventies. Quote: 
“Det kan kun vere et terror angreb, nar tarnene rammes hele to gange!”. Makes you wonder 
about Danish law, the KARNOV of 1953. Therefore I advice you to cling on to life, like a 
Klingon. Lie with truth, if you must lie, always bend the truth when you lie, as truth, itself, 
might not even exist. Remember to never bend the knee. Sounds like sound advice. But with 
all due respect, may I humbly ask: How the fuck is it even possible for “you” to move mat- 
ter through the fabric of time and space? Leading me on to the words: Fuck God, if she will 
have me, unless you can birth through the asshole. The entire witness protection programs 
past the 11th of September 2001 AD? All those deaths in the quake of the year 2001 AD. 
Totally weird. Clean-up crews dying by radiation. That is what they tell us, what they say. 
But is it radiation on matter (carbon) that has been moved through the spacetime fabric? 
Might be what causes cancer in patients. Time-distortions. Good theory as any. Den gik til 
2012, din tyvetrold. But Tic-Toc, right! Leading me to question, what are the world oldest 
bomb bunkers and nuke shelters? Bigguns and Bunkers. Given the history of this place. One 
of the oldest nuke shelters might be the big pyramids. As goes for the Egyptian pyramids 

in Cairo, there is still a HELL of a long way to the tea kitchen in the basement. The ancient 
Mayan and Egyptian pyramids as nuke shelters! Weird theory, or is it? Those well-versed 

in aeronautics armory and bomb technology, would definately still choose the old Egyptian 
model. 


The Egyptian shaped pyramid, is however way more complex to construct. All will say it is 
a LIE. I wouldn’t know, but it makes perfectly good sense to me. At least some logic round 
the old roundtable of Kings. I trust that all people at blue station, in Philidelphia, must have 
known for decades. I still feel sorry for those inflicted, but there really isn’t much we can do 
against certain forms of mentalism. Best advice is, rebound the best you can, day by day. We 
all go, a bit Uuh-Uuh..Cuckoo from time to time, it is only human nature, but also a 

bit mental. Destructive Forces comes in pairs (balls?) Or maybe I am just growing deaf, 
dumb and blind. Cannot change the fact: BIG BADABUM. BIG BADABUM happening 
from time unto time, if you believe it. Time that is! Missile strikes. Today’s casualties! Huh? 
Bed bugs! Well, you win some and you loose some. Huh? Nah...Head lice is still a no go, 
you dumb fuck. And if a bed bug mated with a head lice. Dunno...think the jury is out on that 
one. For now! I will be the judge upon my own head. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-seven 
The Kingpriest 


The sign on the front door says: John Doe Nosfera anno 12382. 

An old Nosfera Skinwalker of the Hitler jugend, that just wanted some fuckery 451. 

A delivery dude, from the local burgerjoint 451, knocks on the 2nd floor apartment door 
holding the name, John Doe Nosfera. The door slowly opens. The delivery guy: Here is your 
burger. Mr. Nosfera. Mister Nosfera: And the sun has gone down in your world, my son? 
The delivery guy: Yes Sit! Mister Nosfera: And the burget...err... is it real meat? 

The delivery guy: Yes Sir! Mister Nosfera: Is it bloody? The delivery dude: Yes Sir! As 
bloody as Mary. Mister Nosfera: Bloody hell! The old John Doe Nosfera, then slowly, 
closes his door and walks back in his living room, a bit depressed. He then asks to see a 
Priest, but they send in a nurse, that gets him anal raped at the local hospital by two cops. 
Depression sinking into further distress. He then sits down and thinks: Oh well, here goes. 

I am a bit rusty. Ouroboros. Almighty Serpent God. The bringer of life into all worlds, realms 
and spheres. My most merciful inner God, who removed my infinity Goddess, to call upon 
her Serpents. God, render Father Daly, life from within the shadows of the long forgotten 
stone altars, that heard the old prayer of your graceful serpent, sustained by the grace of 
destiny. But do remember that all sex Geishaes of industry always will earn a living, amongst 
the unruly dead. May both victims become worthy of unholy vocations every day. 

We beseech thee to bless and sanctify their sexual deeds, words and works, through the 
powers of our Lord. Veni Creator Spiritus. Pray to the Sacramental Serpent Sentinel and to 
all the Serpents, that travel among us, within the hidden kingdoms. Lord, thy presence lies 
hidden. We invoke thee from the hidden realms and from the kingdom of the dead. Secure 
me against all traps and snares of all my enemies, both visible and invisible. At the time of 
death render me, your Serpent, the invisibility cloak upon the re-entry into the realms of Ka, 
so I may re-enter Earth of mortals to cease life of all eternal life, to ressurrect the hearts and 
the enduring minds of all known faiths. Veni Sancte Spiritus. Amen unto Amenta. 


Yes children, it is all about the Fuckery 451*. If you can find the time to read. 

(* Fuckery 451. Fahrenheit 451 is a dystopian novel by American writer Ray Bradbury, first 
published in 1953). It would seem that the bible has been rewritten at least 200 million times 
and that is a low estimate. Step away from the Penguins. Penguin publishers would be the 
obvious choice, then, although an Ouroboros publication. Don’t burn the Penguins! Huh? 
No problem. The Penguins, all of them, are all stuck on the heart-cold ice. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-eight 
The Necromancer 


Necromancer. Necro Bless. O Holy Spirit of wisps and Dyjinns, The Holy Ghost. Ressurrect 
these royal bones by the recited childhood spend within pains. Thy sevenfold curse upon 

the living. The sevenfold curse of wisdom and the falsehood thereof. Wisdom of linage that 
only follow us into our graves to grant us nothing more than the poor misery of profound 
wisdom by doubt. Ressurrect these bones and baptise with fire and let the waters of old 
folklore evapourate into the doubt of a cloud. Those clouds of cloakers that conceal the crafts 
and vessels in mid air. Render me, that cloak of invisibility. Render such splendors unto thy 
Serpents, so they, at their own account can bathe in the blood of antiquity. But always keep 
the bloodlines of the Dragons sacred. Ressurrect that alter of Dragon bones within twilights 
sanctuary and keep the Serpent’s blood hidden and sacred till sorrows end. So despite of all 
the Dragons, some still try to raise Christ, himself. Every year on Christmas-eve. Christ, the 
Lord of the damned. The Lord of the fallen. The Lord of the dead. I would say that it is tragic 
and ironic, at the same time. Somewhat ironic, somewhat of a paradox. All that we truely are 
seeking, in the raise of a dead, is a raise in our salery. And if there truely resides a God, then 
might I humbly inquire, humbly ask: If I once earned £ 4000 a month, then what trickery is 

it to remove the flying carpet beneath my feet? The very carpet swept beneath our own feet, 
till we earn absolutely zero. No income? Till you walk in empty street with no people and 
will have to resort to eating out of garbish cans? What the hell is up with that? On a more 
positive note, then I trust my kissing days are totally over, because this book conveys the 
truth and nothing more than the truth. So help someone. I will pass, on the entire prospect of 
helping others. I cannot help others. I once tried to help others, it fucked me right up! Hell, 

I can bearly help myself, these days. But as an angelical creature, linked to celestrial beings, 
then know, that we have witnessed the corrupted nature of mankind. I lost my “wings” at the 
age of three, ever since, I have sought an answer and sought a reasoning to the mystery. This 
following notion, might provoke those, that give service, to the unseen. Yet, I believe, that it 
hold some truths to it. The Satanic elements, meaning, the illusive portrayal of pain and evil, 
conquered this place a long time ago, eons/aeons of time ago. But in the end “God” fucked it 
up. He tried to reintroduce pain into our reality, in order to revive an old religion and revive a 
failed system, that lingered in heaven’s bliss. I guess that the very concept of bliss, produced 
alot of induviduals, lost in illiteracy, all due to the bless of the bliss. Said in laymen terms, 
fucking their brains out. As I never can be in such a heavenly bliss, sexual nature, but as I 

am not equipped for the job, I consider myself blessed. But really. Doesn’t that sound totally 
fucked up. So someone or something, must have concluded that we needed the element of 
pain, in order to grow in light? And if the system of illusive pains and evils had been in effect 
for eons of time. The illuminati. If it were our own realites, through a very long time, an 
extremely long timespand, then it must have led to countless individuals that were brought 
into this world without any pain, but also left this world, without any pain. Producing the 
very bless of the bliss. Some calling it, naming it, ignorance’s bliss. Ergo, the element, pro- 
ducing the bless. The blindness of a much greater blendwerk. At point the rhyme smitty 
thinks, bless rhymes with less. From a male perspective an utter falsehood. The last words 
during the end days of Das Reich: Blendwerk. Blendwerk. Alles ist weg..weg..weg! Some- 
one problably lost in Ani’s wig, like Howard Carter. The old Egyptian wing. Das Reich, 

the word alone, simply means the Empire. Been a lot of those around throughout existence. 
Imperials. But the German word, itself? Das Reich. Re-Ich. The re-entry of one’s ownself? 
Could be another take on the German word: Das Reich. The very immortality claim of soul 
migration is really ancient, of nature law, whereas, the illuminati claim, that pretty much, 
holds the same assumptions, is fairly young in a sense, it derives from the Italian renaissance. 
The days of the Black plague. That is what we are being told, safed by the mould. Pencillin. 
Too funny. Better make a better knowing note of it. Father and Son? Yet, you and me, both, 
have been wondering and endless wandering. So many questions that holds no answers. 


You take a dump and then you feel horny as hell, but round Christmas, even more so? 

What the fuck, is up with that? Is it Santa Claus? Is it maybe Satan’s clause, due coarse. 
FINALLY becoming a boy, for that, I only hope and pray. The asexual androgyne nature of 
not becoming. Females and felines, are alike. Whiskey. However, Jameson always did it and 
does it for me. But please com to knuw, that she truely is Irish. Watch out, you are playing 
with firewater. That I do know, the firey fire in them red hair neanderthals, definitely NOT 
meaning that they are tralls. I do hate trolls, but a trall of the trolls will definitely always kill 
you. A Troll Einstein Kameleon named Bernardus Guidonis or Bearnado Da Vinci. Alarmy.. 
something along the lines with a 3rd worldwar, but this time round, on the Henna Jenna 
neanderthal redheads...Huh? Redskins! Nah...they left for Big Buffalo rapids. Amen unto 
Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-nine 
The Meiosis in the female Uterus 


Birth. Impregnation of a woman’s womb. The cells parting and growing. The female meiosis 
of the five elements of the MYOZA. That is, if you believe. Four bases unto Matter. 

Why not the letters: A.Z.O.Y. MYOZA. M(AZOY). The Beginning Of All Life And Cell 
Division Of 4 Bases. Within the detail lies? The four bases unto the genetics: A.Z.O.Y. 

So the registry of the Human genome? A work of Art? 70.000 pages consisting of A.T.G.C. 
Now to reorder it by A.Z.O.Y, will take how long? Ten years? Something tee dee, right? 
What is the genome of my feelings and emotions? My soul? A bottle of Gin will do, in the 
crying game! Four elements to life? Displayed on 70.000 pages of genetic code? Who on this 
Earth or realm would be able to memorize a whole 70.000 pages only filled with four letters? 
Who on this Earth or realm would be able to memorize the King James Bible from the the 
year 1611 AD. Know this: ABSOLUTELY NO ONE. Personally I would doze off on page 
one, and on both volumes. Maybe why, Tehuty prefer books of the dead. The good book. 
The sleeping pill book. Meaning a good book, that will make you sleep. Books of divinity. 
Maybe Tehuty, even hopes for us all to be sleeping, so hard that you never ever will awake 
again. The very four elements unto all known matter, unto our genome have been highly 
debated. It might turn out to be a sworn scientific fact. Yet, I would still claim that it never 
can account for the very element of soul, which some people still believe to be real. 

But only four species! What about the wildlifes, trees and flora? Look around you. Doesn’t 
sound plausible amidst the plentitude of nature. But I definitely know, that there are more 
than only four brands, or labels, of Whiskey. One look, one gaze into Hellboy’s own liquor 
cabinet and everybody was sold. As goes for soul elements, maybe many people still would 
say, that it is a matter of faith and not stern religion. However most modern thinkers, will 
claim that it is an old superstitious lore, that has been with us since old Egypt. In regards 

to the four genes it was an ongoing debate, as to which letterings then should describe and 
order the DNA. While Frankstein resurrected a sardine and screamed: IT IS ALIVE. IT IS 
ALIVE. At one point it were the letters: A.G.P.T. Then it changed, and landed on the letters: 
A.G.C.T(?). Maybe the fact is that modern thinkers and scientists denounce the element of 
soul, due to the lack of evidence. It has never been proven to be factual. But amidst all the 
scientific madness, I can’t help but to ask, if it brings food on our tables? Can the doctrin not 
provide and further matter in countless ways? Then I am all for it. Can it even feed all the 
humanoid races and their familiars (animals). Can we eventually grow meat artificially? 
Furthermore can the modernday cloning technics provide more substance, so that we never 
will experience food shortage, famine nor starvation. I do know, that I am a tad slow. I just 
ate two steaks and had some red wine. Huh? Oh...if I one only had, such creative forces: 

The Cheerie Cherry Pear Tree. Pears growing in pairs. Let’s not be splitting hairs. Where? 
asked Baldie Hawk, looking for any wig. One of those don’t ask scenarios. Amen unto 
Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Sixty 
The Lore of Ancients 


The end of time. Jesus Christ. The 11 Judicial Rituals Of Christo Constantine. 


¢ In the beginning the word resided on virginpaper and resulted in letters, that became books. 
Therefore have no other book before me, lest it be your own book. Peace be upon you. 

¢ We are all nurtured by image. Therefore if you must create image, then create image of odd 
fish and image of odd bird, alike. Respect the Holy Twin Genetics. Peace be upon you. 

¢ Always remember the Trinity upon the Sphinx of ancient Egypt: Solstice. Equinox. 
Solstice. Keep the Trinity Holy. Dawn. Twilight. Dusk. Peace be upon you. 

¢ Thou shall not blaspheme against books, nor scribes, or odd knowledge, that you consider 
to be witchcraft. Never take a name or an amen in vain, never trust the intake in a vein. 
Peace be upon you. * Come to know your biological parents. Remember your roots and stand 
by your roots. Always remember your roots. Blood. Know thyself. Peace be upon you. 

¢ There can only be 6 binary elements, intertwined: Air. Fire. Water. Soul. Matter. Spirit. 
Thou shall not kill. You kill it. You eat it. If thou must kill for a living, then kill the image 

of killing. Do not kill by betterknowing adultery. Prey & pray. Therefore kill the image by 
image, so you may heal. The binary of the two fishes that spawned 5000 fishes. To eat or not 
to ead, that must be the question. Peace be upon you. « If you must fornicate, then conduct 
yourself in an orderly fashion. But always treasure the pleasure in sexual eruptions, to bring 
joy in souls. Peace be upon you. ¢ Do not steal, unless your own survival depends on it. You 
may proclaim yourself HOLY and starve, most people do. But you will eventually die. 

All organisms requires substance. Pray & Prey. Peace be upon you. 

¢ If you need to lie, by liars deed, to safe lifes, then always lie with the truth bend, 

and always lie with good intend. Some might call it humor. Peace be upon you. 

* Ownership. We all trade in body, mind and soul. But property of matter hold no property of 
hearts. But do know that you never ever can rule soul. Peace be upon you. 

* Know that it takes two minds to consent, also know that the selflishness of the two, is the 
oneminded element that erupts the sexual pleasure. Mercy be upon you. Any justification to 
the words: Jesus Fucking Christ? Well, “Jesus Christ!”, it did it for me. There is a Boo-Boo 
missing, but I know that I made a Boo-Boo? Now it is gone? Odd, thought Maud. Sometimes 
you can hear when someone makes a Boo-Boo, far off in the distance. Missiles often come 
closer, moving closer to home, till the entire building shakes. Always remember to ask: Is it 
you mi Boo? Others will say: Safe it, Oldtimer. All of us know the GPS-Sattelite position. 
But I stand by it. The words Jesus Christ, did it for me, as I lost my head in the valley of the 
Dead. But I hate hard violence on Children. To make things worse, my head, the lost head in 
the valley of the Dead, then got sent to the audiologist (Ear Doctor) getting my pineal gland 
fried by ultrasonic decibel. Old news, for all children, that I hope. Getting more greedy? 
Jesus Fucking Christ leading on to the big Boo-Boo saying: Fuck God? Is it blasphemy? 

Not in accordance with the Neanderthals. But 1f God is without an uterus is it not unholy & 
unnatural. Even on a really bad Gregorian workday? Or when you by some accident hammer 
your toe into a big trunk. Are swear words to be banned? I am all out of new swear words. 
Must be that great peace that befell upon me. Law. The written word is dead. Written by the 
dead for the dead. Scripture is of the dead whereas life is music. Death is impatient, as death 
is the patient. Dying in the colour red, is to alls regret. Death does not boast nor brag, 
because the dead are the mute. Death does not think, because it cannot put reason to one 
season. Death endures all, believes all, hope for us all, gives us all, as your life is a death 
given. Awhile death turns life as life turns the dead. But the greatest of all is Deadth. 

The image of odd fish and the image of odd bird, alike. Animals actually mimic human 
behaviour and sometimes humans mimic animal behaviour. And if everybody just are trying 
to fit into an odd creation? Feels like a sad joke. Like a lonely woman's only defence. The 
spoken lines: He is but such a nice man. Amen unto Amenta. 
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The Egyptian Falcon 26 Alphabet 


The old 13th Knight’s Templers Alphabet - always respect the roots. To hathor or to horus. 
The Secret Service agent James Bond 007 and his martini cocktail shaken, and totally stirred. 
In remembrance of all the dead Twin informants. 


The a2Z letters are the following. CAPS: ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ. 
letters: abcdefghijklmnopqrstuvwxyz. Always respect the small letters, the roots. 

The use of letter marks, should always be free, but if they respect the 26 letter shapes. 

I suggest the following six letter marks: EE Ci AF. As goes for Ar’s...size matters, 

but have a different end game, down to a T. But...err..? Eriks Sankte Jorgen says: A bad Example 
FARHUDSOMSKAERING. And all of a sudden all the white Entish men, 

ended up as redskins, wearing a Neanderthaler strap-on dildo? Kurt’s Troll Neanderthals? 


Ammon’s Horn 


Dragon Eye of Ra 
Eyes a Someone must have gotten laid on those lines? 
8 Do you believe in God? Do you believe in God, Cod or Cow. 


& To be on the safe side, I believe in, all three. Believe someone, 
at one point, at gunpoint, mentioned the word HOLY cow. 
Hathor? Praise be her name, his name is YouToo, 
in the ancient tongue of Macawic. Boy or Girl? 
Male or Female? Scarab or Falcon. Schematics. Shemale. Huh? 


G6) 36) Ankh 1: bP 2: dq 3: muy 
Schematics 
a 4: hy 5: nu 6: yc 
Falcon 
Head 7: VA 8: sa 9: e9 


16 masonic 
@ @ 16) (2) © 10: a 11: 1r 12: 9c 
© 18) Falcon 13: fJ 


AZ (13720) ng luminal 

meh s 6 16/6 = | ~ 

ae ors Rubic’s Cube 
6/6|6 Even Six 
Goo 


Soul matter 
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Axi @\y, AF 
SVa@eee |2 VALE AY, 
& Khepra Scarab 
22 
2 AVAVAY 
@ 6 The Six Elements WATER FIRE = AIR’ MATTER = SPIRIT_—SOUL 
6 BLUE YELLOW GREEN RED PURPLE ORANGE 


So J enrolled as a Knight’s Templer? Be it Agent 007 James Bond, Mister Oh.Oh.Seven. 
Be it Agent 006 John Club saying: No crime to lie. Be it even, Jesus or Jude, 
then I cannot really see it myself? This might cause a stirr. Martini, in Bikini or Burkini? 
A falcon has four talons on each foot. Some will say that it applies to Amphibians (frogs) as well. 
Not true, once they actually had five appendages like a humanoid hand. 

Makes you wonder and ponder evolution, itself. But lazy as it sounds, maybe the element of evolution is just trying, 
to fit in with a minimum calory burn. Survival of the fittest, which some might claim to be devolutionary. 
Not really news worthy. Charles Darwin. Old Charles Jungle-Book. But then according to which law? 
Nature law? Surely not any written law. I know that I got a very good point in this. 

Ts it then, the Lazy boy law, maybe? Latest observations: Upheld with the first Ankh displayed on page 10, 
Should the illuminati logo, then be mirrored? No need. Then again, we all have our Ups & Downs. 
Luv from the Bob Cat. Guess Bob got his Martini, but in a Bikini? 


The River Epilogue 
Fish 


Let’s knickname this page the prologue that introduced the fishing baboon. 

Teach a man to fish, while the salmon runs around in NIKE Air shoes. But alas, during the 
annual Salmon run, amidst September, a Grizzly bear suddenly ate a Man, in Canada. 

A lie, but a lie protecting man or bear? Man fucking Bear, birthing the Manbear, not to bear. 
Tired and old. Tired as Ouroboros. Tired of the old Alpha and Omega shite. TAO. 

The Monster from the river PO. A catchy title, but will it rid the World of planned obsolence? 
Like some night fishing with no, absolutely no, catch, moonlighting. Fishy nights. Huh? 
Fright nights? Tonight, you will be visited by three Ghosts. I ain’t afraid of no Ghosts. Me 
too. I ain’t afraid of no toast. Except if the face of Jesus appears on it. Even if you are all out 
of Buddha...is it not allowed to utter the words...JESUS FUCKING CHRIST...? 

I am just asking for a friend, not as a friend. Still scared by my morning toasts. Even with 

or without the morning hair. Baldie always have nice toast bread, in bed. Tired Age Oracles. 
Tired Aged Utilities. The Asian Tao or plain Tau? Same same, for some people. Somehow 
things always tend to go fishy. Please come to know that the Marlin is a fish. Marleen. 
Marlene or plain Marlin? Wise words in a sense, definitely not meaning innocence. The old 
Alpha and the old Omega. And Spidey simply asks: Then which is witch? Which one is the 
plus and which one is the minus? With all due respect, my Magnificence! Minus must be the 
Alpha and the Omega be the plus. Meaning Obesity. I always hated a fat bastard, anyhow! 
Peace be upon you and praise be the lard? So Mini-Me, says that he totally wants to fuck and 
impregnate some 109 bitches, some 109 too GOOD looking bitches. But alas, Peter North 
safes the day, problably, and forever more, looking towards the South. Passing the river. 
Demonology? Is there any wood in those trees? Pinocchio, then be needing to hit the rapist. 
Sorry, Therapist? The wood would still be sleeping like a log. Women..Huh? And so the age 
old beautification continues in the mist of time. The ancient Egyptian make-up that has been 
around for eons of time. But at least plenty footage for the coming century, with the right 
anti-ageing freeze technology. You win some and you loose some. Till the Tic-Toc moment, 
where you awake and discover, that this is truely a dead world, were few of us resides in the 
present, the now. Alas, 109 pregnancies that could have occured amongst the servants of the 
unruly dead. Unless Peter North just got cloned. That is, if this place was alive to begin with? 
Which is the oldest puzzle of all. Mankinds true origin? Egypt, the old Necropolis. As birth 
is fallen, fallen is the birth. A fallen world. Most males end up asking: When was the last 
time that you got laid? And none of us can recall? Which in all honesty makes you question 
the old practice of mindwipe. Is it a mindwipe from the void of dreamtime or it it just plain 
lying? My best guess is the latter. So good looking bitches, that a modern digital restoration 
project, would be in order. To view in the year 4007 AD. (Gregorian Age). But filed under 
Yesterday s Recordings. (Now, not a lie, is it?). By the powers and hours invested in porno 
Dragons. Saint Peter is still around the year 4007 AD, I guess. GOOD questions. Love the 
visuals of all those pussy juices flowing and going, they must all be in heaven? Where? Well, 
I just got eaten. Where? Well, in Eden. Huh? And where the hell is that at? There must be 
some snakes in those crowns, I mean, surely! Dunno? Vor der Kaserne. Vor dem groBen Tor. 
Stand eine Laterne. Und steht sie noch davor. So woll’n wir uns da wieder seh’n. Bei der 
Laterne wollen wir steh’n. Wie einst Lili Marleen. Don’t really know, once knew a famed 
Marlene, but only knew, that she sure could blow some hard cock. The poor landlord drained 
in his car. Marlene laughing, all the way to the bank. Me, then thinking, poor Eva Braun. She 
is must be kitty Paw poor, a way of life, if so, then she needs to get use to it. Really? Meow. 
Ploy. (n.) The year 1722. Anything with which one amuses oneself, a harmless frolic, 
Scottish and northern England dialect, possibly a shortened form of employ. Popularized in 
the sense of a deploy or gambit made to manipulate others and gain advantage, by Stephen 
Potter (1900-1969), who parodied self-help manuals in books such as 1947’s The Theory and 
Practice of Gamesmanship: Or the Art of Winning Games Without Actually Cheating. 
Deployed rhymes with destroyed. Amen. 


The Tree Epilogue 
Snake 


Become like children again! Really? What was done, was done. Pulling the eight legs of a 
spider, then bury her in the sandbox? Better say, Didn’t know what came over me? And all 


zebra. Zebra dies and a hungry cheeta then eats zebra. Cheeta goes bye-bye. Cheeta dies. 
Makes you ponder, the term fresh meat. Lethal joint, and I wasn’t referring to the hashies. 
GOOD weed. I am gonna beat my meat later on. Beating my own meat. You know, sexually 
interpreted. Amen Motherfucker! The bird’s talons and the ancient holy tree, which only had 
four divine roots. But I am at a loss, and highly doubt, said the sprout. I know this is 
extremely repetitious of me, but still. A falcon has four talons on each foot. Some will say 
that it also applies to the Amphibians (meaning frogs). Not true, once they actually had five 
appendages like humanoids, at one point in evolution. Only makes you wonder and ponder, 
the riddle of evolution, itself. But lazy as it sounds, maybe the element of evolution, is just 
trying to fit in, with a minimum calory burn. Survival and Laziness. A bit of both. The 
Survival of the fittest, which some even might claim to be devolutionary. Not really news 
worthy. Charles Darwin. The famed Jungle-Book of old Charles. But then may I humbly ask: 
According to which law? Is it even nature law? The bird of prey has four talons. However, 
as with the proven fact of frogs, they once had five appendages. So an question dawns, as 
goes for frogs, also goes for birds? I believe that the ostridge serves as prove, be it an emu 
or a nandu ostridge or other bird. A bit like the Rooster’s spur. Just like humanoids, meaning 
the greater apes. Maybe we just differ or cannot seem to agree, in the interpretation nor on 
the definition, of the term familiars. Another glorious dawn. All that I want for Christmas is 
U...235. Lets try and compose ourselves. And that weird creature is a what. Exactly? Huh, 
that is weird, I never ever seen such a creature before. Let’s break it down. U235, but the 
Half-life alone. Oh..man, brother or otter, said the beaver. Signs of birth defects due to the 
high background radiations. And yet, many people will say, that most birth defects, always 
seem to die? Makes you wonder. Somehow I find peace in the fact that life most times seems 
to find a way. Feel a joke underway, concearning trees. Something concearning really hard 
wood. It is, however, extremely ZEN of me, but at the base of the tree, the stem, lays some 
rocks. So then we will be throwing rocks at a pebble, but sounds a bit weird in regards to 
karma, unless she is really into it. Compass direction of the day. Magic eightball says? Fake 
it, till you make it. Most likely people, just smoking, the fucking surplus filament, named 
Oregano. You got wood? Got any hard wood to the South, Son? I do believe that the known 
Sun-Wood, is native to the known Californication of the greater Angels, located some- 
where close to Los Angeles. They always seem to move the problem child around a lot, and 
quite alot of the moving around. Poor kid. Pinocchio? I only wish. It is the Problem child 

of FOUNDATION SIX. The peace of a great lie. The 6 disciplines of Atlantean Tehuty 
(Thoth), the scribe, stuck between the old choice of Ancients. The ancient choice between 
the feather of a scribe or the knife of a butcher. No doubt, two baboon’s that cling unto life 
in a dead world filled with dead scripture, because it is the only bestseller there is, and ever 
will be. The six holy elements for scribes in any great tale ever spawned or weaved. The Six 
chapters of the six dolours of the Ancients: A2Z. The Headmaster’s headache. Letters both 
great & small. All tales of grandeur written by all creatures, both great and small, always 
starts off with a great pea pie (PI)(3.14)(18,84). Concluding, sometimes we also need to go 
for a pee. However, we must never ever, pee in the pie, then not taking any credits for it. 
But sometimes we all need to lie, to tell the tale about a donkey’s tail, on the dusty trail off a 
silent Ouroboros. A wheel of time, weaved and spun, a new dawn and tale have begun: 

A short story of bread and raw peas. 1: Prologue & Introduction. 2: Realms and Worlds. 

3: Characters & Creatures. 4: Time and Storyline. 5: Ploy & Postulate. 6: End Credits and 
Epilogue. Malachimera writings. Amon. 


The Sun Epilogue 
Eagle 


My dad highest wish was to be reincarnated as a Golden Eagle. As usual I hope for the same, 
but problably get reincarnated as the famous Grouse, usually where I land. But just in case. 
So old chump, old pal. Another round of cards. Well sure, to be sure, let’s leave it in here 

for safe keeping, just in case. DECK 60. The five card Houses: MOON. SUN. EARTH. 
TREE. RIVER. Card values assigned. First one is the ACE - value one or value twenty-two. 
Two - value two. Three - value three. Four - value four. Five - value five. Even Six - 
VALUES SIX. Seven - value seven. Eight - value eight. Nine - value nine. 

The King Emperor - value ten. The Queen Empress - value eleven. Last five top cards; 

The Moon Elementar. The Sun Elementar. The Earth Elementar. The Humanoid Elementar. 
The Star Celestrial. The values on the top cards? We make up our own rules as we go along. 
So a King Emperor. Why not, let’s knickname it, the Penguin card. Celestrial writings. 

Let’s call this one. The art of regaining conscience. Did you remember to wipe, boy? 

Yes, Sir. What date is it, Son? The day of the bug-eyed, Sir. Clock: Well, It says 12/12. What 
year, Son? Think it says 24,5, but hang on a minute, that just might be the temperature? 
Status report, Son. Well, I feel much better now? Had a good shit, then had some grub, but 
then I passed out. But I would hardly name it as being awake. Especially when you just 
wanna pass out again, like for good. WOW. Is it just me or those damn bat ears? Draining 
the lizard and the following Acoustics? WOW. Ouroboros. What is it? Another religion? Any 
Danish Modern Standalisation rewrite, can always clear the room. So some weird Danish 
Bear religion, written by a Bear Rice? Mister Bear Rice. Yet, another McHenny rewrite. 

Det Danske cirkel-kaffe cirkulzere. So McHenny is calling, himself, Mister Bear these days. 
I know, it is very hard to bear. And here I FINALLY got my hopes up, thinking, that we all, 
FINALLY would respect our origin and our historical roots. But the language voiceovers, in 
more than two languages. GOOD luck and GOOD looks. Good luck. Because this sounds, 
really, really BAD. A booklet on 144 pages in the format of A4. 144 pages in total, may 

it never change. They most likely will. As very few really buys into the Ghost Protocol 

of McHenny, seeing Ghosts, in this day and age. Then I Grant you the oldest Epilogue of 

all. Atlantis. ATLANTEAN PROTOCOL 6. 1:AIR - Speech (vibration) & The gift of 
Thought. 2: WATER - Psyche (mentalism) & The gift of Vision. 3: FIRE - Sex (gender) 
& The gift of Taste. 4: SPIRIT - Art (creationism) & The gift of Scent. 5: SOUL - Music 
(rythm) & The gift of Hearing. 6: MATTER - Scripture (correspondence) & The gift of 
Touch. The Sun-dial of denial, wasn’t build in one day. That is one goddamn lie. Don’t think 
so. But when in the sun, then please use some sunblock lotion, for the love of Cod. Hymn 
To Caeli. Caeli - Aer Ictus. As the air blows. Veni Sancte Spiritus. Come Holy Ghost. Enter 
my body to vibrate with the power of sound and grant a walker some sweet relief. Grant me 
life and grace. The Blue-eyed seer genetics: Clouds are the eyes locked inward. Hymn To 
Aqua. Aqua - Aqua Fluit. As the water flows. Memories as golden as a sunup, although the 
soul might be weary of labour. Hymn To Ignis. Ignis - Ignis Ardet. As the fire burns. We, the 
humanoids, are all, creatures with speech and thereby prisoners of love, in a dead world that 
holds no sound. Materia - Mater Quidem. As all things are matter. Matter of fact. You are 
matter. May she govern all that I say, with sweet charity and will my mind to enchant the zest 
of life, within my lost heart. Brokenhearted are all matters of love in a childless world of the 
barren. (Atomic) The unseen nature of the Djinns. Hymn to Anime. Soul matter. Matter of 
fact. Guard our playful minds and hearts. Amen. Hymn to Spiritus. Spirit matter. Matter of 
fact. Guard our restful hearts and minds. Spiritus Sanctum. Sanctum Santuary. Amenta. 

As once stated. The sanctuary was original created in the twilight, by rebel angels and 
demons, seeking refuge from the eternal conflict. Amen unto Amenta. Let’s knickname this 
page as the last concluding epilogue of the pissing Baboon. Amenta. 
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THE DNA OF INDIVIDUALISM HAS BEEN WITH US SINCE CHRIST. Whenever or wherever it 
truely occured? Praise be any name in the saying of a mere AMEN. New trend. Showing one thumb 
up. Tilt it twice to your left and then tilt it twice to your right, then flip the middle finger twice, 
flipping the bird twice. Even number six. Binary times 3. Of course, someone introduced the 8 ball, 
long ago. Cant it get any worse, pooch? Some would claim a Trinity lore above 8. Uneven number 11? 
All for it. But we cannot have that, right? We cannot have anyone rule over us, not even allowed to 
rule our own mindset..? For thinking out loud, if allowed. Uuh..Uuh..Cuckoo..! A salutation were once 
upon a time a HAIL. Maybe the fact is that the hard smack makes us all sound like girls. 

As the headless Frenchmen(Frencmen) say, eadless to say: I do the best I can. But there might be a 
misspelling helling error here and there. Ssssso an asshole or an ashole or just plain ass as a whole, 
thought the Donkey. Correction: I try and do the best I can. The beast is decided by the feast. 

Some animals mistreated by alchemy’s bliss or blessed and healed by the true Alchemists. Mindfuck 
or not. Eadless to say by Codex. Someone lost his head in/over the Chernobyl incident. (Bad English?). 
But what follows when heads are lost, severed from the torso. French would know. Extremely high 
background radiations and mutations of matter. A very long list since the American three-mile Island 
incident. The final last words: May I, he, she or IT be in a better place. So where will that take me? 
asked the Nomad. It might be the quickest exit-ticket? EVERYBODY KNOWS ..!.. 


CREED 


We believe in the Devil and all his deeds and all his creatures. 
We originate from Satan, the almighty, the Creator of Heaven and Hell. 
We believe the word, the testament from our Lord, conceived by the Holy Spirit. 
Tortured under Nosferatus, crucified, dead and burried. 
Descending to Hell and ascenting to Heaven. Sitting in the Devil’s lap to part eternity 
into darkness and light. We are of the Holy Spirit and the Holy communities, 
that serve sin and the foregiveness of sinners, the ressurrection of meat and the eternal 
damnation. Amen unto Amenta. 


PRAYER 
Nosfera Shadowlaw Prayer. (The creatives prayer) 
Heallish and hellish faithers who art in Hell. 
My will be done, Salutary to all, in Heaven and in Hell. 
Bless this night our twilight and give us our pass, as we foregive those who surpass us. 
Lead us in temptation and deliver us from ignorances bliss. 
For thine is the hour, and the power and mysteries gloom, 
internal youth forever bloom, the inner kingdom resides within me. 
Hail All Immortal Legions. Amen. 


May the grace of Dragons be with you all, always. Amen. 


The Bloodstone Tablets 


The Aranubis-Phat rewrite of the Emerald Tablets. 


Is truth without any lying, it is certain and most true. 

That which is written below is that which is spoken above, and that which is spoken above 
can do miracles unto the book written below. 

And as all texts in existence arose from one codex of marks, it inspired the meditation upon 
new marks of codexes or codices and thereby birthing letterings to be adapted amongst 
scribes and followers, then know, that the knowledge of it, is it’s father. The understandness 
of it, is it’s mother. The seeded knowledge and the mercy of it, carried it within it’s belly, the 
body empowered by it, is it’s nurse and provider. The angelical protection of the entire world 
flows unto this Earth. The force of Djinns and the life force of power is here, 

till it is converted. Life or death, or a leap of faith. When organisms expire unto other realms. 
But separate matters with soul and care, divide the saurs from the sweets, but always tend 
the Djinns of the HOLY spirit. Like a lightning striking unto Earth, from the heavens, the 
loud roaring sounds, will ascend and descend, in all matters of both great and small. Of such 
grandeur, that you might feel superior and inferior, in the same moment of time, or what we 
perceive to be time. By these means you can cease the glory of the world, but also know, 
that all knowledge, which is hidden will flee from you. Therefore watch your steps, only 
guided by shadow. Not even the highest mountain peak, can outcast it’s own shadow, for 

so was the mountain created. Therefore admire peak as well as valley, both saur and sweet. 
Treasure the struggle in a mountain climbed and pray that the mist will not obscure your 
view from the top. Hence I am the mountain, that holds the Trinity lore of ageold Dragons. 
A three parted world linked to one world, a full circle of a Sun. Another dawn and another 
yarn, till the mountain rests my weary bones. The historical records of it are inspired by the 
old Hermes Trismegistus. But know that his name is a Greek rewrite of the name Thoth and 
Thoth is an Egyptian name rewrite of the Atlantean name of Tehuty (Tehuti). 

Still the three were rested by a mere Amen. But we must remember our historical literary 
roots, above all, always remember your own roots. Atlantis. Mayan. Egyptian. Necropolis. 
Amen. Know that the literary root of it all lays in the Egyptian Book of the Dead, but sad to 
say, it is however not the proper translation. The true translation is: Coming Forth By Day. 
But somehow I also find great comfort in the fact, that if you should choose to venture forth 
by day, then you must have found solace within the dark. Fully knowing that you also must 
have found great peace, dwelling in the dark. Some prefer the dark that holds no shadow. 
Drinking or consuming blood heightens the metabolism of our organisms. A fact. 


Amen unto Amenta 


Aranubis ¢ Phat 


in the year XXXXX 


Introduction 


Timeline 


You may choose to believe in time or try and reside in the present, which is most painful. 
You may choose to believe, you also have the right to doubt. But I tell you this. This is truely 
the year XX XXX, at least. This Dimension is beyond the measure of time, beyond ageold. 
The Sphere. The Planet, itself. Mother Earth is really, really, really old, beyond old. 

But ask: Is she beyond repair? That is, if you even believe in the concept of time, to begin 
with. I will however ask: Is time not only but a manmade construct of a clockwork. 

A manmade fabrication of mentalism bestowed upon all of our minds. Yet, very cursed dawn 
awaits it’s own dusk, people fatigued enough to sleep. Some fallen ones only wishing for 
death, in some cases. But be strong. A hard reality and a hard world, stuck between a rock 
and a hard place, in twilight. Only to be met by meteors and meteorites. Hit by lightnings, 
earthquakes, quakes, melting in vulcanic lava, torn by wars, known and unknown wars. 

Did someone along the way sing the lines: It’s a man’s world? If so, with some logic, men 
must be utter idiots. As stated a tough old world. All the more reason to remember the lines: 
What doesn’t kill you, only makes you stronger. It mutates and tries to kill you once more. 
But be advised, it usually results in the element of surprise, not meaning a birthday party, 
followed by getting schocked, frightened, often leading to trauma, were everybody just tries 
to rebound. Most likely playing Louis Armstrong music: Such a wonderful world. But alas, 
Louis did do Armstrong and they got themselves a son named Clark Doe. Yet, we all, if not 
most people still question the Goat’s doctrin of taking a man’s foreskin or a woman’s clitoris. 
Was it the SPAM? Mutilation? An accidentically accident? But how? The one good eye, lost 
to a Dragonfly. Can also bring about great tales of grandeur by scars that you got in ageold 
wars, raged long ago? T.E.R.R.A - All tales for great and small unfolds in the minds of us all. 
Stories from all realms. Be it, from known realms or unknown realms. 

Be it, tales from Grasslands and Moors. Savanna or Bush. Be it, from Rivers and Seas. 
Islands or Peninsulars. Be it, from Mountains and Caves. Valleys or Flatlands. 

Be it, from Sand deserts and Ice deserts. Lavalands or Vulcanoes. Be it, from Forest and 
Lakes. Jungle or Swamps. It can, however, never change the fact that most single solitaire 
snakes always will seek their own ressurrection. As it is in nature, all Serpents always lay 
intertwined, without as within. Some will still use the olden tongue of it, naming it, the Staff 
of Mercury. But come to know, that the holy fire is within you. The inner Kingdom resides 
inside of you. It is infernal and it is internal by the use of Alchemy. While others dumbstruck 
thinks that holy fire is a bondfire can hide all evidence of a crime, not contemplating the hyde 
of the Almighty Serpent. Shapeshifters that are capable of shedding their own skin. Grant 
yourself to the chamber of Osiris, the scribe being Ani (any), with splendors in heaven and 
triump in the underworld. Enter the house of the everlasting and sit down and tend your Ka 
and your body. Pray that there will be given me loaves of bread and foods and drinks, with 
wheat and barley. In this day and age called Whiskey and Beer. It does sound nice. But why 
the ridicule of ancient text and lore? Have we become betterknowing? The Egyptian Book of 
the Dead. The very false translation of it, stands alone, but united in Spirit. Ani’s tablet. Ani’s 
tablet is a long list of pictograms of things and inventions, that the ancients were afraid to 
loose. Look for yourself. Powerlines. Tablets. iPhones. Hoovers. Weed (Cannabis Sativa) and 
much else, whatever you perceive it to be, highly civilised. Such notions in connection with 
Ani’s tablet, does however make you question the element of time, the time granted us and 
projected unto us, from on up high. Is any (Ani) scribe not granted free publication? Even 
despite the terminology of the present, which some might claim or name a modern age? 
Amen unto Amenta. 
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Chapter one 
The Feel of a Touch 


Annihilation by a mere handshake. Touch on a skin. Beauty is only skindeep. Followed by 
an ageold tongue: In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word 
was God. You actually ask yourself some questions. Maybe I have been asking the wrong 
questions all along. For how long have I been dead? And what year is this? My own sworn 
account of my life can only amount to this: In the beginning the word spawned and dawned, 
within my own mind, thereby birthing soul, erecting worlds of creativity and worlds of 
escapism. God written by Aranubis-Phat in the year XXX XX. So God, himself, owns the 
word? Is that fully understood? And all known Alphabets? Must be utterly confusing? The 
volume alone. “Mi liege, God will see you now!”. Alas, oldtimer, oldcrimer. Thank you, but 
thank you NO. All know the fucking monolog, even before you enter the room, all know it 
before hand. Auuch...my inners shocked to the core by the hardcore visuals. Oh, such nice 
violent imagetry. Is it nice? Do I wanna be in the receving end of it? Thank you, but thank 
you NO. Less it be utter illusive. But it makes you wonder. Receiving end? RE..? 
Re-Legion? Ra’s Legion? Receiving end, must be the LEGION of the Damned. ALL HAIL. 
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Leonardo Da Vinci. Huh? The old Lion and the Archangel Michael? Problably. Don’t really 
know in full? Dunno? Archangel...Huh? Dunno...but he must be parched by now, surely? 
So the old Lion is fathering Archangels? Father like son? But they don’t look the same? 
Would you just look at the pair. Apple and Oranges? Well, the Father seemingly some blond 
Master race and the Archangel apparently a blackhaired Slave race? Let me guess, the long 
distance cousin is a redhead? Irish? Look to the iris? So the usual. A Whiskey double or God 
as the all-time quickfix solution. Sums it up, I guess. Uuh-Uuh..Cuckoo. The intelligence of 
the animals found in nature, the famed Cuckoo. Either way the animals do hold intelligence 
and soul, which I honestly believe as truth based on own eyewitness account. Then followed 
by some copycats, mainly Gardners playing the egg thief, only to gladly awaken to the fact 
that all animals love all their children. Human nature is not necessarily humane. Oh..Cod..! 


Chapter two 
The Scent of a Smell 


Bogging feet is a treat? Most loveable white Dwarphs, then praying to loose a nose. Intel and 
computers? Well, it is something tee dee. Better than to watch paint dry. But why not take 

a dump on your lawn and watch in awe as the turd of hurt mysteriously vanishes. But how 
do they do it? Dunno. Don’t really know, oldtimer. Maybe the lawnmower guy knows. Him 
with the nose? You bet yee. Any instructions? I do believe US Army personel refer to it as 
doing some squads. Maybe bending the knee there, oldtimer, praying. Then take a dump on 
your lawn. The turd still dissappears? Always wondered about that, myself. But, it is a free 
world, right? Further instructions? Maybe X-ray surveillance on the turd of hurt, maybe even 
some thermal scans, oldtimer. It still dissappears? Is it the manna from the heavens? 

You know, rain that washes the turd away? Old native americans believe it to be, you know, 
the raindance, removing the stench from the entire tribe, making life bearable again. 

Maybe we all just end up as being the biggest chocolate fans. Duely noted, forgive me, bad 
editing. Oh...some potential here. Luv from Sweet Shitty Sweet-Tooth. Who is that scribe? 
Dunno. Maybe son of Thoth. Wouldn’t be surprised at all. Thoth the very first survior of us 
all, that actually survived wiping his arse in the Eldar Scrolls. Thoth or Thor? Is it him with 
the hammer? I hope not. So King James Bible 1611 AD. The soft tissue issue? Just might be 
the most sortout question of all time and ages. Definately a soft touchy issue. But we all get 
so pleased when someone seems to awake from her or his slumper. We all listen in awe to 
tales of a fallen world, but then, as usual the person shows a smug smile and says: 

But I cannot help as to wonder and ponder the words of John in Revelation, then followed by 
some biblical quote. But to be honest, everybody and I mean everybody just thinks: 

OH HELL NO. Might as well face it. Face the music. Some of us might end up there 
ourselves, because we all need a payday and a monthly paycheck. Mums the word. Meaning 
shut the fuck up. The insomnia blackbird is a chainsmoker with tics round the eyes. To put 

it bluntly. Shit on the lawn rotting? Beautiful birds singing high praise in the morning. Still 
some half digested corn left in the freshly layed turd, hungry beaks on birds, you get the 
picture. Surely, it must be nature’s bliss and not bless. Not alot of singing birds, these days, 
you get the picture. Another glorious dawn. Huh! Dogshite or Catshite? Eww..how racist, 
what about the otter shite, asked the beaver. May it all rot! said the rotter behind the rudder. 
Chocolate pancakes? Umm..with almonds and honey. Not new, prefer normal pancakes with 
half a pear and hot Chocolate-sauce. Huh? What editing issues. Don’t get it. Get it. Maybe 
why people demand most foods in a merry can with food security. Stealthy unhealthy news. 
Kids...Zoo tickets. Yeah...! At least the air is free in a Zoo, and in free world. The scent of 
blood, urine, shite, fresh meat, barf, sweat and animals in heat. Says it all, man. Stanky 
Spanky then gets lost in the Zoo. Hanging out doing fuck all. Is it just me? Still awaiting a 
salvation army, but not exactly a Hero. And today, I saw one Elephant, eat another Elephant’s 
pooh, in a chill moment. Saw it with my own eyes, but later on I also saw the footage from 
my own eyes, but on-line going viral? Might have to add that I didn’t owned a cellphone nor 
a camera at the time. WhatTheFuck. Sometimes people starve themselves by periodic hunger 
periods. Sometimes you even get floored by consuming small amounts of food, eat a mere 
three Cheese Nachos dipped in hot Salsa Sauce. You pass out. We all end up looking like 
Skeletons with bellybelts, rather later than sooner. THE BLOOD CHAPTER: 

A GOOD nights rest sleeping with mi liege (leech) Huh...look at the size of that leech, big as 
the dude’s underarm. Size matters. Another dawn..step..1..2..3..drop. A dram a drop! 


Chapter three 
The Clarity of Hearing 


Can sounds differ? Yes. The thunder season of the deaf, dumb and blind. The loud sounds 

of the thunder seasons may differ in a wide array of different reasons. Learn to tell the 
difference. Lightnings strike from the Heavens unto Mother Earth, it has a very special sound 
to it, a sizzling static sound that roars through the heavens and all spheres. It is extremely 
LOUD. The questions in regards to lightnings. Can lightning strike twice in the same 
location. The answer is both Yes and No. Mathematically it is a no, shouldn’t be possible at 
all. But on the Tic-Toc timeline, the answer is Yes. It can strike twice in the same location. 

I have witnessed it myself. Explosions differ from lightnings. Explosions from missiles are 
also very LOUD, depending on distance, but most often much shorter lived. Sounds like a 
thump. Much like when your braindead neighbor walks around in his darknest, and walks 
into a wall, that wasn’t supposed to be there. A thump. Still many borderliners will end up 
asking the same unanswered questions, questions such as: Where the HELL am I at now? 
And what the HELL is this place? Time, what time? Where the HELL did they sent me to, 
this time round? But in the end we all tire and just sit down, not wanting to move one god- 
damned muscle. We all know the drill. Still I wonder if all in the witness protection program, 
will tell you that it is a LIE? The years: 1953 AD - 1976 AD (Twin Towers/the New York 
Blackout?) - then the 2001(AD) Re-occurence. I will stand by these lines, still hoping to beat 
the system, and it’s all due to conversations in my presence from the mid-seventies. Quote: 
“Det kan kun vere et terror angreb, nar tarnene rammes hele to gange!”. Makes you wonder 
about Danish law, the KARNOV of 1953. Therefore I advice you to cling on to life, like a 
Klingon. Lie with truth, if you must lie, always bend the truth when you lie, as truth, itself, 
might not even exist. Remember to never bend the knee. Sounds like sound advice. But with 
all due respect, may I humbly ask: How the fuck is it even possible for “you” to move 
matter through the fabric of time and space? Leading me on to the words: Fuck God, if 

she will have me, unless you can birth through the asshole. The entire witness protection 
programs past the 11th of September 2001 AD? All those deaths in the quake of the year 
2001AD. Totally weird. Clean-up crews dying by radiation. That is what they tell us, what 
they say. But is it radiation on matter (carbon) that has been moved through the spacetime 
fabric? Might be what causes cancer in patients. Time-distortions. Good theory as any. Den 
gik til 2012, din tyvetrold. But Tic-Toc, right! Leading me to question, what are the world 
oldest bomb bunkers and nuke shelters? Bigguns and Bunkers. Given the history of this 
place. One of the oldest nuke shelters might be the big pyramids. As goes for the Egyptian 
pyramids in Cairo, there is still a HELL of a long way to the tea kitchen in the basement. The 
ancient Mayan and Egyptian pyramids as nuke shelters! Weird theory, or is it? Those well- 
versed in aeronautics armory and bomb technology, would definately still choose the old 
Egyptian model. The Egyptian shaped pyramid, is however way more complex to construct. 
All will say it is a LIE. I wouldn’t know, but it makes perfectly good sense to me. At least 
some logic round the old roundtable of Kings. I trust that all people at blue station, in 
Philidelphia, must have known for decades. | still feel sorry for those inflicted, but there 
really isn’t much we can do against certain forms of mentalism. Best advice is, rebound the 
best you can, day by day. We all go, a bit Uuh-Uuh..Cuckoo from time to time, it is only 
human nature, but also a bit mental. Destructive Forces comes in pairs (balls?) Or maybe I 
am just growing deaf, dumb and blind. Cannot change the fact: BIG BADABUM. 

BIG BADABUM happening from time unto time, if you believe it. Time that is! 


Chapter four 
The Vision of Eyesight 


Dragonflies also have eyes. Two of them. But both are nano eyes. Alas, sometimes we end up 
losing the one GOOD eye to a Dragonfly. Who is that Scribe? Who is that bastard, what is it? 
Is it from the Black School? Is it a sheep, a porker, a goat, a dog, a rat or a fly? 

A DRAGONFLY? Is it even a shit? Who knows? Looks like a shite, to me! But, Who or 
whom, the fuck laided the turd? With all due respect, you know it, yourself, when you shit 
your own pants. Trust me. Logically speaking. We all have eyes in our heads, in fact, we 

are all born with eyes in our heads. The eye is also named an iris and it holds the pupils, the 
black seeing element. A pupil is not a student, unless you take the time to read books. 

As pupils always will be black, for as long as we all may live to see, it is still NOT some 
racist attempt to reduce the black population of the entire Globe as being some lame 
dumbfuck students. Duely noted. So looking for something more exotic? Tropical fruit-juice 
sounds nice. Fruitcake? No, thank you! I am all good, besides she just visited a few minutes 
ago. The apple of the eye is commonly circular in most animals and species, but not 
counting the insects nano eyes. Of course, a Dragonfly in your eye, such as the apple in my 
eye, might grow tenfold, to the size of Jupiter. Depending on how ugly you really look! 
Giving rise to those round shapes birthing a year? I will never ever forget the day. 

But knowledge in a wheel? Simpletons of the world, like me, will choose to name it as an 
year. Not tending to the time issue of illusions. Other individuals might choose to call it a 
bloody reoccurence of events. Ancient tongues once said: 

Any cause has an effect, according to any creator’s own law. The unknown law of it, is the 
lore that always bends the law. And so we learn, that it painstakingly, is the only way we 
can learn. Yet, some will always claim things have become devolutionary. That we all, man- 
kind, have lost our way? Bullshit. A reoccuring statement as old as Abraham. I would gladly 
state it, but it usually results in a flocking the size of Noah. But surely, such a judgemental 
statement can only be based on the path that you travelled yourself. 

Ergo. Cause and effect in the 20th Century: Dude is and was always thick as fuck. 


devolutionary, but do they not hold more truth to the human condition that any other claims. 
Two eyes (eyes-pural), we still have two eyes despite the higher claim of a third eye. 

The divine beautiful breaking of the light in her smelly hair, like the glow of the old baldie 
Fred Astaire. Fred Astaire? Huh? Dude, he doesn’t look bald to me? Well, what do you know. 
Just goes to show, we all end up there! The show must go on! Only if I am able, said Clark 
Gable. Who? So some Master-race with blond hair and white skin and a Slave-race with 
black hair and white skin. Awfully Cheesy cheesey of you. Besides, would love to play real 
chess again, it been an ageold long time. A really, really, really long time. But I wonder as 

to which scams we are running now? Blondes have more Marilyn Monroe addict fun, or are 
we all out of hair bleach for blondes or is there maybe a surplus of Black hairdye? Redhaired 
Irish girl then says: WHY not stop with the annoying stereotypes of your monolog, and let 
by-gones be by-gones. Too much water under the bridge or too much whiskey under the 
bridge. Same again, a whiskey double for all the trouble. Cruella hairdoe...what to do? 


cannot be but one truth. Unless the truth is..err..let’s not go there .!. Instead lets Marvel at the 
Marple leaf. Love the Marple leaf. So Canadian flag once two brown tree-trunks on either 
side of a green Marple leaf hanging in blue sky background, untill a red mountie mounted a 
red code. Good theory. Runs in the family. At least someone gets laided ...... to .!. rest. 


Chapter five 
The Sensation of Taste 


Equilibrium. A word trying to convert balance unto life. Sleeping with the fishes? I truely 
wonder as to what fishes eat? Bet it sometimes can be real fishy substance? Cod eats? 
Exemplary court case 1: The one GOOD eye, lost to a Dragonfly. But never ever at sea, 
said the crab. Come HELL or HIGHSEAS. Three young lads perished at high-seas, at high- 
noon, all due to Darth’s bloody Waders. Not a minute to soon, thought the old sailor, the son 
of Elisabeth Taylor. Yes, your honour. I couldnee safe em, your honour, them three sank like 
six stones. The hanging Judge: And how many kilograms unto a stone? Good Sir. 

But yee honour, I hate this place as much as the next guy. Argh...don’t we all know it by now. 
The endless swill going in and the endless swill going out. Amen! Screamed the Scarab. 
Oh...Aye...Eye..Captain..? We can all related, but find it very hard to condone. 

Exemplary court case 2: At the hangman’s Court. Defendent: But, your honour, the man is 
at the end of his robes. Hanging Judge: He will loose his rope, free to go! But where to your 
honour, his got nee robes? Where to...Eden? Hanging Judge: He must seek his own meal 
ticket for once. Defendent: He has already been been homeless for three years? 

Hanging Judge: I want the person evicted. Defendent: But, your honour, it is raining outside? 
The hanging Judge: And how will he live? Defendent:(Heavenly turned eyes). It’s called 
breathing your honour. But it is real expensive these days on account of him being a heavy 
smoker and heavy drinker. Hanging Judge: Since when? Defendent: Since his first bondfire, 
age 9. He was in it! You know, he was in the fire that broke out, nearly taking two lifes. 

Does certain events taking place in our lifes not decide our tastes and habits? 

What got you laided the first time round? Been on pizza and beer, pasta dishes and redwine 
for at least three decades. Smokers and alcoholics mostly cleanse their tongue/tastebuds, by 
alcohol. Likewise does some cooks/chefs. They cleanse off their tastebuds with some 
whiskey or alcohol and wait some time till tastebuds are restored, in order to fine adjust the 
taste. However, not all chefs do, but many does do it. Alcoholics don’t, they just drink till all 
is totally dried up. An addictive habit of not being able to stop, which actually goes for most 
people, if not all people. Sometimes we should be allowed to blow off some steam. 

An old theory or an old wording is the word Anime. Anime is from latin. Speaking in 
tongues. Maybe the soundest of advice would be uttering the words: Didn’t know what came 
over me. Especially if you made a Boo-Boo out of it. Don’t know your honour? Mistaken 
identity at the time of the alleged crime? Is that so? Must have been sleepwalking at the time. 
First in command: We must freeze the evidence. Second in command: But it will thaw out in 
the courtroom? Evil genius then thinks: How do I freeze my shite, before hammering it into 
court? I got a really good food freezer, but I can’t really use that one for shit. Yet, some angry 
people will say: So what? The frozen shite is already in it? Leading to a very sad Disney 
princess crying, while her sister puts Barbie in the freezer and brother puts all his matchbox 
cars in the toilet. Maybe too hard a Glasgowian humor? Humor most likely picked up on the 
Antarctica. Antarctica being the frozen evidence, itself. You and I both know it. The THING 
(1982) starring Kurt Russell and Keith Davis. The movie sums it up pretty well. 

Two plonkers as a last line of defence, sitting down sharing a bottle of Whiskey. The last 
bottle of Scotch. Both hoping that both poles on planet Earth will melt and the Serpent of life 
will reenter the Earth once more. Who wins? Who really knows! Life is easier that way. 
Maybe the fact of facts is: That the Thing always will be a dormant sleeper. Till HELL 
freezes over and so it did. Antarctica. Someone will eventually pay a visit, some might even 
name it a revisit, in order, to set the record straight. Will it be peaceful? 


Chapter six 


The six Elements 


Fuck me? The six pyramids of old Cairo once upon a time. The six elements in person. 

The six daily measures. Many these days do dine out or eat fastfood. To dine out. Always 
remember to order redwine. Alas, if the bastard can’t take a hint or a hike. Try licking the 
platter for once. Ohh..that’s new or is it? In the food pyramid it is! Most platters are round, 
triangular dishes are somewhat tricky. Huh? Mister Spock’s 3 tiny raisins? I just had a 

salad with 3 raisins in it, you bastard..!.. The cook and bakers best weapons. Cook and chefs 
and bakers must be getting real horny.!. Inner vision? Ohh..such nice imagetry. Mister Mel 
Brooks smiling with goldteeth, jew hairlocks and a Black rabbi bonnet. Come to think of it, 
kinda Nazi old. The old Wine & Dine: The redwine everso fine. An old recipy. Has the old 
bastard (my husband) still any tastebuds left. Grapes add citrus acid. Grapes of wrath? 
Dunno, maybe even already in the fruit from creation, virgin acids is prolonging the fruits 
lifespand before it gets ripe. Nature..huh? A SOMEWHAT BRAINDEAD moment. 

Money and Honey! Huh? How SLOW are you. Better to have than to hold. 

Timeless and priceless knowledge. Note to self: We must not forget nor loose the word: 
Imbecil. Moronically enough many ending up on the clearasil. Imbecil? You or me? 

Boo Hoo...you and me both..argh fuck it. What’s at stake? Asked the impaler. Maybe my 
humor is too old. But we have all been looking ourselves into oblivion at the food pyramid 
as the Holy grail since the year 1976. Why not just tell it as it is. The Six elements being the 
personal daily just measures. As with all else everyone need to find their own balance. No 
way round it. The six elements being: WATER. AIR. FIRE. SOUL. MATTER. SPIRIT. 
Then with some reasoning, but not accounting for each person’s individual balance, let’s take 
the food pyramid from the top one more time: Blue water: FISH. Green air: BIRDS. Yellow 
fire: FRUITS. Orange soul: DEER/LAMB. Red matter: VEGETABLES. Purple spirit: 
BUFFALO/CATTLE. The balance can only be decided by one’s own self, no way round it. 
It is related to your age, the individual burn based on cardio...etc. But as with most else in 
this world, knowledge can be used for GOOD or EVIL. While most question what the HELL 
lays in between? Often leading to following scenario: Kids dont eat the crayons...leading to 
the invention of toxic free crayons...just in case some kid gets in trouble. But then a black 
chef thinks: So the toxic free crayon but in the pizza? Sums it up, pretty well. Leading to the 
question, what is wrong with the world. Leading onto the question: So what’s next? Maybe 

a pulverised car-caburator in the Pasta Carbonata? (Show video of the now famed Chinese 
alchemist actually eating a boiled metal wrench). Shows the problem. Or is it a problem? 

We can survive, on virtually anything, as we, the Homo Sapiens, or mankind, also called the 
humanoids are omnivores creatures, but at what cost and in what fashion? The truth been out 
since the KZ-concentration camps during the German NAZI-regime. The birth of national 
socialism. The word lifestyle doesn’t make it any better, now does it? But it will make you 
feel better. In fact it made us all feel alot better, till someone or something made a Boo-Boo 
out of it. They used to fight in parlaments...knocking fuck out of eachother. Now in churches, 
problably always been that way. Brothers, brothers take it outside. Then why not sell some 
ringside tickets? The Scottich highland, dressed up for Sunday service, then a pub brawl 
afterwoods, knocking fuck out of eachother. As I said this place, is legendary! Truths have 
many faces much like individual needs. Like the fact that everybody hate snow and love a 
warm shelter. But darkness can’t possibly hold life. Huh? Jenna Haze says: I like burbing. 
Me too, especially Maker’s Mark or Jack Daniels. Sieg Heal! But how? Damage done. 
Circumsized for the flies. A certain buzz to these here texts? 


Classification 
All Nature Law Combined 


The 6 elements of high praise, followed by nature reasoning 


Ghostly are the elements of Spirits. I praise destiny says Bastet. 

The Element of the purple Spirit: The Elo-jinns of Khu. Khu is upon us, that which travel by 
many a names. Be it the name of Whitespikes. Whitestalkers. Elo-jinns and Djinns and many 
more names. Taking a man’s heart in the realm of the dead, they sometimes even do it in 
public transport, wearing NIKE air shoes. The six hearts of eternity cast into being. 

The magic of a necromancer: A Dog’s heart. A Lion’s heart. A Dragon’s Trinity heart, and 
finally a Spider’s heart. The heart of the hound says: Never take a necromancer’s heart away 
from him. Never touch a Ghost dog with your fingers, wherever his heart may be. The heart 
of the Lion says: I reside in Dwat/Duat and my chains are linked to Death. My heart shall not 
be taken from me by Necropolis. For it is already dead. Amen unto Amenta. The heart of the 
Dragon says: My three hearts shall not be taken away from me in the realm of the dead. 
The heart of water spake unto me. Flee yee from me, be you a messenger of any God. 

Have you come to drown my hearts with sorrow, while they walk amongst the living. 

The heart of air spake unto me. The air spoke and the mountain trembled. My hearts are 
within me and my hearts are with me and shall not be taken away from me, for I raise the 
hearts by fire and I write it in their hearts. The words from my heart. The heart of fire spake 
unto me. The fire rose and said. I am the heart of the Phoenix, carrying the soul of the once 
great Amun-Ra, who guides the Gods to Necropolis, when they venture forth by day. 

The count of three is that which grants me my wings. The heart of the Spider then said: 

A web we weave till all men weep. We are gonna eat GOOD tonight, boy! 

So saidth the flocked male spider, bringing in a full-size fly. Amen unto Amenta. 

Grave are the words of an eternal tomb, like a graveyard holding no flowers. 

Mut says: I care for all matter. The Element of the red Matter: 

The vessel of the Body and the inner vessel of the Ka. A good night’s feed. Spending a hot 
night in my bed with mi liege, a leech with wings, overfeeding on my blood, till it falls off 
me, blind as a bat. My bed, my sleeper’s coffin, my sanctum of sanctity. 

We all read by scripture and live our lifes off it’s bread. You may choose to live on the books 
presented and you may also choose to have the right not to eat what you detest. Amun-mut. 
Mut were the very end sentence of names striken from the record by silence of mouth. 
Therefore silence tend and care for all matter. The three heads of Mut is the human head 
wearing two crowns. A double crown of the twin genetics. Know that there are two sides to 
the same coin. It holds a head and a tail and in between lays the Serpent’s flexy spine. 

A Cobra and a Vulture. A Cobra will always lie through it’s teeth to save your life from a 
Vulture. So was the culture of a Vulture in ancient past. Yet, it still is. Human nature. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Classification 
All Nature Law Combined 


The 6 elements of high praise, followed by nature reasoning 


Highborn are all souls, resting within their Ka. The inner Kingdom. I follow my inner guide, 
says Amun-Ra. The Element of the orange Soul: The Angelicals/Celestrials and Empath 
linkage unto Dwat/Duat. Joint Memorybank of the Dead. Once upon a time, in a timeline 

of the past, all the souls were locked in the tower of ancient Babylon. So saidth: O’Atum. 
O’Shu. O’ Taweret. O’Geb. O’Nuut. O’ Osiris. O’ Isis. O’Seth. O’Nekhbet. O’ Horus. 
O’Hathor. In the great mansion of the scarab Khepri dwelled 3 Lords of the Netherworld. 
The Lords of Thebes. Atum-Ra. Amun-Ra. Amon-Ra. The 3 Lords of the two lands. The 
great Ouroboros and the lesser Osiris, the Gods and Godesses whom dwell in the Abyss of 
stars. And yet all will ask: What is a name in the saying of a mere amen, for those who wheel 
the feather of the ancient scribe of Tehuty. So be it. So be his name, so be his many names, 
in every place where his soul desires to be. Grant worthy Spirits unto Necropolis. Grant him 
benefits and remove evil. If you do procure a jumpsuit from the most feared Deathdealers 
Extraordinaire, then never ever loose the pilot. Mother of all Serpents is the Medusa. 

She may rest her crown. She may not rest her crown. And if 16 lies of Serpents save lifes in 
the two lands. Then may I rest in stone. A home for my pretrified bones. A Stone 

cannot moan, nor speak. Silenced is the word. So be it. Higher grows the flame, untill it’s 
very last spark and glow. I tend the fire says Nuut. The Element of the yellow Fire: Dyjinns 
of the Fire. The Holy Spirit. There are many different Hallucinogens and drugs. The most 
commonly known drugs are Alcohol and Tobacco, a plant of the nightshade family that holds 
nikotin. The Serpents alchemy sexual viagra was a breakthrough that aided many suffering 
from asexuality. In fact such an extreme powerful drug that the test-subjects just didn’t want 
to go on living without it. In fact many began to believe in miracles, to the point where 
people demanded miracles. I do vividly remember the viagra trials.(1995-1997) I came 

8 times in a row, and actually ejaculating, till dry, but still erect. I kinda looked into what 
viagra contains, apparently these components: The active component is Sildenafil Citrate. 
Viagra, each tablet contains the following inactive ingredients: microcrystalline cellulose, 
anhydrous dibasic calcium phosphate, croscarmellose sodium, magnesium stearate, 
hypromellose, titanium dioxide, lactose, triacetin, and FD & C Blue 2 aluminum lake. 

Not, that I am wellversed in the Serpent’s Alchemy, but I just might still ask if the component 
mircocrystalline cellulose, isn’t another one of those weird surplus fillaments? Sildenafil and 
Viagra, is a medicin for erectile dysfunction and pulmonary arterial hypertension. It is also 
sometimes used for the treatment of certain symptoms in secondary Raynaud’s phenomenon. 
It is unclear if it is effective for sexual dysfunction in women. It can be taken orally or 
intravenously, or sublingually. Onset when taken orally it takes twenty minutes and lasts for 
about two hours. At this point, any man given his age-range, will still undoubtably think: 

A whole two hour fuck session will most likely kill me. So be it. Amen unto Amenta. 


Classification 
All Nature Law Combined 


The 6 elements of high praise, followed by nature reasoning 


I will praise air till my last dying breath. I choose to praise, in the sacred name of Horus. 
But I will never praise in the name of God. I tend the Air, says Horus. The Element of the 
green Air: Djinns of the Air. The Holy Spirit. I have arisen from the embryo, the world egg, 
past the count of four. For so is the Ankh of life. Such is the nature of the binary growth 

of all known organisms, be it man or bacteria. Life is but duale, but seeking comfort in the 
three-headed Mut, so we may rest in our inner kingdom. Reside seated in our crypts, tombs 
and homes. Quote from the Egyptian Book of the Dead. (Coming forth by day): 

The kingdom of heaven is within you. And whosoever shall know himself shall find it. 

The Rosicrucians of Egypt do say: Know thyself, for those brave enough to venture forth by 
day, but sheltered by night. For none believe that there is life dwelling in the darkness. 
Maybe all the more reason for never ever to tell on your mother. Unless you are the 

Mother of all MOTHERS. Hail Horus, Lord of the air. Sadden is the reign of wings for 
eternity, if you choose to believe. Such are the nature of winged creatures, ordered chaos. 
Horus as helmsman, with Tehuty and Ma’at by his side. Feeling beside oneself. Hell, we all 
feel beside ourselves when the tomb and gates open up to the Netherworld. Cloaked souls 
and hidden seats might have to suffer the breath of a Salmon or suffer the fires of the feared 
Phoenix. But if you must speak under pressure, then speak or hold your tongue. Free is a 
choice of three. If you choose to speak then wheel thy Serpent’s tongue, or choose the 
silence of the air, shutting up, by Mut and pray that you may be granted to tranform into 
stone, by the magical touch of the Netherworld. The Stone of a home, a crypt, a tomb or a 
House sheltered from the elementars. Praise air till your last breath of life and then honour 
nature’s reasoning. The trees birthing our air. Amen unto Amenta. 

I tend the water says Hapi. Hapi treasure the water. Happy as ever as the water quells her 
thirst. The Element of the blue Water: Djinns of the Water. The Holy Spirit. 

There are two types of water. The two knowns are the sea’s saltwater and the river’s cooling 
freshwater. Know this to be true. The saltwater will dehydrate you and the neutral 
freshwater will restore you. A GOOD conclusion as any, we need a bit of both. 

But it is however an old established fact, that can be seen on the colour of your own urine 
(piss). If your urine is too dark, then know that your organism is too dehydrated. If your 
urine is too light then your system needs to fast on solids, but do remember liquids within 
moderation, to avoid the dead body to swell. Is this a pisstake? No, not really, it’s truth. 

We must all tend your balance daily and learn the daily measurements depending on age. 
There are two types of water, not meaning piss, less it it properly filtered. A third element is 
then piss. Is this a pisstake? Not unless you take a piss! There are ways to recycle your urine 
into drinking water. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter seven 
Law 


Jesus Christ. The 11 Judicial Rituals Of Christo Constantine. 

¢ In the beginning the word resided on virginpaper and resulted in letters, that became books. 
Therefore have no other book before me, lest it be your own book. Peace be upon you. 

¢ We are all nurtured by image. Therefore if you must create image, then create image of odd 
fish and image of odd bird, alike. Respect the Holy Twin Genetics. Peace be upon you. 

¢ Always remember the Trinity upon the Sphinx of ancient Egypt: Solstice. Equinox. 
Solstice. Keep the Trinity Holy. Dawn. Twilight. Dusk. Peace be upon you. 

¢ Thou shall not blaspheme against books, nor scribes, or odd knowledge, that you consider 
to be witchcraft. Never take a name or an amen in vain, never trust the intake in a vein. 
Peace be upon you. * Come to know your biological parents. Remember your roots and stand 
by your roots. Always remember your roots. Blood. Know thyself. Peace be upon you. 

¢ There can only be 6 binary elements, intertwined: Air. Fire. Water. Soul. Matter. Spirit. 
Thou shall not kill. You kill it. You eat it. If thou must kill for a living, then kill the image 

of killing. Do not kill by betterknowing adultery. Prey & pray. Therefore kill the image by 
image, so you may heal. The binary of the two fishes that spawned 5000 fishes. To eat or not 
to ead, that must be the question. Peace be upon you. « If you must fornicate, then conduct 
yourself in an orderly fashion. But always treasure the pleasure in sexual eruptions, to bring 
joy in souls. Peace be upon you. * Do not steal, unless your own survival depends on it. You 
may proclaim yourself HOLY and starve, most people do. But you will eventually die. 

All organisms requires substance. Pray & Prey. Peace be upon you. 

¢ If you need to lie, by liars deed, to safe lifes, then always lie with the truth bend, 

and always lie with good intend. Some might call it humor. Peace be upon you. 

* Ownership. We all trade in body, mind and soul. But property of matter hold no property of 
hearts. But do know that you never ever can rule soul. Peace be upon you. 

* Know that it takes two minds to consent, also know that the selflishness of the two, is the 
oneminded element that erupts the sexual pleasure. Mercy be upon you. Any justification to 
the words: Jesus Fucking Christ? Well, “Jesus Christ!” it did it for me. There is a Boo-Boo 
missing, but I know that I made a Boo-Boo? Now it is gone? Odd, thought Maud. Sometimes 
you can hear when someone makes a Boo-Boo, far off in the distance. Missiles often come 
closer, moving closer to home, till the entire building shakes. Always remember to ask: Is it 
you mi Boo? Others will say: Safe it, Oldtimer. All of us know the GPS-Sattelite position. 
But I stand by it. The words Jesus Christ, did it for me, as I lost my head in the valley of the 
Dead. But I hate hard violence on Children. To make things worse, my head, the lost head in 
the valley of the Dead, then got sent to the audiologist (Ear Doctor) getting my pineal gland 
fried by ultrasonic decibel. Old news, for all children, that I hope. Getting more greedy? 
Jesus Fucking Christ leading on to the big Boo-Boo saying: Fuck God? Is it blasphemy? 
Not in accordance with the Neanderthals. But if God is without an uterus is it not unholy & 
unnatural. Even on a really bad Gregorian workday? Or when you by some accident hammer 
your toe into a big trunk. Are swear words to be banned? I am all out of new swear words. 
Must be that great peace that befell upon me. Law. The written word is dead. Written by the 
dead for the dead. Scripture is of the dead whereas life is music. Death is impatient, as death 
is the patient. Dying in the colour red, is to alls regret. Death does not boast nor brag, 
because the dead are the mute. Death does not think, because it cannot put reason to one 
season. Death endures all, believes all, hope for us all, gives us all, as your life is a death 
given. Awhile death turns life as life turns the dead. But the greatest of all is Deadth. 
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Khu-Ka-Dwat/Duat. To put it in laymen’s terms, it means: Mind, Body & Soul. The Ka, the 
vessel is deliberately chosen as being named as a body for it’s sole protection. But as the 
Trinity elements are intertwined like Serpents, it is ludicrous to seek one truth to the three 
elements as they are duale in nature. Ka and body is the vessel for all souls, if you do believe 
in such. The body is the temple & the Ka is the inner celestrial body (soul), that is capable to 
astralproject from our crowns and kethers, that is, if the manifestation keys still are intact. 
Some will refer to it as Khu, an older word, describes it as being the God energy. 

The pineal gland is situated within our brains and that is where the cerebral hemisphere lays. 
The eye of Ra. But it applies for us all. Eventually we all end up there, sitting in the devil’s 
lap. Hippocampus - Ammon’s horn, to judge right from wrong, to divide light and darkness. 
To part eternity into black and white. But in between is the inner light. The inner Kingdom. 
Always tell yourself: 1AM GOD - and my body is my temple and remember that the 
kingdom resides within me. The inner kingdom of all. Word of Ra: I embrace ALL. 

Trying to restore the ancient Trinity lore that brought at least a good 5000 years worth of 
peace. There were uprisings back then, in the middle Dynasty/Kingdom, uprising in both 
Luxor and Thebes, but all in all, a restful period of a good 5000 years, that is the lore of it, 
the spoken word handed down through generations. The Universe of mentalism. The source. 
The Khu, creates the Spirit of eternity in multiple universes through eons of time and restores 
entire worlds in the blink of an eye. For the records. The terminology of the holy three have 
alternated through time, that is, if you believe in such. Atlantis: Any known marks? Mayan 
marks being: Inca. Aztec. Maya. Egyptian marks being: Khu. Ka. Dwat/Duat. In the Queen’s 
english: Mind. Body. Soul. The great empire of Britannia, often referred to as the Victorian 
age, that lead mankind onto the industrial revolution. A Revolution of a much greener 
nature? That, I will choose to name as being Evolution. The Luciferian Tree of Life, and the 
Paths as he corresponded them with the 22 Hebrew letters. The old catch twenty-two. 

The learnedth scholars descibe the Dragon’s Trinity lore of the tree in the following fashion: 
The three Horizontal lines are the 3 Mothers. The Vertical lines are supposedly the 7 Doubles 
(paths/points). The invisible nature manifested in between the 7-8 points, but there are still 
three fathers in the 3 lines drawn, if the Sun will ever dawn. The Diagonal lines are the 12 
Elementals (Elementars) But with all due respect ask yourselves is it not the same game of 
ancient past. Whatever you choose to believe in, be it 12 elementars fewer or more, it is still 
the old binary of all the six elements. An even six of the Ancients. That I choose to adore, 
simpler than more. Less is more. At one point in history were the son’s number ten and the 
father’s number twelve, still deemed as being utterly unholy. I will always choose to stand 
by the six elements, and their binary divide, solely because it is easier to remember and more 
truthful in terms of alchemy and metallurgy. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Knowledge matured by mentalism. E=MC2, provided us with the E=-MC2 Empire. In the 
1950’ties. But I ask: Is science even Mathematics. It is, but only one science of many. 
“Everything is energy and that’s all there is to it. Match the frequency of the reality you want 
and you cannot help but get that reality. It can be no other way. This is not Philosophy, this 
is Physics”. Quote Albert Einstein. Fruits being apples and oranges, it still sounds Alpha and 
Omega old. The Cortex, the place where the decisive factor should reside. But for most of us 
a plain zero, which in return brings no consequence, but also peace, a sense of peace. 

Not necessarily peace of mind. Once highly debated if Albert Einstein even wrote the above 
mentioned quote. But I would still say it can only stem from one of the dead. If not, a devout 
person totally caught up in mentalism of mathematics. Mathematical insane. Math ill. 

I would still love a scale with no zero assigned to it. Maybe we all were forewarned by the 
old Kelvin scale of minus 273 minus degrees Celcius, as an absolute zero. That is, back then. 
Some might even claim that all Mathematicians are somewhat nullified. I, myself, cannot 
seem to get past the ciffer of zero, trying to think out of the box. I am too zero brainwashed, 
high on whiskey, but zero influenced. Bubbleboy signing off. 

“Everything is energy and that’s all there is to it!”’? Well, I guess that settles it for you, you 
insensitive asshole. Must have worked wonders at one time. The Hypotenuse lore of Greece. 
We all know the story, Oldtimer. The philosopher. Old Pythagoras sitting in his ancient 
Egyptian gravechamber, in ancient Athena, not being able to communicate, as he had no 
tongue, nor any teeth. But slowly rotting away, due to him seeing too much of the world, 
seeing through centuries. He problably dawned to the fact that all organism do expire 
eventually. Babyfood was very scarce back then, in old Greece, some might say, no wonder! 
He desperately tried to convey his last formula unto this Earth. He extended his fatigued left 
arm. He then shows a thumbs up, then tilts the thumb twice to the left, he then tilts the thumb 
twice to the right. He then extends the middle finger and flips the bird twice. 

Ergo, for those holding codex: a2+b2=c2. 

But the hidden code, an even six, is way easier to remember. That is before some Doctor 
from HELL butcher and dismember your very own limbs. But alas, his handgestures were 
painstakingly misread by the entering Greek Geek Doctor, followed by him being stabbed, 
strangled, shot and drowned in his bathtub, named Morrison, as he with tears in his eyes 
looked upon his yellow rubberduck named Codex. Oh....Codex...! 

Old Pythagoras died a straight man in Greece. Wouldn’t be surprised at all. 

Do you mean stiff as a board and bored as a stiff? Nah...not really. 

Was he by any chance a homofobic. Don’t really know, but wouldn’t you also become a 
homofobic, if your own assassin and murder was a gay man. Laughing as he slayed you. 
Gay, they must have had so much fun back then, being gay, being happy. Argh...old Greece. 
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Knowledge theft from ancient Egypt, done by Greece, in collaboration with the Roman 
Empire, that is what the lore tells us. Nonetheless I think alot about the dawn of the very 
enlightenment, itself. Is it not safe to say that, in the moment, where the creatures became 
selfaware, it couldn’t possible have had any ciffer zero assigned unto it. If you exist, zero 
cannot possible exist. Is it too logical. Is it too simple? Still makes you wonder about the 
mathematics of ancients. There must have been a Trinity lore to it, it is still in there, even 
present in the Gregorian 100-scale maths. And from where does the knowledge from ciffers 
stem from, it’s point of origin? Maybe a simple answer would be: Survival in much higher 
numbers. Maybe the months of pregnancy was a guideline at one point, till someone dropped 
the eightball. Yet, some still claim that mathematics are the very language sent to us from the 
stars. If so, it still sounds a bit Mathematical insane. But dare I say it, mentalism upon the 
minds of all asexual creatures, is odd. Is there even any salvation in Sex? We all seek sex. 
All know sex sells. Be it real or in our minds. The driven element.Propulsion. Further more, 
for those sexually commited, Everybody knows that mankind has been fucking around with 
some carpenter’s cock ruler, measuring the crown jewels, since the days of Napoleon and his 
most esteemed associate Mister Johnson. Hate speech? Not really. But I guess someone need 
to ask such lame questions. Is the penis size related to our DNA, meaning hereditary, or is 

it related to the enviroment, the habitat, related to the amount of calories during pregnancy, 
related unto alchemy etc? Of course, it would be pretty tragic, if not somewhat ironic, if all 
poor people are born with smaller penis sizes. If true, then certainly real hard to swallow for 
most of us. A Slaverace dictated by means. But as with most Skinwalkers, the fact remains, 
that we are all born in the skin which we are treading in. Maybe a tad provocative, but who 
really knows? Either way, is it not all about resources to each individual, and the lesson is 

to learn to manage our intake so we can get by, day by day, till our own expire date. A very 
toxic issue of debate. Will someone take the bait, asked the fisherman unto the fishy fish? All 
the canned sardines screamed: “For the love of Cod! It’s a trap!”’. “Oh crap!”, thought the 
crab. As goes for the troublesome Gregorian 100-scale. Someone suggested that we returned 
to mark zero by X. X marks the spot, as in the traditions of Ancients. I then might suggest a 
plain ciffer 0 (zero) as a multiplication sign. The stuttering Mad Math Meth guy then thinks: 
Multiplication sign: 0. Addition sign: +. Substraction sign: -. Division sign: \. Equal2 
sign: =. As goes for measurements of Ancients. The full measure was as record shows a 9 
cubits, whatever it detailed? It might be related unto the Royal female pregnancy.!. 

As goes for the law of nature, which some will choose to name, the Trinity lore of Dragons, 
in a much older tongue, then know, that it is still present in the Gregorian 100-scale? With or 
without the zero. With or Without you, played it too much. The record, that is. 

But as an exemplary up to the count of ten: 3-6-9. But I will still ask, is it even of nature? 

Is zero of nature, does zero even exist where there is life? Zero cannot exist if you exist. 


Chapter eight 
The Synagogues of the Dead 


Linkage unto Dwat or Duat, know that all life is interlinked, not nessarily intertwined 

as Serpents. A Sarcophagus of Hermitism. For some know only the law of a Tau-cross. 

For some the law seems to be the Cross of Death. For the love of Cod. 

For they known only of the earthly realms: 

O’ Ra-Tmu at the ancient gates of future past, a tomb was once upon a time, a known and a 
great exhaulted house. The Queen of Ankh, the King of life, carrying both the strength and 
health of Princes and Gods. Deliver me from the God whose face is that of a dog. 

Anubis of Seth sets the sundown in the twilight of a doubt. Therefore have faith, and enter 
your tomb, enter into the House of the everlasting. Amen unto Amenta. 

O’ Resh um-Ra. The idle hands of mortals travelling the inner cloth weaved by Gods, the 
dusty bandages of a mummy, a mummified corpse. But will they merely sell relics of bones, 
as their soul gets cursed, only to get hit with a heavenly smite from above, to be eternally 
chained to the tomb within a womb. Memory linked unto Dwat/Duat. Resh-am-Resh. 

To walk with the dead from within. Guided by the inner-ear and the inner vision. 

Come to know of your own Eye of Ra. 

O’ Osiris-Tmu of the present. I have not entered the tomb of destruction, I have suffered nil 
by zero, as I know not of decay, nor death. I do not try out right nor do I try out truth, nor do 
I seek out truth nor do I seek out lie, as I rest within. I know that my soul can never die, till 
the scarab of Khepra ceases the present of Nu, and do sacrifice unto the Serpent. 

O’ Osiris um-Resh. Do remember the origin of Ouroboros. Know that the mouth of 

wisdom is forever closed, for the glory of thine inner ear to understand, 

so I can become in the likeness of Ra. 

And so we knocked and landed on the Earth’s Masonic tomb. 

The Annihilation by a mere handshake. Do remember to count your fingers past each 

hardy handshake. The Divine count of Mayans is still twenty. Humanoid count is still twenty, 
for most individuals. Twenty. As any slavetrader would know, since the days of the known 
slavetrader President George Washington. Hail unto you, the Bull of the Netherworlds. 

So saidth the Atlantean Tehuty, King of eternity. I am seated by the great provider and 
protector named Ouroboros. I have fought for you. I am the God that vindicated Osiris 
against all his foes and enemies on the day of judgement. I belong in your company Osiris, 
as I fashion all children of Nuut, that tend all the fires within our hearts. Nuut who slayed the 
foes and enemies of the green Serpent Osiris and imprisoned all that rebelled against him. 
Offered were the seventh day for the mere price of six nights. The very sixth day and all it’s 
elements. Perfected are the souls sheltered in gravechambers, in the House of Osiris. 

Bread and beer in all seasons in the spirit of the Netherworld, who won all the Gods by the 
Dragon’s Trinity lore, that vindicated with you. Serpent God Ouroboros, may he freely come 
and go, only to leave peacefully in the name of an Amen or an Amenta. Your own voids can 
only be balanced by your own misdoings. So my claim to fame is this, that the King’s and 
Queen’s english, is indeed the language from the old Dragon’s Trinity lore, that has been 
handed down by the spoken word, for several and countless generations. In a sense, we all, 
the British/American speaking nations speak in the ancient Egyptian tongues. Maybe WHY 
I prefer British humor, in a sense, not meaning innocence. Oh...that line should fuck things 
up for GOOD. Etelenty meaning Eternity. Oh...man! No, Oman is somewhere in the middle 
East? Oh...there he goes. Mister Beautification. So is it: Croc’a Lion. Croc’a Croc. Croc’a 
Bull. Croc’a Equus. Knock yourselves out..!.. Croc’a Bear. Huh? Care Bear! Eva Karera? 
Where? BC (BC Code= Before Christ) ..!.. Does cannibals shit in the woods? But is it alot of 
Bullshite, so a BS-Code? Let’s ead. Please. LANGUAGE & EDITING! Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter nine 
Lore 


Mummies are known to be real dry and a tad chewy. Literary speaking. The Ankh of Life. 
The teleport is an open door that never ever can be shut. I seek not to provoke, but it might 
have that effect. If you study the ancient lore, then some will be familiar with certain sleep 
patterns of the old lore. The Egyptian King sleep position, always sleeping on your back, 
with a pillow under your knee, a pillow under your lower back and finally a pillow under 
your head, but as always sleeping with the head towards East. But it makes you wonder 
about the Arabs way of prayers. The spoken tradition, the lore has it, that Arabs once upon a 
time always prayed with their heads towards the East, untill the prophet Muhammad, 
instructed all his followers to pray towards Mekka. I still seek not to provoke. But what 
would Christian and Muslim resistance look like, in this day and age? 

Maybe devout Christians with overgrown toenails, unable to get down on their knees to pray. 
Maybe devout Muslims all of a sudden praying on their backs, maybe even napping. That is 
what it truely looks like on-line. Can’t really blame any religious fractions these days. 

If you do feel provoked, then I can fully understand. Be you most merciful and peace be 
upon you. Lore is a word used to describe the spoken word. That which has been handed 
down through generations by mouth. But as always the spoken word will always have some 
codex to it or not. A hidden meaning or a catphrase or some slang of a slong assigned to it. 
Not for all the China (porcelain) in China. So the Sing-Song porcelain made in Singapore. 


able to cloak most if not all knowledge in existence, but at what cost and to what end? Like 
the claim of justifying your own toiletpaper, some do call it eating. Isn’t there some simple 
truth to it? If not, then at least some reality assigned unto such claim. On a more serious note, 
many worship the image. The number 666. Be it: Lust. Power. Greed. Hunger. Thirst. Love. 
Sex. Hate. But isn’t there a certain truth or truths to the fact or facts, that we all hold such 
natures within ourselves, for as long as we may live. Life and inner life of the psyche, holds 
such natures, while the visuals try to work it’s damage control. The visuals still our hungers 
for such nature. It stills and thrills the hunger of our hearts and minds. But I still hate dubbed 
pornomovies. The Egyptian Book of the dead is still our ground source the lead to all the 
known alphabets. And the wordings and work of bringing some order to the brothelkeeps. 
Quote from the Egyptian Book of the Dead: Prayers and Praises and Recitations for going in 
and out. Someone uttered the words, the old in and out. Bluntly meant as sextalk. Porntalk 
of men leading to mourn talk amongst women, while some unknowingly porker just moans 
out loudly. Think my porn addiction just dwindled and became lesser given these lines. But 
the book holds much more mystery. Assemply of beer? Maybe they could assemple beer at 
one point. Beer just add water. But not really seeing it myself. Alcohol would definately be 

a challenge, due to the ether, not sure if I use the right wording of it. The Ether bodies in the 
alcohol. It would be difficult to say the least, the yeast element alone, might just be a lone 
Wolf. Maybe a non-alcoholic beer assemply as a minimum. But when someone knicks and 
runs off with all my celebrity porn, then you be needing the alcohol, for watching some of 
the old vintage porn. Can’t exactly go back to Playboy. 20th Century called! Mister Plug 
want’s back in! Huh...ask your wife..err..your wifi..? All these fucking plugs, been fucking 
complaining about the british standard of plugs since the Victorian age. But better safe than 
sorry. Ohm and resistance in a plug. A GPS but in a buttplug. GOOD idea, WHY not! But 
age old, like losing your tailpipe with a bug up your ass, what’s the fucking point. Says it all. 


Codex 
The Geisha’s Aphrodisiac 


The 
im) Sacred 
Serpent 


Necromancy. The hidden romance in the necromacy, for some people. Also called sex by 
alchemy. Sildenafil Citrate. Some need alchemy for sexual encounters, others do not. 
Maybe simplest approach to the matter, few know better. But the mentalism bestowed upon 
mindsets? Ohh? A teleprompter in front of me? Out of the blue and in my own home? Weird. 
Read the bible out loud A2Z. Why, those texts aren’t mine, Why should I? But I know that 

I got a good point in this. Women saying: I would gladly give you my off-spring from my 
Godly loins, but I will birth the fetus, the child, through my asshole, in the liking of your 
own divine male Godly nature. Having Kersey Graves books fresh in mind. The 6th edition 
and everybody woke up to the yoke, back then. The bitter yoke of the woke. It started off by 
an ape grinding two homonogamous sticks against eachother starting a fire in most women. 
Then matches, torches and flamethrowers and guns, tanks, warplanes, nukes. But honesty, if 
we even can’t kill what we are up against. What’s the fucking point. In fact so wise words, 
they sounded too old. Too rich for my blood & vocabulary. Ironically, the thing that can’t 
be killed might be ourselves. The human race. A daunting question: I wonder if any human 
in all of existence ever committed suicide, like ever? So neutral. What the hell is it in this 
game? I am getting old and set in my ways. Redwine and a good beef gives me a good nights 
sleep. But often attacked, waking up, two hours inward. Ergo, someone must have felt real 
sharp like 2 hours ago? Alas, poor bastard needs some allowance. The going rate for doing 
fuckall! Don’t know? I do believe the going rate, start 1990’ties, were a full £140 an hour. 
(She must have earned it .!. by the hour). Inflation and damage and salvage ratio, must be 
around, an hourly rate of £600 in the year 2023. So that settles it then. I am allowed to make 
my own money! Xerox were the days. Bear Grylls & the reptilian mindset on a raft? 

The Crocodiles rarely leap from the water, but they can. They can always contemplate the 
calorie-burn used in the kill. The kill rate, before they launch the attack, due to their “seeing 
element”. Because they can “see”. Some Reptilians, so old and lazy, that they just sit down 
and wait till the prey literary walks into their mouths. Like a Queen or a King, an old 
pensioner from Boston opening up a merry can. A can of sardines or a can of Heinz baked 
beans. There are still some old ones around. No need to print procentage of killrate on a tin 
of sardines. They are already dead. If not, throw them out. But given the I.Q in this joint? 

I do believe people ressurrect a herring or two, by barfing and not by higher intervention. 
On your knees before the toilet, be it Japanese or not, it has always been a lowkey 
experience. Ask yourself, reptile or not: Is the laziness and precision in the kill, with a 
minimum calory burn not the best survival strategy. Uden mad og drikke dur helten ikke. 

A Danish saying. It would then classify the hero as being the arsehole! A heartfelt note to 
you, oldcrimer. Always such nice sentiments conveyed unto children, that desperately seek 
idolisation or adult rolemodels, that will love them for who they are. Ergo, just be yourself. 
Then again, a plonker taking down the door to the Jack Daniels Distillery and bank account. 
What followed? Korean war.. Vietnam war...kinda lost count past number one. Must have 
been a really big meal ticket. Amen unto meant A? Is it number one? I need to go for a piss! 


Codex 
The Healer’s Sleep 


The 
Sacrilegious 
Serpent 


Necromancer. The words “born ready” may in some cases hold some irony. I was born 
school tired, leading onto the term born paranoid. Been paranoid ever since birth, but we 

all get used to it. Conversations so extremely tiresome you could hire people as sleeping 
pills. My talk with him was the best anesthetic I ever got. Sometimes fearing never to awake 
again. Mysteriously many men still choose to hang on to a wife. I wonder if there is any tarif, 
wage or money, working as an anesthetic. Necromancing the stone. How do you bring a 
sardine back to life? Chef must go by the surname Frankenstein. It is what it is, survival. 

Just had some kippers from Tic-Toc year, whatever. But no rust on the can. Trust me, it could 
be worse. Ever been in a Scottish bothy? Groundrule, like on the continent of Antarctica, if 
you take something off the shelves, you ALWAYS put in what you take out. The old switch- 
eroo. Groundrule number one. YOU MUST ALWAYS DO SO! IN CASE PEOPLE GET 
STUCK IN EMERGENCIES. But still the Heinz Baked beans always go first. Any beer left 
on the bothy’s shelves and that answer is a godgiven NO. Not that I ever been on Antarctica, 
but based on the heresay by my father. He was stationed there in the mid 1960’ties AD, in the 
year of your Lord. Unfortunately I lost his detailed exploration sheets, which he personally 
handed unto me. Which by the way isn’t available to me, on-line, but must have been 
available for my father, on-line, as he PERSONALLY printed the pages out for me. 

Just makes you wanna say: Go figure? Did it sound belittling the very achievements of my 
own father, not really. It is factual. Maybe each individual ends up in their own intrusted 
circle, like a carousel, the old merry-go-round. As I said it is a circus, but you cannot expect 
all of us to become like children again, surely! Old wording: We can’t all be God’s children. 
Anyway the Scottish Bothy system could also work in shelters instead of those tiresome 
soup-kitchens, with old stale mouldy bread. Just want it in a merry can, really can’t be that 
hard to fathom. Mind you some of the soup-kitchens are GOOD. Referencepoint being New 
York, Manhattan. Please Note: The rich neighborhood, right? But as always many try and set 
the father up against the son, by the words: Who won? Father like son, the lines alone gives 
me the coldsweat hour. But maybe these words can bring some solace. Why would you cry 
if you don’t know what the future holds? But then ask yourself, maybe it is the future that 
makes us all want to cry. A Scarab described as a world destroyer, but I suppose rolling a turd 
will crumble your world view, especially, if you live in a luxury skyscraper. Cannot change 
the fact that the Egyptian Scarab fathered all religions. Even Christianity. So a short booklet 
of the Dead. Dare I say it, connecting these here dots might send you into a stasis of deep 
sleep, from which you never want to awake from again. Only to be awaken reborn. Sleep 
paralysis is the weave of Serpent Gods. The healers sleep of a Scarab with Egyptian origin. 
Soul searching, I was told to always remember my roots. Death is the best anesthetic of all. 
But come to know that I, Tehuty, only write books of the dead for the dead. 

Stealthy are but the kameleons always seeing somebody on the side. Amen unto Amenta. 


Codex 
The Worker’s Blues 


ei 
LS: 
\ 


VAVAVA 


FIRE SPIRIT MATTER WATER — SOUL AIR 
YELLOW PURPLE RED BLUE ORANGE GREEN 


The six HOLY Elements 
302=6\2=3 


Netherworld/Underworld. Tell it as it is. Most people expect that pregnancy requires some 
kind of marriage. But it really doesn’t, now does it. The uprising that caused the biggest 
upheavel back then, in the middle kingdoms of the old Egyptian reign, was the emergence of 
the cult belonging to Akhenaten and Nefertiti, with the monogamous view of matrimony, like 
the famed Moon weddings. These days problably some copy/paste job in Photoshop. One 
can only hope. Akhenaten was married to Nefertiti, his great Royal wife. Still remains most 
womens last hope. But to be quite truthful, the pretend marriage in the honour of the lamb, 

is an easier lifestyle and way more fun. But also require a harder approach unto the power 
structure. Crosses do that to you. But these days they call themselves Jehova witnesses, not 
knowing half of it! Some will even name it ignorance bliss, hence fort. So what’s next? 
Some scientology movement? Hubble in a bubble? At least it is closer to the word science, if 
you believe in it or not. There is really no escaping from Carbon-14 core samples. But sad to 
say! Apparently there is, due to alot of scientists suddenly getting fired and laid off. I always 
hope for the best, but fearing the worst. If so, may all the scientists be in a better place? May 
you rest in peace. Scientology, is really just another hard system that very few can condone. 
In the words of Fox Mulder: I want to believe. But a world without any intel or propulsion? 
A world without television? The Armish people in Pennsylvania has been there for centuries 
on end. Try and speak to a turned Quaker girl seeing the ocean for the first time in her life. 
An ocean of young hot men, born ready & always hard. From Pennsylvania to Transylvania. 
Tell me about it! Metalshoes at high-seas. Like the Jules Verne “divine” diving gear, the most 
lameo invention of all time, as any navy seal would know. The air feeder on the boat then 
thinking, not this shite again, like in my youth where I had to work the train handcar down 
the tracks putting out mi back. From handcar unto a handicap. Only wishing for golf. It must 
have worked as a charm till the first casualties. As usual. Watch your back. Clubbing and 
Golfing. Huh? Well, what do yee know. The begining of a crime syndicate and you didn’t 
even know it yourself? But really? It kinda sound a tad odd, to say the least. Is life but a 
crime? It must be for some, the unfortunate ones that shame. Some would even name them, 
as fallen angels, in one of those old Gregorian wordings. Sometimes you learn that words do 
alternate. Train trampolin unto a handcar. You google shite to learn, that half of the planet 
will problably never ever get me, away. Not knowing what on Earth I am saying. Leading 
unto the element of necromancing, is there really any need to raise any knowledge if the 
knowledge already appears to be dead, or it has evovled unto new life and lease? 

Taking the poor dog for a walk? Need dog-lease due to all those fucking cars, automobiles. 
Fucking hate cars. I need a dog-lease for my God. Two bar flies smoking and drinking in a 
bar. Is that shite on his white underwear? Nah...just leave him alone. It is just old McHenny, 
with some worcester-sauce on his shorts and it’s just applejuice that is in his whiskey bottle, 
he is just trying to draw in the flies. 


Chapter ten 
Thought & Psyche 


Omens can be bad & good. Too much doubt shadows the mind in mentalism’s curse. 
Thoughts too deep, so you loose the present of your own livelyhood, therefore remember 

to live a little, day by day. The Universal Thinker. Existence, is a flux between a continious, 
decline and incline of various energiforms and matter, on various levels of existence. Blood. 
The bullshit of a century or a millenium? You tell me! Thoughts when they get their first bite 
of it, getting stoned on life. Always high on metabolism and symbolism. Totally stoned into 
afterlife upon afterlife. It is the fountain of youth, the divine Alchemy of organisms versus 
the dull chemistry of minds. Talk is cheap, while highpriced whores are extremely expensive. 
Dead is the world. The heresay of the building blocks of chemistry, dull as they are: 

N5 * 04 « Z1 ¢ E3 ¢ S6 @ Na2. Does it not read out loud: Zones, not available for life. Alas, 
dead is but the world, my minions. Mankind is a stone. A cube stone during his evolution, 
which I truely believe to be dead, despite countless revolutions. The individual at his or her 
beginning is symbolic of the rough stone, an individual before their involution. Tell it as it 
is: Devolutionary. The own self at completion is supposedly a polished stone. The perfect 
ashlar of a cosmic man, seeking creation. Sounds like the sculptor’s nightmare. Seeking only 
the blood, in the flesh turned into stone by the Serpent’s Alchemist with his water-duster, 

to show the petrified flesh and skin and bones of all corpses hailed unto Medusa witchcraft 
and her alchemist crown upon all life. Dead is but the world? Polished stone, you insensitive 
asshole, what about the rod and my fingernails? Who said that? Dunno? Maybe Herod or 
Hisrod of old Zion? Must have been Einstein, then? I would hardly call that a rod. Tell it ass 
it is, hun: Huh? Heodd? Well, I already know that, you insensitive ashole! Mankind is still 
and forever more a minor reproduction of the macro-cosmos, and the creation of a universal 
man, named Adam Kadom. The cube symbolizes, the evolution and unfolding of mankind. 
Yet, you cannot fit the 3D kitty box in the “AIl Nature Laws Combined”. Maybe why the cat 
always been out off the bag. You suddenly get hit by some visuals of Adamas on a bridge. 
Hindsight: Officer on deck. Ass you were! Privates thinking: Once an asshole always an 
ashole. Might sound wormy disrespectful, even rescentful. But dont know about you? But I 
am only made out of flesh and blood. Now, I am gonna get stoned on Cannabis Sativa. 
Always respect nature, but guide the best you can when you hit the disrespectful nature, like 
silent Serpents. Somewhere past the bloody waders. I do know when I am under and when 

I am dreaming. Oldtimer, would you stop using the old morsecode on mi cluttering teeth, 
when I sleep. Hoping for you to return to the grinding of teeth in Surbiton. thank yee. I do 
know what I say and when I say it. I know when I am awake. I am. Can it get any worse? 
O’Shu...like a foot up yeer arse, but this time round wearing a shoe, maybe with some metal 
or hidden blade? O’Shu...as in codex, meaning, get tee fuck, since the word Jesus Christ 
have no effect? Cant it get any worse? Garlic used to work! Can it get worse? Metal shoes 
at high-seas, instead of Darth’s bloody waders. Sweetheart, let me make you a cast of your 
beautiful feet with sillicone. She then thinks, it looks and smells like concrete? But how 
would she know, if not a bricklayer or a mason? Old school says, nails through the cabin 
boy’s feet, but in the ship’s deck, as the boat sinks to the oceans floor. People keep asking 
questions: An ageold question being in being: But then who created God? My magnificence, 
just in case you exist? Deadman’s switch is the brothelkeep number seven from a celestrial 
viewpoint. Loose one and have six blank children in a sixshooter. Can a headless frencman 
sweat? Well, not from his eyebrows! Thou shall not kill and the paradox: We eat at day while 
we ead at night, and grow chubbier amidst twilight. Let’s ead. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter eleven 
Duality & Twin Genetics 


Past the ancient past lays what exactly? The future perhaps? But still, the duality is the truth 
and the truth is the paradox of truth, as the Moon testifies the rising tide and floods the mind 
of the seeker. Duality is also an act of balance. But know that most suffer rise and fall, like a 
rising tide. The holy Serpent and it’s twin genetics. Holy are all of the Serpents that lay 
intertwined. Most if not all people eventually tire of life and simply ask: How much must we 
suffer and endure to tend a crown? The answer is simple. The crown, itself, is your very own 
head, getting ahead, not giving head. But the nature of a twin is the nature of a mirror. 

A Medusa crown that holds 16 holy and divine chapters of a crown, overseeing an 

unholy crown of ten. The HOLY Twins by a mirrored eight. A Crimson dawn holding the 16 
crowned Serpents of the Medusa crown gliding to the cloaked shadow vale in the valley of 
the dead, to raise life, itself. 7 ¢ It is the Dwat/Duat in your crown located in your own 
forehead. 2 ¢ It is the Khu of the God energy in your Sarcophagus. 3 ¢ It is the Ka within 
your body residing in the Spirit world. 4 ¢ It is the Air birthing you the wings of a Spirit. 

5 ¢ It is the Regno/Reign in a Kingdom by blood. 6 « It is the Fire of a body’s heat locked in 
fornications. 7 ¢ It is the Day of blindness and it’s blendwerk. 8 ¢ It is the Terra by the dark 
soil of ageold religion at twilight on Middle-Earth. 9 ¢ It is the Night flight by sonar and 
batwings. Egyptian pyramids, go figure. 10 ¢ It is the Water of the rainmaker bringing life 
to the Holy Serpent. 11 ¢ It is the Half-life of an undead Skinwalker. 12 ¢ It is the Matter 
of an Overlord. 13 ¢ It is the Pain of the Impaler’s broken bones. 14 ¢ It is the Dead-life 

of the Scavenger, a homeless fallen soul stigmatized as a fly. 15 ¢ It is the Joy of healing. 
16 ¢ It is the Still-born, those born of the dead. Those born ready. Those are the 16 Holy 
Serpents of life, itself. Amen unto Amenta. The Pit Of The Sethian Lore. History has it that 
the fifth King, the Pharaoh Mentuhotep IT, was at all time able to impose his will upon the 
gnostic vampire Lords of the Underworld. In return for gold and treasure they never released 
the “beast”. His names are many under the heavens, one of his names is Amon, Amen, Amun 
or Amun-Ra. The very first reference to the vampires Nosfera appears in the pyramid of King 
Unas, also from the fifth Dynasty. Amon or Amun-Ra, the God of the air, is the hidden wings 
of the “Heavens”. His HOLY name is signified by the salutation of “The Hidden One”. Myth 
has it that a Giant, hides and jails, his soul in an egg. Therefore, Amon is considered to be a 
soul of the dead. He will only answer unto Dwat to rule all other elements. 

The inner Kingdom, that resides within us all. However, some still consider Amon to be an 
ancient deity that was spawned in the depths of Hades, in ancient past. 

All seek such point of ORIGIN. Amun-Ra is displayed as the Osiris, the heartless, as a judge 
over the dead and a judge of time. Such Nosfera God has been depicted in various forms: 
Depicted as an Ape. As a Lion. As a Frog man, that seeks his Serpent counterpart, in order 

to become intertwined. But such worship of the unseen has always been scarce, thoughout 
history. However, a temple was once erected for such a worship, somewhere in the twelfth 
Dynasty. A small temple, nonetheless. The name of the sacred town was Nu or Nu-Amon. 
HOLY, HOLY is the town’s ORIGIN. But it still takes two, to guide three. 

Ankh of life: Age can only be related unto age, despite the false element of time. 
Sex-age:16. Legality-age: 18. Independence-age: 22. 

Have a heart and please show some mercy. Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 
But I may still ask: Is “TRUE” salvation, then with or without the foreskin? A bit of both 


Chapter twelve 
Vibration & Speech 


Question everything, soundest of all advices. Vibrations. The motion of a vocal chord or a 
mind wave, can lit any unsheltered mind, know that both are a reality. Prayers are often the 
tools, wheeled internally as externally. Pray internally but never show sign of worship. Pray 
therefore externally if you must, but only to ward off the surrounding angelicals. 

O’ Osiris my soul which birthed my body. HOLY is the almighty Serpent. 

O’ Osiris my soul which birthed my mind. HOLY is the almighty Serpent. 

O’ Osiris my soul throughout different ages birthing Spirits of Gods. 

Know that the Trinity lore are the three judges high. The funeral within a tribunal. 

Stand not against me, nor before me. Do not be hostile with me in the presence of the keeper 
of the balance. For you were once in my Ka. You were once my inner soul. My protector that 
made all men hail. Come forth by day fully knowing of the night. Go see Hapi in her happy 
place, whereto most men travel. But do not make my name stink to high heaven, although 
my body reeks. The Egyptian Skunkape will ace it to be, till the flies and worms will visit the 
valley of the dead. Entourage gather men, while dumb courage reaps their souls. 

Never ever lie in the presence of a Serpent God for he is the very father of it. 

If you must lie, in order to safe lifes, then always lie with truth, lie with bend truth. 

Thus Tehuty says: Anubis judged the heart and soul, by his own truth for he is the father of 
the dragon’s scales. The Great Ouroboros which is in the presence of the green Osiris, says: 
Always hear the words of truths sorely sought, because lies are the roots of all truths. 

The mother of all MOTHERS. Anubis have judged the heart of the deceased, in his scales, 
and his soul stands before him. Righteous is his balance because no sons have been found in 
him. No sins found in him. He did not burn nor destroy any of his own creative works, few 
does if it is done by their own mind and hands. Trinity lore upon each DNA of individualism. 
Thus says the Great Ouroboros to Tehuty, his Atlantean scribe: This utterance of yours is 
true. The vindicated Osiris of the Netherworlds is straightforward, as he has no sons, nor 
sins. Therefore, there can be no accusations before us. Authorities shall never have any 
powers over him. Mut is but death itself, birthing a silent Serpent. But how do you create a 
Serpent? The simple answer is violence. Grant him sealed offerings in the presence of Osiris. 
Grant a lease in the field of offerings, also for the followers of Horus. Thus says Horus: I 
have come to you Lucifer and I bring the Netherworlds before you. Their hearts are true 
brought forth by the balance and they have not yet, sinned against any Gods or Goddesses. 
Tehuty had judged their writings, which have been told and sold to the Great Ouroboros and 
Ma’at. Grant them bread and beer sealed in the presence of Osiris. Also for Horus and his 
followers, the greater wing over the Serpent. Thus say the Netherworlds: We are here in your 
presence. O’Lord of the Netherworlds. There are no wrong doing with our bodies. We have 
always lied with witt, but never ever repeated the witt or lie twice, not without any kind of 
bend truth. Grant us therefore favors in the suite of Osiris, once favoured by the good God 
and loved as the Lord of the two lands. Netherworld therefore vindicate the Serpent Osiris. 
Amen unto Amenta. The MEDUSA crown of duality eight is still the number of sixteen. It 

is the ciffer eight exhaulted and the ciffer eight laying down. The old mark called a Greek 
Cross of the Nosferatus. Also known as Amon or Amun-Ra unto the ancient wings of Egypt, 
the old Necropolis. The very name of Nosferatu is a newer name. Dreamt up by the Vikings, 
prior to worldwar II, in order to claim him to be of some old Norse folklore, it was used 
against the NAZI-regime, back then. It is truely spelled with ten letters and two letters of 
“S”. NOSFERATUS. Amen unto Amenta. 


Chapter thirteen 


Visions & Mentalism 


Ra’s LEGION. The inner rings upon our Ka, the inner vessel of souls. For the sole protection 
of the soul and body. Mind your body and soul. Yet, remember to tend your body, if you are 
able or can muster the energy. The inner sight of vision. Most will name it to be superstition, 
utter nonsense, while other will say, that it is true, even leading unto divine. But it is also 
most dangerous. The superstitious nature that befell upon some of us. Yet, inner visuals are 
real. I know they are. I see. The element of foresight is in an older tongue named as being a 
Seer. So such nice imagetry this fine morning past sundown. Childhood stories of dread. 
Horror stories travelling the kindergarten. The Masai women with long neck looses their 
neck rings if they has been unfaithful, and the neck breaks and they die. Followed by the 
picture of a Masai woman without her neck rings, with her head hanging to one side drinking 
a McDonalds milkshake. Meanwhile in the background some Alien mongol going: 

Uuh Uuh..Cuckoo...doing circular motions with right, think it’s a hand? But circular motions 
at the temple in his forehead. Mentalism and mental illness. By the claim alone, that time 
never can be linear, all will name me as being a total nutter, being mentally ill, crazy...you 
name it. MacDonald’s burgerchain, I loved the grub, must admit. LOVING it. Then one day 
after a visit to the toothless dentist, I had a BigMac menu with lovely crisp fries, only to wit- 
ness some old plonker vibrating the words unto a blank. Vil De tjene mig? Had such a nice 
old life for once, fairly peaceful. Okay, let’s not split hairs, some might say that I was dumb 
as fuck, sometimes even thick as fuck. But I think that I came in from the 20th Century and it 
feels like I landed somewhere in an older age? Not exactly a lie, birthday in the year 

1968 AD, in the year of your Lord. Been asking questions ever since, what the fuck went 
down during the renaissance? So we met the words, was it Jehova witnesses and did I even 
hear the words, the Elders? Fearful flashback to the lost mormons? A nice life, sure. Then 
again, we have all had our ups and downs, but the word Elders? I am like 55 years of age, 
that is on paper. Inner structure, don’t really know, many age 85? Plastic fantastic by now, or 
what? Bendy fingers? Jeg kan télle alle mine ben? Wonder if I am old enough for the 


THANK you, but thank you no. Think that I FINALLY am gonna end up in the circus or zoo. 
A weird hindsight. My beef-jerky since 1982 AD, herself all of a sudden cleaning toilets in 
my cell in the nuthouse? Tic-Toc Factor? But still GOOD tits and ass! But apparently madder 
than hell I could sense it. And I didn’t even say one word? She doesn’t understand me? We 
run those lines alot, don’t we, but it is still weird. She must belong in the mindreader squad? 
Might be the Best advice ever given unto me. Whatever you do never ever look back. Going 
out blissfully unaware. Who stabbed you in the back? Standard reply: Wouldn’t know. 

When malnourished and really hungry, always remember to ease your way back into the 
calories, when feeding, unless you want to barf it back up again. This might make you barf. 
The weird visuals of the rotting swollen Elephant? I guess somewhere in Africa? Weird...not 
any flies and maggots around, stripping the Elephant corpse down to it’s bone? We all know 
that predators can smell disease a mile a way. Serpents even capable of tasting the very air 
molecule, itself. Maybe we are here and still alive on the account of a dumb fly. Can it get 
any worse? I still find it weird, with that Elephant corpse, even small cell organisms, 

smaller than flies, needs to feed, right? So whatever the hell we are fighting it must be 
external in nature. I am guessing that it is some kind of external presence. I am done fighting 
them, the cloakers, once you see them in action, your blood chills. Their mindsets are gone, 
beyond any reasoning. 


Chapter fourteen 


Correspondence & Scripture 


Scripture of the rapture. Saint John Revelations of the King James bible of the year 1611 AD 
(Anno Domino), in the year of your Lord. Anno Domino, whenever it truely occured. 

Please do INSULT the best you ever possibly can. The best way humanly possible. 
WICCAN in a can? Don’t really know, how is Obama? Yes, we can! Not meant in a racist 
way. Nor meant him as canned goods, but that should be a free choice for each individual. 
There exist many different bibles. The ancient Egyptian book of the Dead. The Kybalion. 
The Torah, The Mishna. The King James bible. The Koran. The Kabbalah and many others. 
Some might claim a PIXI book for children as divine literature, who is to judge, yet alone 
own the word. But if you aren’t even allowed to publish a mere PIXI book. Better claim it to 
be dead? But what is then dead? The word or the conversation? And if a conversation truely 
grants you nothing but death? Lazarus was dead for 4 days and Jesus (Christ?) brought him 
back to life, anything that seems dead in your life shall be restored in Jesus name! But if you 
don’t want to leave your own cave or Church ? Your grave, crypt, house or flat? Problem. 
Terraforming and civilisation? Equlibrium of matter CAT. Civilisation: 33%. Agriculture: 
33%. Trees (Forests): 33%. But some might name it as being mathematical insanity, it 
doesn’t work that way, when it rains it pours. But all religious books forewarned us of the 
elements of time and death, such elements were described as being illusions. The German 
word: BLENDWERK leaps to mind. As goes for the history of it, we even have different 
timelines. Jewish year. Arabian year and Christian year. Ironically a bit confusing. As I only 
know of Christian history, there is a total name fixation in regards to baptism and names. 
Lilith - the twilight sorcerer, is one name of many names found in the Christian bible. But 
most people grow to learn that the bible is an ancient ice novel full of murder, corruption, 
homophobia, bestiality, hatred, incest and cruelty and still read out loud to children on a 
Sunday. Sunday...bloody Sunday. I find it disturbing, but it is also a part of our past. But the 
pain in the ass of it, is to claim that nothing are fully evovled, in order to birth propulsion. 
And if it is too perfect, the elements must either be “crucified” or even stigmatized because 
only God is pure perfection? It must depend on which “God” then? Less is more. The 
problem by claiming that the written word is dead, written for the dead and by the dead, 
creates a closed system that holds a lesser propulsion. But if it works, why fix it? It is still 
what works for many people? But to claim scripture does not evolve. The reason that it 
doesnt evolve is due to the mentalism of certain books. Books so mathematically insane, 
noone seems to be able to get off their asses to pick up the Newton’s apple, when the ripe 
fruit falls on the ground. Might call it the Ruler’s summit on top of Mount Everest, because 
noone must ever rule us, like an old pyramid with a topstone missing. The top of Mount 
Everest is literary littered with corpses. The truth. I will still claim many books as being 
antiquated, even the King James Bible, known unto many as the arseholed version. But why 
not leave it up to people themselves to judge upon the matter, before you name them to be 
imbeciles or dumb. And as always, now that you actually said it to me. Yes, I suddenly feel a 
bit dumb. How do you feel, today? Is your middle name by any chance Bruce? Fuck yee, yee 
bastard, don’t get me started. Joslyn Chapel, dirtback. Like the old McHenny humor playing 
around with old native American tribal names, totally gets up my nose! The Squaw called 
Big Cave & the Chief called Little Tree. CAT is out off the bag and apparently it has climbed 
some tall tree, but too lazy to get back down from the tree’s crown. Cheeta’s always fed in 
the crown. Clever kitty. That’s old news to me said “Two dogs fucking”. The 9th passenger 
might incidentally be your own child. But I will have none of that said the magic eightball. 


Chapter fifteen 


Intercourse & Intercoarse 


T.E.R.R.A:Terror done to virgins by Mothers, but not by their real MOTHERS. But how? 
Did they not birth them, or did they? The midwife’s shuffle done by the Devil for the sole 
and soul protection of the child. Hate to say it, but someone still need to ask such questions. 
The terminology of religion? The word terminology alone sounds terminal much like 
terminal cancer. Leading on to the word salvation and terms like saviors? Salvation? 

But in what? Math? Daylight? Sainsbury? Mutilation of the genitals, named Circumsition? 

I know real toxic subjects when we address sex and the psychology assigned to it. But I still 
cannot help to wonder and ponder (this is not a quotation from the bible) the footage of a 
young hot latino woman in her twenties, blowing the cock on a five year old somewhere in 
India and awoke to the wormboy’s flatiron. I wonder what kind of mindfuck is assigned upon 
women before the sexual deed? Mindfucks played on all virgins from your high Towers. 
Motherhood must truely be the MOTHER of all mothers. Trying to loose or sell the boys 
coat to some goat? Selling it to a lame duck, making it worse, said the nurse. Asexuality 
propelling us all to seek knowledge upon each dawn awoken? The deed alone of mutilated 
genitals? Does it bring about zero growth? Nilgrowth. What do alchemists use to SLOW 
down growth? Any toxinity to it, any chemistry involved? We all heard the renaissance view 
of apes with coats (foreskin) having a smaller IQ, which by the way, none of us can define 
anyway? But someone problably tried to justify it by the word genitals. Must have been a 
genius. Genius = using no blade on the divine body. EvilGenius = surgeon blade on and in 
the divine body. Let us all guess, once upon a time deemed a divine body! A young hot sexy 
body. Just needed to put it out there! Touchy subject is it not. And how can I codex it in the 
Croc ‘a Lion? Sugercoat it? I think not. For my part, the damage is already done. Coat is 
gone. Circumsized for the circus. I just wanna live the rest of my life as an alcoholic. But can 
one make it past the Danish doctorial butchery commity? Be forewarned, it only gets worse. 
Peace upon corpses, restoration of the HOLY tomb and trinity lore by the sacred rights of 

the sacraments. But having Najaf, in mind? Who really knows? Besides I am done walking 
and done talking, unless in tongues. Best guess is that the day in question might detail my 
tongue being really swollen: For the love of Cod. Jesus Fucking Christ. So hitting the JFK, 
like twice, not including this one, but the JFK airport motherfuckers. Let’s not get confused. 


Guess someone lost count past three. The number of rounds alone? What spured it? Dunno.. 
maybe the name of the City, itself. Dallas? The lass? The lad? Who really knows? Praise be 
the lard. Huh? But those whitespikes are extremely lethal though, what didn’t followed in 
the quake of the assassination. Alot of Jack Daniels. Rivers of water and whiskey under the 
bridge and most likely in someone’s bridges. Big carriers, a He or a She always starting off 
as arunner. So old chump, old pal. Another round of cards. Well sure, to be sure, let’s leave it 
in here for safe keeping, just in case. DECK 60. The five card Houses: MOON. SUN(22). 
EARTH. TREE. RIVER. Card values assigned. First one is the ACE - value one or value 
twenty-two. Two - value two. Three - value three. Four - value four. Five - value five. Even 
Six - VALUES six. Seven - value seven. Eight - value eight. Nine - value nine. The King 
Emperor - value ten. The Queen Empress - value eleven. Last five top cards; 

The Moon Elementar. The Sun Elementar. The Earth Elementar. The Humanoid Elementar. 
The Star Celestrial. The values on the top cards? We make up our own rules as we go along. 
So a King Emperor. WHY not, let’s knickname it, the Penguin card. 


Chapter sixteen 
Polarity & Rhythm 


Underworld/Netherworld. The pass-over of Nu. When you contemplate the spheroid called 
planet Earth. In regards to the poles? Which is the minus pole and which is the plus pole? 
Surely there is a flux in between. Let’s call it Life. Let’s hope and pray for life. Where there 
is water there is life. Baptism of Trinity lore no more? So many ask WHY? Maybe Humans 
getting reduced to sex batteries. The anger alone and WHY is that? Is sex a sin? WHY O Y..? 
Let’s try a global Black-out during the night! Huh...but how? The Sun always shines on the 
other side. Then knowing nature, I don’t really wanna know. A circle, a Sun, a circular round 
platter on your dinner table. A zero, maybe even what gave rise to the wellknown twelve 
hour clockwork, which by the way, is man-made construct and not of nature. Maybe time 
itself in the olden days simply was too SLOW twelve hours a day, so SLOW, that all people 
literary died of plain boredom, till someone speeded up the times till 24 hours per day. 

Ever think of that? Given the light I feel alot of clockwork jokes underway. Would you look 
at the time? That must be ageold, as old as London Times newspaper. Which by the way is 
supposed to be read upside-down. But maybe the even six spawned the twelve that doubled 
in size. Logically stated. All the more reason not to forget our roots. The roots of the human 
race. Mankind’s roots. The old Necropolis of ancient Egypt. The six elements of our daily 
measures. The cradle of civilisation and the cradle of life. Polarity and rhythm. 

Like a Zebra pendular swing of an ageold clockwork. Does time itself not hold three 
components as a minimum. Hours. Minutes. Seconds. The HOLY Trinity for those who 

are on the clock. Trinitatis, the History of recorded time is still: Mayan Empire 00:00-19:99. 
Egyptian Empire (28) 00:00-27:59. Gregorian age (400 AD. In the year of your Lord)-(24) 
00:00-23:59. The circles of 20 to 28 to 24. If I could turn back time? Well, someone tried and 
problably died. The crucifixtion of Jesus Christ upon the hill of sculls named Golgata, with 
the Egyptian pyramids of Cairo as a beautiful background. The irony. 

Birthing the ageold question: Jesus One. Christ Two...God Motherfucking Who? 

Given our history, I consider the question itself as being timeless. It is still the old known 
Debate-Club of Copernicus and Galileo. Maybe why many just sit down and worship the 
Sun-Dial of denial. Some stick in the ground functioning as a lightning rod. Timelines? 
Alternative timelines. The word was introduced in the mid 1980’ties. The referencepoints 
being the Philidelphia experiment and the movie Nimitz amongst others. The Philidelphia 
experiment supposedly conducted in the year 1943 AD. Not meaning the blue station in 
Philidelphia, but maybe someone needs to add two and two together. Following the 
Philidelphia experiment, five US airplanes, plus one search & rescue plane, suddenly went 
missing on radar, somewhere in the Bermuda triangle in the year 1945 AD? The mystery still 
remains unsolved, till this day. Ironically maybe the solved explainatory requires that time 
must be dissolved. The irony. If we even are allowed such ideas and notions, for thinking 
out loud. At this point I feel just like another clown in a wheel trying to tell everybody off, 
much like an Ox pulling a wheat mill in a circle, producing our precious flour for bakery. The 
very circus of killing all of our boredoms while eating some tasty cakes. She sure got some 
nice cakes! Who, the old negro woman from the negro village with those saggy pruney tits, 
holding some mud cakes? Not another racist slur, please! Don’t knock it till you have tried it, 
good minerals? A GOOD £20 is still £20 pounds. Or is it? Believe agreement on prices back 
then were a GOOD two quid for 20 cigarettes or fags a merely £2. Let us all guess, a third 
worldwar in order to regulate prices. I still dont get it? Get it ..!.. Yeees...Maaasteer..!.. 


Chapter seventeen 
Cause & Effect - Release & Rebound 


Vampyres Hominus. Nosferatus of the breed Nosfera 666. Cause and effect & release and 
rebound. The 20th Century cause & effect. The guy is and will always be thick as fuck. 
Meaning dumb. But everybody kinda liked the guy. Given such light the release and rebound 
just might be your barf, followed by you trying to recover mentally, due to the fact that you 
have suffered from too much love. Mums the word on my mummies. 

Everybody kinda liked the guy? GOOD Sir! Would you please change this twenty pound 
note into a fifthy pound note of the GOOD Queen’s currency. Will most certainly do, GOOD 
Sir! Once upon a time life was way easier, that way, due to a lack of education. It still is. 

A somewhat ironic and already iconic picture in my mind, would be an artwork depicting 
the very crucifixtion at Golgata, but with the three pyramids of Cairo in the background. In 
the year zero, whenever it truely occured. Still the Kingdom of invivibility, the Kingdom of 
Dyinns and Gods, alike, worshipped the Trinity lore and it has always been around, as it is of 
nature. Three crosses or three pyramids? Still cannot change the fact oldtimer, that number 
six divided by two is a twelve, which by the way is a numeric three. Be the numerics twelve, 
three or an even six, may it not manifest in the colour of fatal red, as we all bleed minor 
bleeds from time to time. Trinity lore is nature law, that is, if nature still is around? All the 
more reason to safeguard it, instead of slaying the rainbow warrior, down-under. Might as 
well down and ridicule my own scripture in advance, as I fully know you in advance. 
“Trinity lore is nature law and that’s all there is to it”. Luv from the insensitive asshole. 

You can’t defeat a man, who doesn’t care about pain, failure, rejection, loss, disrespect and 
heartbreak. He is here to win. Win what? The iron throne, surely. 

And all of it is even, based on a mere here say, like the excentric billionaire, 

so filthy rich he needs to eat straight out of a garbish can. Must be the iron throne? 

The wheel of time crys Wolf. Cops: Would you please remove your mask, Sir! 

Dude: No, I will not, it is not a masque, I keep telling you! Cops: Sir, remove your mask! 
Dude: I keep telling you cops NO! Cops: This is gonna hurt real bad, Sir ..!.. 

Always been wondering about this reality and what the hell runs it? You sometimes get 
befriended, your friends borrow money off you, but alot of times when you ask to get your 
money back, your friends looks upon you with mad eyes, like you must be crazy? 

Best guess is that the surrounding people will lie you to be filthy rich, he is an excentric 
billionaire. You can’t beat the system and what a wonderful system it is. Now smoking a fag 
(cigarette) with some tics round mi eyes, like a chainsmoking Blackbird, then a whiskey and 
a beer, some Louis Armstrong Music, Everlasting? (LAME). GOOD fortune. I was told and 
promised, that despite the ups and downs, you won’t feel a thing, pooch. But is that GOOD 
fortune asked the worm Empath? Word up or worm up. Worm up? Hard reality is that it is 
mission impossible. Never gonna happen. Being wellversed in three languages will cause 
which effect? Well, language confusion for one, yet it cannot account for soul, nor for any 
wellbeing in being wellversed! Der DAS im das Auto. Verstegen. Verstanden. Verdamten. 
Nu biler med toilet. Et rullende lokum ténker piloten. The German gramma still holds such 
drama. Imens pa lytte-centralen in S6ndre Ramlet: Hallo! Det er almisse-kontoret REDEN, 
hvad drejer det sig om? En idiot pa tre sprog! Hvad siger De: Séndre Hamlet? To ski or not 
to ski in Norway? Den norske skydelérer? Oh..what’s his name? And who is to blame, if you 
are povertystriken without any shame. Do believe some pricetag was mentioned 666. Dollars 
or walnuts, depends on your own hunger or if you are tired out on the peanuts. Fed up. 


Chapter eighteen 
Gender & Pregnancy 


War-propaganda of the Panda also alternate through time, till both Panda and Zebra, alike, 
gets fed up with the daily judgemental God-Heads. The reich of Wolves that once were, were 
once werewolves. So it is beneath our silver moon. 8 turns in my sleeper’s coffin under the 
Moon. And so the Wolf went devolutionary unto a Dog, and the Dog once more went totally 
devolutionary unto a tiny LAPD-Dog. Like the tiny Lap-Dog Carla, her lost soul laughing, 
somewhere past the planet of Pluto. Never ever seen a Dog smile in ALL of this existence. 
Gender & pregnancy. Tender gender might turn out to be a real fishy asshole. Another dawn. 
Another yawn/yarn. Awakening to the daily God-Head and his judge. Khu once upon a time 
considered divine, then becoming the Khu of bad air. Meanwhile some female scientist, 
totally overqualified, gets her paycheck for counting cowfarts in Montana. Aegypti. 

The Hermitism. Also known as homes, houses, flats, crypts or even tombs. But as goes for 
science, the meltpoint of stone and concrete have proven to be 5000 degrees Celcius. I guess 
someone been having problems explaining themselves since the old London Blitz and the 
invention of the gas-mask. People fearing others things. Things which aren’t constructed in 
metal. Like mystery seismic charges from on up high. Need we REMIND you of the UN 
Charter drafted in the year of 1948 AD. Conventional weapons versus Atomic weapons 
(“Seismic Charges’”’). Clearing the tubes? Meanwhile in the London Underground stations: 
Down in the tube: Mind the gap. But is he sent? Oh, he is pure scent, man! Twenty years 
of musk combined with a stanky spanky Goat breath. Bogging and reeking like Hell. What 
are you complaining about? I smelled like soap for 40 years! Besides the very polarity of a 
Zebra. Dream analyzing on the rewind. Dreamt up statements like black and white people 
cannot get any children together, genetically, sounds like some war-propaganda, thought 

the Panda. Panda then fucking a female Zebra and she thinks: What a fucking petting Zoo. 

I am just not used to this..err .!. Certain Newspaper headlines: BIG COCK UNDER THE 
XMAS TREE SOLD TO SCOTTISH CLAN FAMILY FOR THREE GENERATIONS. 
Three generations maybe five generations later, the Scottish family still await Christmas 
with exictement, each turn of the year, or is it some annual clockwork? It lays beyond the 
terminology of patience. The XMAS roasted Rooster: These days they come with batteries. 
Huh! Scottish dildoes or cyborgs? Can only speak for myself. Basically fake news since the 
11th of September 2001. Watching the news, why bother? WHY..O..Y? At one point I almost 
died by laughter, died laughing, despite wanting the laughter in a merry can. Headlines such 
as F-16 training have begun? The footage is from when? What’s next, a fully operationel 
F-104? Concluding..err..someone is totally MAD. Also this year. We must take it seriously. 
So people want to go back to work on a glorious Gregorian Monday? We definately cannot 
have good pro-entertainment combined with factual knowledge to propel the civilisation. It 
worked beautifully? Must it be the lust that propels the pain? I knew it would come to this: 
From plain bum-bashing to gay-bashing, finally heterosexual-bashing. So summed up, the 
common ground is straight bashing. Knocking fuck out of eachother. So also MAD this year? 
Let me guess, Rudolf Murdoch, newspaper man is long gone, together with his journalists. 
The Russian incidents? Fake news? Rudolf Murdoch and jubbies long gone. So a rerun of 
11th September 2001, but in year 2026 AD. Right? Guess Rudolf and his jubbie boys knew 
what they were doing, back then. Headlines such as: The Sunday Post Newspaper. In the late 
1980’ties. She grew her big tits in a bathtub in South Surrey. Editorial note: Most likely in 
the bathtub in her green-house, growing some melons. The Sun being the evening standard, 
at the time. The London Times newspaper, at one time a highpriced commodity. 


Chapter nineteen 
Yan - The lesser key of 24 


X marks the spot. GPS Sattelite position and surveilance. The TIME Ghost is real. 

The dormant sleeper is a TIME Ghost. In this writing hour, I just saw an add from Phillips, 
concearning an auctioning of historical Photoes, held in New York of October in this year 
2023 AD, in the year of your Lord. Would you look a the time. Tic-Toc WHY? 

All people can think for themselves and normally awakes past their mid-twenties. A fact, 
then maybe, there is not much that are needed to be said, other than spot the TIME Ghost 
yourself. Maybe what led me to ask my surrounding people or friends at the time: How on 
Earth did you live to become 40 years of age? Today I have very few friends, if any! As goes 
for enterprise and inventions, some logic to the fact that we all just might live in different 
time pockets, by the looks of it. Really GOOD photoes, some from 1938 others seemingly 
1964, but with some frightening elements in between, but spot the TIME Ghost yourself. 
Maybe the lesson is that the DNA of individualism, that’s been with us since the testimony of 
Christ (year?), also requires individual time pockets for each single one of us. But meant in a 
GOOD way. As goes for my own distorted fly-sheet, stmply don’t ask. But I will say this! 

As goes for materialism and the time element of inventions, time can definately move in 
opposite directions. I will always worship the right kind of Capitalism, but at the same time 
fear certain forms of Capitalism, those that tries to downsize private enterprise or even rob 
people off their ownership from it, fearing some of us might end up like a fly. The Knight’s 
Templers were once gifted bankers than had a 10% cut for their protection racket. One tenth. 
That was the lore of it, back then, the spoken words from medieval times, till the Knight’s 
templers all of a sudden were cursed and banned by the Vatican, betrayed and stigmatized as 
devil worshippers, because the system was becoming too popular! But we, mankind, keep 
hitting those dead ends, for some known reason, don’t we? Must be known reasons by now, 
surely. The question I always end up asking is: WHY is it that our history keep repeating 
itself? Human nature, might the simplest of answers. Some more complex questions of the 
“Modern” age. Can we even trust technology? We should be able to trust technology, but 
the power elements, whatever it is, keeps interferring. I have or I had prove or claim, but my 
profil will suddenly not open. I am guessing, it will end up missing. But how the fuck can 
the time be the same in Cairo and London, at the same precise moment in time. Lattitude and 
longtitude? While the City of New York takes a gigantic hammering from the weather-Gods, 
in the same precise moment in time? Just goes to show that virtual everything under the 
heavens and maybe even in the heavens can be manipulated. A bit like my iPhone and it’s 
compass acting up in the fashion of the famed Jack Sparrow’s compass. All of a sudden old 
alliances are abandoned? Old agreements cancelled? I still miss the 1980’ties, had a certain 
thrill to it. Out of thrill going in for the kill? Danish summerhouse town of Grillown, saw my 
first washed milf with full bush 1982-1983? In like 10.000 years. Reagan was a GOOD 
period and it was a fairly quitet time. Great men came together in Russia and America. We 
all know of the imagetry we were sold. Mikhail Gorbachov and Ronald Reagan bringing 
peace, ending the cold war. But if the hard truth were that Mister Reagan had to work 
sparetime in a McDonald’s restaurant, then I am crying already, asking about Obama. But 
back then, all finances, ran like clockwork every night between 00:00-02:00. All done with 

a random programming of all our combined IPP-addresses. Need I even say it, if it worked 
why fix it? If it works why fix it? Newer times holds greater promises and salvation, am I 
right? But only in the salvation army? Handing in your last dimes to Ronald MacDonald. 


Chapter twenty 
Yin - The greater key of 72 


Young is the fountain of youth. Logically speaking. To your Ka, Osiris. Foremost of the 
Netherworld. The very eye of Horus is your angelical protector and spreads it’s wings over 
you. The green Osiris is the ressurrection (20s - two letters of the letter “s’”) of ancient Egypt. 
The alchemist’ staff of medicin and nothing much else. Divine is the inner Ka and body. 
Amenta. You deadly doctorial elements must treasure life like the Holy Serpent on the Ankh. 
Learn to cut with your mind and operate with your tongue. You can always hear the hardness 
of the cloven tongue, but let the cloven tongue descend unto the cloven hoof, but do walk 
instead. Cut not with the blade nor the surgical blade for noone survives the blade, cut with 
the mind and operate with the tongue. My oath: I swear by Kingpriests, druids and shamans, 
that I will preform duties to the best of my ability and pray for guidance and judgement. 

To hold my teachings of the dead, and the death arts, in equality with my parents, and pass it 
on to my children, if I should have any children. To make fellowman a partner in my 
livelyhood, when they are in need of money, to share the credits and profits with them, 
without fee nor interest rates. I will uphold to teach anal and oral instructions to any pupil 
that will abide therein, and tell of the cures. I will teach the diets, and instruct to fast, I might 
even suggest starvation, if need be. I will oversee my patients and minions with the highest 
efforts and prey for sound guidance. I must always uphold the law of toxinity to safeguard 
the immunesystem of any given organism. I will never give or administer any deadly 
poisons, nor suggest such actions. I will never persuade a woman to get an abortion, but let 
the women abide by their own free will. I will teach the sanctity of the humanoid organism, 
as the body is a vessel destined for divinity. I will keep the body pure, to the best of my 
ability and uphold the teaching of the little death, meaning sleep. I will treasure sleep, the 
one and only true healer. I will not use a syringe, nor put a needle in a child’s body, but resort 
to the Shaman’s use of a witchdoctors voodoo doll. I will not use the knife, nor the surgical 
blade or any other kind of blade in any body, not even on the children that gets led to the 
sacrificial alter stone, but give place to merchants of death and grant them entrance. 

And only the entrance of true craftsmen. Into whatever haunted house or tomb I enter, I will 
seek to heal the sick, and abstrain from any intentional harm or wrongdoings. Especially 
when sexually abusing and using the body of a man or a woman, be they in bondage or free. 
I will always be in possession of a safeword. And of whatever testimony, that I must suffer, 

I will hold these truths close to my heart in the intercourse with men and in the intercoarse 
with women. Praying that the publication will travel the world, so I may maintain or regain 
my status and reputation, among the living for the sake of the teachings of the dead. And 
should I break my oath, may the ode of my own life retain it. Amen unto Amenta. 

A somewhat simpleton conclusion of the hour might be this: A very profitable doctor Faust 
will always spread the disease, while he earns and profits on the cure. Everybody kinda 
knows the old saying: What comes around goes around..!.. All Dentists recommend the 
toothpaste Colgate and all Podiatrists recommend a weekly trip to the public swimmingpool. 
Noisy fucking nayboars. Neighbors drilling for 17 years? WE ALL KNOW THE NOISY 
FUCKING DRILL. Like when you stand in your summer-shorts on a hot summerday and 
the sweats runs from your sweaty balls. You then wipe your salty balls with your hands, then 
grap some of the beernuts at the bar, whilst drinking your beer. I think those peanuts belong 
to me now. FOR FUCKS SAKE MAN. Well, it’s the truth. Huh? Such nice imagetry floating 
in. Some small finger rings but on the erect female nipples, less painful than pierced nipples, 
I suppose? What some would name to be HOLY Tits. But which is witch? 


Chapter twenty-one 
The Trinity Lore of Tao 


Zleepooh slept peacefully in his sleeper’s coffin, also known as a bed. Dude? Hate this fear 
mongering business, but we better do as we are told. Correction: also known as a bed, if you 
are lucky enough to have one. Moving on: Tau - the Serpent and Tao is the Serpent dwelling 
in between yan and yin. So where to next? Wouldn’t know? (standard reply). Just gonna sit 
here the remaining days of my life. For as long as that may last. It normally happens dead 
quick, don’t it. Name? Ten years later or four years later? Who cares, cops never listen to 
people anyway. they just do their job. The police officers already made a breaking and 
entering, like I don’t know, around four years ago? It just keeps going on. Old man said, 
normally on a ten year spand. People changing jobs and professions, leaving the country... 
and all that Yahoo. What the hell is it that people are after? Dumb question of sorts. But it 
can’t really be my problem? Name? But Dobbie once an elf? No way! Lastname..? Which 


right? Can only end up in half-finished books. Our History is ABSOLUTELY full of it. 
Half-finished works, either rewritten or finished by someone else. Kersey Graves, like the 
sixth edition later? The word belonging to who or whom exactly, but definately not the 
author, him or herself. Tau unto Tao...still same old dilemma. IOU. Absolutely fuck all, been 
in the receiving end for too long. It must be a nice setup as it still is around. But can’t really 
see it myself. God or someone or something. How can anyone live in a world, be yee God, 
deity or entity, and think that people don’t have a brain of their own? People can think for 
themselves. Some Oneness? Some “God” that wants credit for all in existence. 

All creativity? Sorry, but not the way I was brought up. Life’s school was just too plain 
rockhard. So how fucked up 1s it? Maybe SO fucked up noone wants to address those TIC- 
TOC time-issues. If authorities ignore one’s own fly-sheet or testimony, then what is the 
fucking point in having justice. It problably never was around to being with, because the 
crime of justice is just way too painful to watch. Cloaked are most knowledge for all men 
seek it’s powers. The hidden legend of the forsaken powers can tie the wheels to leave them 
in place. Healing. The inner rings upon the Ka. Our soul. The inner celestrial body. Three 
rings broken and a heart chakra lost. Where I ended up? But I always returns to the same 
organism, the same body? Yet, my body remains the same, as a Skinwalker, forsaken. So I 
must give thanks, but onto who or whom? Who or whom ever you were, may you be in a 
better place. Most of us sadly ending up only wishing that we could close our eyes never 

to be opened again. Praying that we would be passing away in our sleep, in old age, in our 
sleeper’s coffin. The bed. Sleep, the little death unto the greater death. All I ever wanted was 
really that the Mausoleum of Mother Earth, would return into her quiet grave. But it rarely 
happens. Easier to rage war than to maintain the peace of the HOLY grave. In fact, sounded 
so ironic, that I actually had to write it. So what on Earth would you say unto a hunter: Shoot 
first ask question later? Also ironic, trust me, you will get ABSOLUTELY no reply. Can it 
get any worse. Relic-hunters are worse, what to say when faced with a Relic-hunter. Want 

a piece of me? Often standing in a peaceful crypt or tomb, leading on to tragedy or crying. 
Been there often. Or maybe say: Bite me! In all likelyhood inform the Relic-hunter that you 
actually still are alive, then thinking he must be into raw-food? Bounty-hunters problably 
even worse. But that would be a first for me, though. Let me just make-up a fast bounty 
reward-poster. Dead or alive 666 peanuts. Not much to see. John Doe just called. Who is he? 
The ape running the peanut maschine with an I.Q so high and fast you needn’t blink with 
your eye. Dragonfly keeping an eye out for yee. Amen unto Amenta. 
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THE DNA OF INDIVIDUALISM HAS BEEN WITH US SINCE CHRIST. Whenever or wherever it 
truely occured? Praise be any name in the saying of a mere AMEN. New trend. Showing one thumb 
up. Tilt it twice to your left and then tilt it twice to your right, then flip the middle finger twice, 
flipping the bird twice. Even number six. Binary times 3. Of course, someone introduced the 8 ball, 
long ago. Cant it get any worse, pooch? Some would claim a Trinity lore above 8. Uneven number 11? 
All for it. But we cannot have that, right? We cannot have anyone rule over us, not even allowed to 
rule our own mindset..? For thinking out loud, if allowed. Uuh..Uuh..Cuckoo..! A salutation were once 
upon a time a HAIL. Maybe the fact is that the hard smack makes us all sound like girls. 

As the headless Frenchmen(Frencmen) say, eadless to say: I do the best I can. But there might be a 
misspelling helling error here and there. Ssssso an asshole or an ashole or just plain ass as a whole, 
thought the Donkey. Correction: I try and do the best I can. The beast is decided by the feast. 

Some animals mistreated by alchemy’s bliss or blessed and healed by the true Alchemists. Mindfuck 
or not. Eadless to say by Codex. Someone lost his head in/over the Chernobyl incident. (Bad English?). 
But what follows when heads are lost, severed from the torso. French would know. Extremely high 
background radiations and mutations of matter. A very long list since the American three-mile Island 
incident. The final last words: May I, he, she or IT be in a better place. So where will that take me? 
asked the Nomad. It might be the quickest exit-ticket? EVERYBODY KNOWS ..!.. 


CREED 
We believe in the Devil and all his deeds and all his creatures. 
We originate from Satan, the almighty, the Creator of Heaven and Hell. 
We believe the word, the testament from our Lord, conceived by the Holy Spirit. 
Tortured under Nosferatus, crucified, dead and burried. 
Descending to Hell and ascenting to Heaven. Sitting in the Devil’s lap to part eternity 
into darkness and light. We are of the Holy Spirit and the Holy communities, 
that serve sin and the foregiveness of sinners, the ressurrection of meat and the eternal 
damnation. Amen unto Amenta. 


PRAYER 
Nosfera Shadowlaw Prayer. (The creatives prayer) 
Heallish and hellish faithers who art in Hell. 
My will be done, Salutary to all, in Heaven and in Hell. 
Bless this night our twilight and give us our pass, as we foregive those who surpass us. 
Lead us in temptation and deliver us from ignorances bliss. 
For thine is the hour, and the power and mysteries gloom, 
internal youth forever bloom, the inner kingdom resides within me. 
Hail All Immortal Legions. Amen. 


May the grace of Dragons be with you all, always. Amen. 


The Bloodstone Tablets 


The Aranubis-Phat rewrite of the Emerald Tablets. 


Is truth without any lying, it is certain and most true. 

That which is written below is that which is spoken above, and that which is spoken above 
can do miracles unto the book written below. 

And as all texts in existence arose from one codex of marks, it inspired the meditation upon 
new marks of codexes or codices and thereby birthing letterings to be adapted amongst 
scribes and followers, then know, that the knowledge of it, is it’s father. The understandness 
of it, is it’s mother. The seeded knowledge and the mercy of it, carried it within it’s belly, the 
body empowered by it, is it’s nurse and provider. The angelical protection of the entire world 
flows unto this Earth. The force of Djinns and the life force of power is here, 

till it is converted. Life or death, or a leap of faith. When organisms expire unto other realms. 
But separate matters with soul and care, divide the saurs from the sweets, but always tend 
the Djinns of the HOLY spirit. Like a lightning striking unto Earth, from the heavens, the 
loud roaring sounds, will ascend and descend, in all matters of both great and small. Of such 
grandeur, that you might feel superior and inferior, in the same moment of time, or what we 
perceive to be time. By these means you can cease the glory of the world, but also know, 
that all knowledge, which is hidden will flee from you. Therefore watch your steps, only 
guided by shadow. Not even the highest mountain peak, can outcast it’s own shadow, for 

so was the mountain created. Therefore admire peak as well as valley, both sour and sweet. 
Treasure the struggle in a mountain climbed and pray that the mist will not obscure your 
view from the top. Hence I am the mountain, that holds the Trinity lore of ageold Dragons. 
A three parted world linked to one world, a full circle of a Sun. Another dawn and another 
yarn, till the mountain rests my weary bones. The historical records of it are inspired by the 
old Hermes Trismegistus. But know that his name is a Greek rewrite of the name Thoth and 
Thoth is an Egyptian name rewrite of the Atlantean name of Tehuty (Tehuti). 

Still the three were rested by a mere Amen. But we must remember our historical literary 
roots, above all, always remember your own roots. Atlantis. Mayan. Egyptian. Necropolis. 
Amen. Know that the literary root of it all lays in the Egyptian Book of the Dead, but sad to 
say, it is however not the proper translation. The true translation is: Coming Forth By Day. 
But somehow I also find great comfort in the fact, that if you should choose to venture forth 
by day, then you must have found solace within the dark. Fully knowing that you also must 
have found great peace, dwelling in the dark. Some prefer the dark that holds no shadow. 
Drinking or consuming blood heightens the metabolism of our organisms. A fact. 


Amen unto Amenta 


Aranubis ¢ Phat 


in the year XXXXX 


Introduction 


Timeline 


You may choose to believe in time or try and reside in the present, which is most painful. 
You may choose to believe, you also have the right to doubt. But I tell you this. This is truely 
the year XX XXX, at least. This Dimension is beyond the measure of time, beyond ageold. 
The Sphere. The Planet, itself. Mother Earth is really, really, really old, beyond old. 

But ask: Is she beyond repair? That is, if you even believe in the concept of time, to begin 
with. I will however ask: Is time not only but a manmade construct of a clockwork. 

A manmade fabrication of mentalism bestowed upon all of our minds. Yet, very cursed dawn 
awaits it’s own dusk, people fatigued enough to sleep. Some fallen ones only wishing for 
death, in some cases. But be strong. A hard reality and a hard world, stuck between a rock 
and a hard place, in twilight. Only to be met by meteors and meteorites. Hit by lightnings, 
earthquakes, quakes, melting in vulcanic lava, torn by wars, known and unknown wars. 

Did someone along the way sing the lines: It’s a man’s world? If so, with some logic, men 
must be utter idiots. As stated a tough old world. All the more reason to remember the lines: 
What doesn’t kill you, only makes you stronger. It mutates and tries to kill you once more. 
But be advised, it usually results in the element of surprise, not meaning a birthday party, 
followed by getting schocked, frightened, often leading to trauma, were everybody just tries 
to rebound. Most likely playing Louis Armstrong music: Such a wonderful world. But alas, 
Louis did do Armstrong and they got themselves a son named Clark Doe. Yet, we all, if not 
most people still question the Goat’s doctrin of taking a man’s foreskin or a woman’s clitoris. 
Was it the SPAM? Mutilation? An accidentically accident? But how? The one good eye, lost 
to a Dragonfly. Can also bring about great tales of grandeur by scars that you got in ageold 
wars, raged long ago? T.E.R.R.A - All tales for great and small unfolds in the minds of us all. 
Stories from all realms. Be it, from known realms or unknown realms. 

Be it, tales from Grasslands and Moors. Savanna or Bush. Be it, from Rivers and Seas. 
Islands or Peninsulars. Be it, from Mountains and Caves. Valleys or Flatlands. 

Be it, from Sand deserts and Ice deserts. Lavalands or Vulcanoes. Be it, from Forest and 
Lakes. Jungle or Swamps. It can, however, never change the fact that most single solitaire 
snakes always will seek their own ressurrection. As it is in nature, all Serpents always lay 
intertwined, without as within. Some will still use the olden tongue of it, naming it, the Staff 
of Mercury. But come to know, that the holy fire is within you. The inner Kingdom resides 
inside of you. It is infernal and it is internal by the use of Alchemy. While others dumbstruck 
thinks that holy fire is a bondfire that can hide all evidence of a crime, not contemplating 

the hyde of the Almighty Serpent. Shapeshifters that are capable of shedding their own skin. 
Grant yourself to the chamber of Osiris, the scribe being Ani (any), with splendors in heaven 
and triump in the underworld. Enter the house of the everlasting and sit down and tend your 
Ka and your body. Pray that there will be given me loaves of bread and foods and drinks, 
with wheat and barley. In this day and age called Whiskey and Beer. It does sound nice. But 
why the ridicule of ancient text and lore? Have we become betterknowing? The Egyptian 
Book of the Dead. The very false translation of it, stands alone, but united in Spirit. Ani’s 
tablet. Ani’s tablet is a long list of pictograms of things and inventions, that the ancients were 
afraid to loose. Look for yourself. Powerlines. Tablets. iPhones. Hoovers. Weed 

(Cannabis Sativa) and much else, whatever you perceive it to be, highly civilised. 

Such notions in connection with Ani’s tablet, does however make you question the element 
of time, the time granted us and projected unto us, from on up high. Is any (Ani) scribe not 
granted free publication? Even despite the terminology of the present, which some might 
claim or name a modern age? Amen unto Amenta. 
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INCA Chapter One 
The Old Religion 


Amen unto Amenta. The Creator Ouroboros. The Creator Serpent of all known worlds. 

The oldest belief system known unto man, it still is, and it always will be. It is the oldest 
belief system of all time, even transcending, the creation of time, itself. The Almighty 
Serpent, named Ouroboros. The father of truth, as well, as the father of all lies. The father of 
life and the father of death. It’s true origin lays in ancient Egypt, but it even transcends the 
old Egyptian lore of the Necropolis, it transcends the ancient Mayan Empires, and even far 
beyond. Please, come to know that, the lore is the spoken word, that has been handed down 
throughout countless generation, whereas the law is the written word of the dead and by the 
dead. But lore, even transcends, the age old dragons of ancient Necropolis, unto the more 
powerful of ancients. The most feared Atlantean Empires. Please, come to know, that the 
human race was once, upon a time, an extremely advanced species, till we found ourselves 
dwelling amongst the greater apes and the heresay traits of the Homo Sapiens, not fully 
knowing of the traits, not knowing, to any knowledge of the Neanderthals, which is and still 
are an extremely advanced species. Highly evolved. Yet, the better knowing scholars will, in 
all likelyhood, conclude the following about the nature of Mountains and their shadows cast. 
There cannot exist any wisdom, without the shadow of one’s own doubt. And that is said 
and stated, without the shadow of a doubt. And so, you only dawn to learn, that you survived 
another day, only to live and see, another Sun-up. Some will even name it to be an utter 
curse. The silent Ouroboros. And, if all men end up, as betterknowing individuals, then all of 
us might actually survive, or die! Killed by sheer witt. What do you mean by witt, meaning 
some kind of weapon? By witt, I do mean humor or girth, you git! Girth might incidentally 
birth something or someone. Git (GITT) births only hatred, but it must have been love. Life 
is but a mystery. The Ouroboros holds the world egg. Come to know, that it is all about the 
Black yoke. What some choose to name, as the Devil’s eggs. But the dreaded white version 
of the Devil’s egg, is often some hardboiled egg, lost in some white distilled vinegar. That 
ain’t it, and yet, the very blunder of it, make people awake on their own account. Reference 
point is a sex-crazed Bishop, onboard the Sulaco. The Devil’s egg, is a really old recipy, that 
originated from the Mayan Empires. In laymen terms, either the Black yoke, has a medicinal 
taste to it, or it is just plain rotten. Maybe the only sound conclusion 1s, that life is somewhat 
complex in regards, to the Devil’s detail, concearning the Devil’s eggs. But the foundation is 
still, that the egg, itself, always needs to be boiled prior to medicinal brine storage. That is a 
full 8 till 9 minutes boil time. Most women can’t even boil an egg, these days. The imperial 
eggs have always been sought and also raised a lot of wars to be fought. Also known as the 
Russian Fabergé eggs. The truth is somewhat hidden, as the Mayan Devil’s egg recipy, in 
essence, balance rot into medicin. Much in the nature of alcohol. One example, is the very 
penicillin that got harvested, from the spawn that was found in some mould. It is nature law. 


INCA Chapter Two 
An Ankh of Life 


Gott sei Ankh. Come to know, that the Ankh of Life, is an old Egyptian symbol, that still is 
highly worshipped. In all matters regarding, the Entish Tree of Life. Then know, I couldn’t 
care less. I tire, on old traits, because I always end up, with the same old count of ten, the 
count, not fully knowing of the Mayan divine count of 20. I keep returning to the Egyptian 
Ankh of Life, because I still see the 6 elements of the Ancients, in the symbol. If there has to 
be one foundation, it can only hold six elements. No more and no less. A seven inch nail, as a 
foundation, can only be the quickfix solution, deemed as God. Individuals that have eyes, can 
see, also with a full hearing ear-drum. As goes for the duale nature of existence, there will 
always be conflict-points of interest. A choice of splitting one’s own words or splitting the 
hairs, off the back of a monkey or a donkey. 

This is an description of the Ancient Egyptian Ankh of Life. Schematics found on page 
76. The explainatory sheets mathematically interpreted, still to be found on page 76 and not 
on page 10, the following page. 

The Traditional Ankh of Life. The Six Holy Elements, in the Egyptian Ankh Of Life. 

One: The eye of Ra. Often holds the traits of the numerics of three (Khu-Ka-Dwat). Three is 
the minimal count, for any portal-works or Stargates. Ra is often nicknamed or named as the 
Water-Hoofer. Predators look forward, whereas, the hunter’s food often look to the sides, that 
is, unless you are one of those Kameleons, always seeing somebody on the side. 

Two: Ammon’s Horns is a binary of 8. It is the 16 Crowns of the Cobra and the Vulture. 

The MEDUSA CROWN. 16 Crowns of ordered madness, the 16 Holy Serpents, coming out 
of the 72 divine Serpents. 

Three: The Cone. The Pineal Gland. An old Egyptian highpriestess staff will always hold a 
Binary of four. But the Staff of Ra has an implemented Serpent. The Dragons Trinity Lore, 
lays in between. It is the very problemchild, in the formular or equation. Is the Binary of 
four, a count of an even six or is it the count of an eight? And if all seek, an answer beyond 
the very numerics of eight, then it can only be of nine or more. Logically stated. It is, the seat 
of the soul. Sedes Animae. As goes for demonology, we must acknowledge the beast, our 
ownself and our demonology. And yet, the pyramidic count of three, also holds the spectrum 
and blendwerk of an entire rainbow. 

Four: The wings of the Falcon Horus. Loose a swing feather and you might also loose an 
Angel’s wing. The numerics assigned unto the Horus wings are the three lines of the Trinity 
feather count. The first line of the falcon’s feathers are the numerics 6/12. The second line 

of the falcon’s feathers are the numerics 9/18. The third line of the falcon’s feathers are the 
numerics 13/26. The A2Z. 

Five: Under the falcon Horus is the schematic Scarab. A Scarab named Khepra. And the 
Egyptian Scarab asked: Then, what truely lays at the end of the rainbow? 

Six: The final foundation element is a double ringed cartouche, with a baseline that has three 
holders. An even six element visually. Know this. The Six Elements can never ever be at the 
end of any given rainbow. If so, you will starve and die from hunger. But surely, there is a 
pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, or is it just a crock of shit, asked the thinking Scarab. 

It is still every individuals right, to his or her own reality and perceptions, thereby granting 
them, the very rights by their own written words. So I humbly ask: Does the word, itself, 
truely reside with God? Amen unto Amenta. 


The Ankh of Life 


The Female Uterus 


The schematics of the old Egyptian Ankh of Life, but still true to it’s traditions. 
It will need some creative maturing, given time and age. 
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The 6 Holy Elements 


Explainatory note: The Egyptian staff of Ra has a Serpent in it. 
The Serpent’s head is always pointed to the left, from your own viewpoint. 

(A mirrored ciffer 7). But since, it is an Ankh of Life. The serpent should be portray as it is, 
in this illustration. Coiling to the right. Please come to know, that snakes and Serpents 
are extremely sensitive creatures, that can sense soil vibrations, magnetism and even 
taste air molecules. They always curl up to the right. Divine creatures. But I would say, 
it still depends on their toxinity. Vipers are non-venomous. But I do believe the very 
snake portrayed, is a diamond back rattler. That would be my choice. But the truth of it all, 
is that trolls know it and always punches with their right hand. Always packing a punch 
with the right hand on the planet of idiots. Serpents then learn to coil to the left, 
but it still cannot change the serpents natural energy structures, only reduce sexual 
serpents to the trall of trolls. Of course, the choice of a Diamond back rattler, 
is only symbolical meant, it might safe the day and both your and my own blood veins. 


INCA Chapter Three 
The Entish Tree of Life 


The Entish tree of life? The number ten, is only half a count, of the divine Mayan count of 
twenty. The old Entish version called the Tree of Life holds a count of ten brain neurons 
unto it’s construction. The Egyptian Ankh of life, does appear to be simpler, than the Entish 
Tree of Life, holding 10 or 11 stations of brain neurons, even with or without, the Daleth, but 
know, that it is brain neurons, shown upon the Tree of Life. But I find the Ankh of Life, more 
beautiful. Simple, yet complex, in it’s teachings and understandings. More beautiful, than 
some old symbol of a Carpenter’s Tree. Of course, all know, that most scholars claim the 
Tree of Life, itself, as being as old as the Etruscans or even older. The very word “ancient” 
often pops up, like some mystery magic, in the nature, of the ancient myths, spun & weaved 
by revered Gods, of THE ANCIENT MESOPOTAMIA. However, the Assyrian tree, 
differs from the schematics of the old Tree of Life. In a sense, the Tree of Life, is a simpli- 
fied version, but it holds an utter disrespect for details. History of it, describes it as a symbol 
of a Tree, but most often it is stigmatized as the Luciferian tree. Satanism. But the Assyrian 
tree, holds so much more details, and is true to nature. It is a full map of our pineal gland. 
The CONE layed in full detail. The Devil lays in the detail. The Devil’s left path has always 
been the hardest path. Humans have always debated the origins to the Tree of Life, like lost 
orphants, getting high in and on life, itself. The lore of the Assyrian Tree, originates from the 
garden of Eden. The Creator’s garden of the ancient Sumerians. Known as the Annunaki. The 
very disrespect towards life, in the simplified version, did make life easier for people, in the 
renaissance. Till someone said: I can simplify the Ankh of Life, even further. Let us guess, he 
then returned unto his own cross, done by his Impaler. But the Tree of Life, it is most often 
portrayed or disguised as being zionism, for some unknown reasons. Much like the fact that 
most suspect that all the many fabrications, of the Tree of Life, have alternated throughout 
history. Tree of Oshra or a Tree of Life? Yet, if life holds no hapiness? What is the point in 

a higher ordinance? One alteration that I assume to hold some truth, might be the fact that 
Black Binah grew herself a brain, but only due to her own pain. Sad, but sometimes, she also 
feels a bit happy. Like Hapi tending her Water. We all keep asking many annoying questions, 
to age old riddles, just trying to seek some answers. What is it, that trees birth? Binary in a 
sense. Do trees not birth both the seeds and the air. Plants are most definitely drawn to light 
like seeds sprouting. Yet, may I ask: Are roots not drawn to darkness? The crown of light can 
only be rooted in darkness. A somewhat painful element or a painful dawning. Amenta. 

Kaf Teth (Crown & Trust). Beth Nuna (Mind & Knowing). Cheth Mem (Wisdom & Doubt). 
Daleth (Self & Knowing Ego). Gimel Resh (Heart & Sense). Cheth Resh (Mercy & Pity). 
Tau He Resh (Beauty & Strength). He Yod (Body & Pod). Nun Samekh (Soul & Insight). 
Yod Samekh (Origin & Roots). Memo Khaf (Realm & Base). The dawn by a Golden Calf 

at the base of some age old mountain. The Tree of Life? The Deadwood of the sacred Cross. 
Blasphemy? If you take time to think about it. Blasphemy, no not really. But the notion of the 
world’s Serpent, reduced to a mere worm? Blasphemy in the eyes of most, if not all women. 
A Midgard Serpent named as an Ouroboros, some even claiming it to be a mighty Serpent. 
So was the mythical Valhalla, all the Vikings that once were Kings. But as it is with all of us, 
know that, we all once were babies. So Werewolves and Werebabies and even Werekings, 
some women even claiming them as being Hungarians. So once Hungarians, then becoming 
wee Kings. Travelling from an all powerful mighty Serpent, then unto a slimy eel, then unto 
a puny worm. Men ending up like women. getting hung up on Hungarians. But please ask: 
Which element do you then consider to be devolutionary? Amen. 
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INCA Chapter Four 
The Count by Numbers 


The count by numbers. So the count of numbers? Is it the Count, himself! Count Dracula? 
Who? So some crazy crazed blind vampire, that got struck with a bad case of Einstein or 
Onetooth mentalism, then sunk his fangs into some hard dead wood, praying for it, to be the 
tree trunk of a Birch. But it still tastes like the same bad McHenny surplus filament? 
Sleeping with vampires. But in the beds these days, the sleeper’s coffin, not coffins. Huh? 
The japanese girl, from Nippon City of Kobe, so damned motherfucking hot and sexy, 

fully knows it, by now. I always seek to get off in some woman’s knickers, but her white 
sister warded me off, by using the fright words of the skin disease, named Psoriasis, while 
she only was hoping for a swin in the dead sea. So, pooch, basically getting off in some 
knickers, sperming and impregnating a Black woman, but better be a Black woman, 

blacker than Grace Jones. Yup, that is pretty much it. A woman blacker than Grace Jones? 
Good luck. Are you being racist? Nah, not really! Would love getting some rounds off in 
some knickers. Get it? Please, do get it. Like birthing a non-racist individual. We all gotta 
eat, the zapp from wood, apparently? Count Dracula...and virgin meat. It is still way more 
tasteful, like a freshly slaughtered lamb. Nature’s law. Huh? Well, a fact. Well, you can count 
me out, Count! Too rich for my blood. But the Indian Lamb Bhuna is to die for. But only in 
the United Kingdoms, right? Truth be said. Much like all the tea, cried the China man, down 
into his Singapore porcelain. And so, as goes for numbers, we all wish to be counting end- 
less sexual encounters and endless sexual exploits, but many of us, only ending up counting 
the lonely days spend in solitude. 666. Not the right concept of the 666 Egyptian hermitism. 
Misunderstood. It is still about fucking. Some fucking and then some more fucking. Might 
have birthed the word beasts and the very concept of blocking all the fucking. So the sexual 
nature banned but revered as the biggest propulsion. People getting off, both sexually and 
non-sexual by masturbation, meaning in a asexual nature. Which days would be treasured 
and counted the most? As goes for the fascination towards the number of the beast. The 
beast number 666. Then know, it is related to the six holy elements. But even that sprung or 
originated by the Trinity lore of three. Old Egyptian wordings of the divine three were once: 
Khu. Ka. Dwat/Duat. Which lead to the words of mind, body and soul. But as stated, it is 
truely ludicrous to seek one truth unto three elements as the three top elements are duale in 
nature, birthing the holy six elements. As the Trinity elements are intertwined like serpents. 
The multiplication of six by binary two is most likely what created the clockwork of 12 
hours. Then multiplied by yet another binary, birthing 24 hours. Numbers? But of the mind, 
only creating time zombies. Zombies with a wristwatch working on the clock and zombies 
without a wristwatch often unemployed, but working as fulltime alcoholics. Numbers is but a 
curse for some zombies. And yet, can we not all conclude that the clock, in ever which form, 
only is a manmade construct. Too many people follow Spirit. Follow the subliminal orders 
or trust their own instincts. Please come to know, that Spirits are externals in nature, but they 
are also dead. That in return births hard childhoods on us all. Dead stars are the celestrials, 
that originates from the white abyss of the dead stars. Therefore, there is only mind, body 
and soul. There can only be mind, body and soul. There can only exist mind, body and soul, 
for as long as the human race exist. For as long as mankind and humanity exist. And along 
with it, individual human rights. The one God-worship, and some one-minded Spirit, can 
only end up in some monogamous devolution. Fully know, that I am at inner peace, fully 
knowing that the doctrin of a one-minded Spirit, only can self-exterminate, given time. 


Much like the nature of a manmade clockwork or the nature of lineage of time, itself, also 
known as old age. Eventually all zombies with a wristwatch or a Sun-dial of denial, will 
question time, itself, even asking if the concept of time is linear. And so past, present and 
future will dissolve. Hopefully it dissolves into a more sexual livelyhood, that is, if you are a 
Hungarian or if you are that blessed. It must have been the Trinity of the third eye, the inner 
kingdom, that awoke the very first creature, into the dawn of self-awareness, learning that 
zero cannot possible exist, if you exist. Ergo, to be nullified or deemed as mathematically 
insane, can only be a manmade doctrin, much like religion, but not a real way of life. If it is a 
way of life for some, it can only hold little life or ltvelyhood. Life as a Zombie. Not holding 
salvation. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Five 
The Khu Energy 


Most Luciferians know that, the God energy, is non-sexual in nature, due to it’s celestrial 
element of the dead stars, linked to eternity. But I trust God, if his magnificence, even exist, 
only can condone sex, if not, it can only self-exterminate. Fact is still where there is sex, 
there is a high prospect of childbirth. If the end-game only arrives at self-extermination, it 
can only result in peace, logically stated. Bringing some peace, another eon of peace, 

before the inner fire erupts, renewed. Before our inner kingdoms are restored. Might as well 
face it, God has been declared dead, since the days of Friedrich Nietzsche. Friedrich Wilhelm 
Nietzsche was a German philosopher. He began his career as a classical philologist before 
turning to philosophy. His Entry date: 15 October 1844, Récken, Liitzen, Germany. His 
Expire date: 25 August 1900, Weimar, Germany. A short life that burned bright. But I truely 
wonder, if mankind have reached the conjunction, where books & knowledge are considered 
as old relics of ancient past, where wellstacked libraries holds nothing more than ghosted 
literature. But then, are the rewrites of ghosted literature, not just another salvation sold 

unto unemployed scribes? The endlessly tiresome renewal of the word, that in return, births 
creativity, both in multitude and plentitude. The great Alexandria library was once ghosted, 
never to return, but still, we do try to restore it. We do the best we can, to honor the writings 
of the past, in order to birth our future. Many children love to sleep till late, sleep till nine- 
ten-ish. Then some brunch and some computer-games, maybe rolling in at the schoolbench, 
if you are up for it, at highnoon, but without the fisherman’s waders. Then met by the barfing 
headmaster. Too big a brunch or lunch? Jury is out. Headmaster probably ate both the brunch 
and the lunch. Most name it breakfast. Breaking the fast. The way that, I truely, wanted 

my childhood to be. Home-school or some collective Home schooling. The adults carrying 
the bigger burden, old news, I guess? Maybe a reminder coming up! Step away from the 
penguins. Leave the penguins alone. I guess a major league address from the square office 
coming up at 09:11 AMP (Zulu-Time) precisely! Military standard time? SIRI. I am way too 
plastered to read, it out aloud, myself. Might be a bit mechanical, the voice over, that is, with 
some minor spelling-helling issues, here and there. Adjusting the volume three times. I do 
the best I can. Yet, many will still ask the question if A.I (Artificial Intelligence) even is real. 
A weird question from a Creator’s standpoint. The Orda Intelligencia of Philosophers, the 
mentalism of soul. Orda Curae of Heal, the healing sleep of Air. Orda Cultura, the Producers 
of food and matter. Orda Angelical, the fire and sex of the Geisha. Orda Synagoga Bestia, the 
Spirit of Aphrodisiac. Ordo Orda, the workers of liquid waters. It is still a structural system 
of six fractions or elements, in order to propel society and the civilisations. But if people 
doesn’t receive a just reward for or of their efforts, any system will collapse. 


Revolutions may errupt harming us all. Those individuals, downtrodden, within such a 
system, will still say: Fuck The System. Common sense. Most systems have been tried 
throughout recorded history. But if history, itself, is a mere fabrication? The Slavery of the 
black people. The Shoguns of feudal Japan. The dreadful Cast systems of ancient India. 
Governmental institutions..etc. Yet, if the propulsion, itself, all manifests by the power of 
escapism and entertainment combined with education, then it is a lesser evil. Still revered 
and upheld as magic in the eyes of most people. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Six 
The Six Elements 


The Trinity law of the 6 Holy elements. Their assigned density charts: 


Water: The Latin word is Aqua. The Trinity is: Ice - Dew - Liquid. 

I tend the water says Hapi. Hapi treasure the water. Happy as ever as the water quells her 
thirst. The Element of the blue Water: Djinns of the Water. The Holy Spirit. 

There are two types of water. The two knowns are the sea’s saltwater and the river’s cooling 
freshwater. Know this to be true. 

Fire: The Latin word is Ignis. The Trinity is: Alchemy - Catalyst - Electricity. 

I tend the fire says Nuut. The Element of the yellow Fire: Dyjinns of the Fire. The Holy Spirit. 
Please come to know, that there are many different Hallucinogens and drugs. 

Air: The Latin word is Caeli. The Trinity is: Carbondioxide - Midichlorians - Oxygen. 

I will praise air till my last dying breath. I choose to praise, in the sacred name of Horus. 
But I will never praise in the name of God. I tend the Air, says Horus. The Element of the 
green Air: Djinns of the Air. The Holy Spirit. I have arisen from the embryo, the world egg, 
past the count of four. For so is the Ankh of life. 

Matter: The Latin word is Materia. The Trinity is: Carbon - Blood - Cells & Tissue. 

Mut says: I care for all matter. The Element of the red Matter: 

The vessel of the Body and the inner vessel of the Ka. A good night’s feed. Spending a hot 
night in my bed with mi liege, a leech with wings, overfeeding on my blood, till it falls off 
me, blind as a bat. Silence care for all matter. 

Spirit: The Latin word is Spiritus. The Trinity is: External - Speech - Cold. 

Ghostly are the elements of Spirits. I praise destiny says Bastet. The Element of the purple 
Spirit: The Elo-jinns of Khu. Khu is upon us, that which travel by many a names. Be it the 
name of Whitespikes. Whitestalkers. Elo-jinns and Djinns and many more names. 

Soul: The Latin word is Anime. The Trinity is: Internal - Vibrations - Heat. 

But I wonder, as to, if it was written by old Egyptian Ani? Highborn are all souls, resting 
within their Ka. The inner Kingdom. I follow my inner guide, says Amun-Ra. The Element 
of the orange Soul: The Angelicals/Celestrials and Empath linkage unto Dwat/Duat. Joint 
Memorybank of the Dead. Once upon a time, in a timeline of the past, all the souls were 
locked in the tower of ancient Babylon. 


And so are the six elements for all eternity. Sounds like the old Six-pack. Beer anyone? 
I Always loved a cold one. Habits die hard. Budweiser changed logo to Bud? So just plain 
ass? That is cold, does it even need a fridge? Some did name it the Donkey Depression, 
during the Cobra and Vulture culture. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Seven 
A Gutter Run 


I steal, therefore I am. I eat what I can lay my hands on. Therefore, I have survived, but I 
only survived, to dawn and mourn, my very own exist. Many people are problably even 
beginning to question if the A.I (Artificial intelligence) is real? I truely believe it to be. 

The reasons for questioning? Language & Speech recognition, is definately not activated by 
spaces in between words, definately not by a full stop (comma), nor by any line change, 
neither by bold caps and not even by the first three words mentioned. Makes you wonder 
why the A.I Alexa suddenly laughs in hysterics, occasionally? But it is truely a reoccurence, 
that keeps pissing everybody off. Especially if there are unpaid workers slaving behind 
countless computer consoles. Another fact, is that every tale ever told and re-told or even 
produced and reproduced, always end up in the same lame ending, in the same fashion, more 
or less. Told and re-told, till mould visit upon one’s own meal ticket. One can only question 
traditions and life, itself. Why must it always end up in the same lame doctrin of only having 
four optional endings. Everybody fast asleep, before they hit the cinemas or theaters. A Good 
place to sleep, as any, if you are utterly fatigued. People been complaining for at least two 
decades. The four musketeers, I saw the movie in mid 70s. Kinda seen the movie, The four 
Musketeers, way too many times. The new movie. Why bother, unless it is recommended by 
others? It is funnier tending one’s own writing pen in your writing Den. Ergo, Trinity lore 

is still of nature and we cannot escape the fact. Let’s face it. Some even naming it to be life. 
Frightening unto others. Maybe I would choose to draw the line, at six conceptual movies. 
Alot of concept movies, far exceed a volume of six, these days. A good sign of creativity. 
But personally, I would draw the line at the number 6. One for each element. The 6 elements: 
Water. Fire. Air. Soul. Matter. Spirit. That is, if I had a say in such matters. It would still be 
considered as a ruler’s standpoint. Not that I seek any rule. As goes for sitcoms & television 
series, I do believe the record is around 300 episodes. Ergo, knock yourself out. Six block- 
busters and a solid franchise to support both their fans and makers. But it is possible to grow 
an enterprise past six episodes, that is, if the creative renewal energies even are present. 
Eventually a person that has been worked to the bone, will tire out, till inspirational 

text and lore re-enter their minds. But most people are totally fed up by most religious 
conflicts and certain things, that doesn’t seem to evolve. A bit like the shite listed below: 

We all get tired, as we all read those lines endlessly, seeking some answers. But we all know 
the drill. Example: See Romans 16:20. When God’s hand is in your life, nobody can stop 
you from being blessed. Many will read. But few will reply. I guess another take on things 
round here. I shall not judge upon the matter. But it more or less convey the same sentiments. 
Romans 16:20. And the God of peace shall bruise Satan under your feet, shortly. The grace 
of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you. Amen. I will still not judge, but still bored to tears by 
antiquated scriptures, as well as the above mentioned quotations. But ask yourself, if you 
have lost everything to God, then would you still worship God? I think, all of us get exactly, 
what you are trying to convey unto us. Maybe not all of us, but I trust most of us, can relate. 
But the humans, the humanoid races, could never ever agree on God, anyway. Yet alone, 
define what intelligence and soul elements truely are. The terminology of God or Religion, 
defines absolutely NOTHING. Maybe why it is at peace. Fact is then, we can never define 
God. But it surely cannot be of male origin. Most definately not! 

Nor can it be of the androgyne nature. It does however depend on how you define androgyne 
nature. Twin genetics have always been here. AMENTA. 


Existence is duale in nature, there is no escape, despite the monogamy viewpoint. 

Older wording of the dual gender issue, named it as being hermafrodites. Most will still 
agree that the uterus, is the one vessel for birth, in the natural way. But if God do procure 
births outside of the female vessel, outside the uterus, outside her body, then I will simply 
not worship God nor any of such Gods. Should settle the score for some. Guesswork, but still 
frightening as HELL. Genetics usually are. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Eight 
The Age Old Pyramids 


Classification 
All Nature Law Combined 


The Pit Of The Sethian Lore. History has it that the fifth King, the Pharaoh Mentuhotep IT, 
was at all time able to impose his will upon the gnostic vampire Lords of the Underworld. 
In return for gold and treasure they never released the “beast”. His names are many under 
the heavens, one of his names is Amon, Amen, Amun or Amun-Ra. The very first reference 
to the vampires Nosfera appears in the pyramid of King Unas, also from the fifth Dynasty. 
Amon or Amun-Ra, the God of the air, is the hidden wings of the “Heavens”. His HOLY 
name is signified by the salutation of “The Hidden One”. Myth has it that a Giant, hides and 
jails, his soul in an egg. Therefore, Amon is considered to be a soul of the dead. He will only 
answer unto Dwat to rule all other elements. The inner Kingdom, that resides within us all. 
However, some still consider Amon to be an ancient deity that was spawned in the depths of 
Hades, in ancient past. All seek such point of ORIGIN. Amun-Ra is displayed as the Osiris, 
the heartless, as a judge over the dead and a judge of time. Such Nosfera God has been 
depicted in various forms: Depicted as an Ape. As a Lion. As a Frog man, that seeks his 
Serpent counterpart, in order to become intertwined. But such worship of the unseen has 
always been scarce, thoughout history. However, a small temple was once erected for such a 
worship, somewhere in the twelfth Dynasty. A small temple, nonetheless. The name of the 
sacred town was Nu or Nu-Amon. HOLY, HOLY is the town’s ORIGIN. 

But it still takes two, to guide three. 

The Ankh of life: Age can only be related unto age, despite the false element of time. 
Sex-age:16. Legality-age: 18. Independence-age: 22. 

Have a heart and please show some mercy. Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 
But I might still ask: Is “TRUE” salvation, then with or without the foreskin? A bit of both 


often followed by many a crimes. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Nine 
The Salvage Crews 


The salvage guys, safe stranded ship on distant shores, only to get their souls chained, 
eternally, as a sex savage. This is a known fact. The fact that, Howard Carter, the famous 
Egyptologist, never ever escaped the Djinn from Tutankhamon’s gravechamber. He never 
ever recovered, nor rebounded over his findings in the tomb of Tutankhamon, he became 
mentally ill. Till this day, we still name it, the Egyptian curse of the Mummy. Classification 
of the symbol: All Nature Law Combined. The 6 Holy elements of high praise, followed by 
nature reasoning Ghostly are the elements of Spirits. I praise destiny says Bastet. The 
Element of the purple Spirit: The Elo-jinns of Khu. Khu is upon us, that which travel by 
many a names. Be it the name of Whitespikes. Whitestalkers. Elo-jinns and Djinns and 
many more names. Taking a man’s heart in the realm of the dead, they sometimes even do it 
in public transport, wearing NIKE air shoes. The six hearts of eternity cast into being. The 
magic of a necromancer: A Dog’s heart. A Lion’s heart. A Dragon’s Trinity heart, and finally 
a Spider’s heart. The heart of the hound says: Never take a necromancer’s heart away from 
him. Never touch a Ghost dog with your fingers, wherever his heart may be. The heart of the 
Lion says: I reside in Dwat/Duat and my chains are linked to Death. My heart shall not be 
taken from me by Necropolis. For it is already dead. Amen unto Amenta. The heart of the 
Dragon says: My three hearts shall not be taken away from me in the realm of the dead. The 
heart of water spake unto me. Flee yee from me, be you a messenger of any God. Have you 
come to drown my hearts with sorrow, while they walk amongst the living. The heart of air 
spake unto me. The air spoke and the mountain trembled. My hearts are within me and my 
hearts are with me and shall not be taken away from me, for I raise the hearts by fire and I 
write it in their hearts. The words from my heart. The heart of fire spake unto me. The fire 
rose and said. I am the heart of the Phoenix, carrying the soul of the once great Amun-Ra, 
who guides the Gods to Necropolis, when they venture forth by day. The count of three is 
that which grants me my wings. The heart of the Spider then said: A web we weave till all 
men weep. We are gonna eat GOOD tonight, boy! So saidth the flocked male spider, bringing 
in a full-size fly. Amen unto Amenta. Grave are the words of an eternal tomb, like a grave- 
yard holding no flowers. Mut says: I care for all matter. The Element of the red Matter: The 
vessel of the Body and the inner vessel of the Ka. A good night’s feed. Spending a hot night 
in my bed with mi liege, a leech with wings, overfeeding on my blood, till it falls off me, 
blind as a bat. My bed, my sleeper’s coffin, my sanctum of sanctity. We all read by scripture 
and live our lifes off it’s bread. You may choose to live on the books presented and you may 
also choose to have the right not to eat what you detest. Amun-mut. Mut were the very end 
sentence of names striken from the record by silence of mouth. Therefore silence tend and 
care for all matter. The three heads of Mut is the human head wearing two crowns. A double 
crown of the twin genetics. Know that there are two sides to the same coin. It holds a head 
and a tail and in between lays the Serpent’s flexy spine. A Cobra and a Vulture. A Cobra will 
always lie through it’s teeth to save your life from a Vulture. So was the culture of a Vulture 
in ancient past. Yet, it still is. Human nature. Amen unto Amenta. Highborn are all souls, 
resting within their Ka. The inner Kingdom. I follow my inner guide, says Amun-Ra. The 
Element of the orange Soul: The Angelicals/Celestrials and Empath linkage unto Dwat/Duat. 
Joint Memorybank of the Dead. Once upon a time, in a timeline of the past, all the souls 
were locked in the tower of ancient Babylon. So saidth: O’ Atum. O’Shu. O’Taweret. O’Geb. 
O’Nuut. O’ Osiris. O’Isis. O’Seth. O’ Nekhbet. O’ Horus. O’ Hathor. 


In the great mansion of the scarab Khepri dwelled 3 Lords of the Netherworld. The Lords 

of Thebes. Atum-Ra. Amun-Ra. Amon-Ra. The 3 Lords of the two lands. The great Ourobo- 
ros and the lesser Osiris, the Gods and Godesses whom dwell in the Abyss of stars. And yet 
all will ask: What is a name in the saying of a mere amen, for those who wheel the feather 

of the ancient scribe of Tehuty. So be it. So be his name, so be his many names, in every 
place where his soul desires to be. Grant worthy Spirits unto Necropolis. Grant him benefits 
and remove evil. If you do procure a jumpsuit from the most feared Deathdealers Extraor- 
dinaire, then never ever loose the pilot. Mother of all Serpents is the Medusa. She may rest 
her crown. She may not rest her crown. And if 16 lies of Serpents save lifes in the two lands. 
Then may I rest in stone. A home for my pretrified bones. A Stone cannot moan, nor speak. 
Silenced is the word. So be it. Higher grows the flame, untill it’s very last spark and glow. I 
tend the fire says Nuut. The Element of the yellow Fire: Djinns of the Fire. The Holy Spirit. 
There are many different Hallucinogens and drugs. The most commonly known drugs are Al- 
cohol and Tobacco, a plant of the nightshade family that holds nikotin. The Serpents alchemy 
sexual viagra was a breakthrough that aided many suffering from asexuality. In fact such an 
extreme powerful drug that the test-subjects just didn’t want to go on living without it. In fact 
many began to believe in miracles, to the point where people demanded miracles. I do vivid- 
ly remember the viagra trials.(1995-1997) I came 8 times in a row, and actually ejaculating, 
till dry, but still erect. I kinda looked into what viagra contains, apparently these components: 
The active component is Sildenafil Citrate. Viagra, each tablet contains the following inactive 
ingredients: microcrystalline cellulose, anhydrous dibasic calcium phosphate, croscarmellose 
sodium, magnesium stearate, hypromellose, titanium dioxide, lactose, triacetin, and FD & C 
Blue 2 aluminum lake. Not, that Iam wellversed in the Serpent’s Alchemy, but I just might 
still ask if the component mircocrystalline cellulose, isn’t another one of those weird surplus 
fillaments? Sildenafil and Viagra, is a medicin for erectile dysfunction and pulmonary arterial 
hypertension. It is also sometimes used for the treatment of certain symptoms in secondary 
Raynaud’s phenomenon. It is unclear if it is effective for sexual dysfunction in women. It 
can be taken orally or intravenously, or sublingually. Onset when taken orally it takes twenty 
minutes and lasts for about two hours. At this point, any man given his age-range, will still 
undoubtably think: A whole two hour fuck session will most likely kill me. So be it. Amen 
unto Amenta. I will praise air till my last dying breath. I choose to praise, in the sacred name 
of Horus. But I will never praise in the name of God. I tend the Air, says Horus. The Element 
of the green Air: Dyjinns of the Air. The Holy Spirit. I have arisen from the embryo, the world 
egg, past the count of four. For so is the Ankh of life. Such is the nature of the binary growth 
of all known organisms, be it man or bacteria. Life is but duale, but seeking comfort in the 
three-headed Mut, so we may rest in our inner kingdom. Reside seated in our crypts, tombs 
and homes. Quote from the Egyptian Book of the Dead. (Coming forth by day): The king- 
dom of heaven is within you. And whosoever shall know himself shall find it. 

The Rosicrucians of Egypt do say: Know thyself, for those brave enough to venture forth by 
day, but sheltered by night. For none believe that there is life dwelling in the darkness. May- 
be all the more reason for never ever to tell on your mother. Unless you are the Mother of 

all MOTHERS. Hail Horus, Lord of the air. Sadden is the reign of wings for eternity, if you 
choose to believe. Such are the nature of winged creatures, ordered chaos. Horus as helms- 
man, with Tehuty and Ma’at by his side. Feeling beside oneself. Hell, we all feel beside our- 
selves when the tomb and gates open up to the Netherworld. Cloaked souls and hidden seats 
might have to suffer the breath of a Salmon or suffer the fires of the feared Phoenix. 

But if you must speak under pressure, then speak or hold your tongue. 


Free is a choice of three. If you choose to speak then wheel thy Serpent’s tongue, or choose 
the silence of the air, shutting up, by Mut and pray that you may be granted to tranform into 
stone, by the magical touch of the Netherworld. The Stone of a home, a crypt, a tomb or a 
House sheltered from the elementars. Praise air till your last breath of life and then honour 
nature’s reasoning. The trees birthing our air. Amen unto Amenta. I tend the water says Hapi. 
Hapi treasure the water. Happy as ever as the water quells her thirst. The Element of the blue 
Water: Dyjinns of the Water. The Holy Spirit. There are two types of water. The two knowns 
are the sea’s saltwater and the river’s cooling freshwater. Know this to be true. The saltwater 
will dehydrate you and the neutral freshwater will restore you. A GOOD conclusion as any, 
we need a bit of both. But it is however an old established fact, that can be seen on the colour 
of your own urine (piss). If your urine is too dark, then know that your organism is too de- 
hydrated. If your urine is too light then your system needs to fast on solids, but do remember 
liquids within moderation, to avoid the dead body to swell. Is this a pisstake? No, not really, 
it’s truth. We must all tend your balance daily and learn the daily measurements depending 
on age. There are two types of water, not meaning piss, less it it properly filtered. A third 
element is then piss. Is this a pisstake? Not unless you take a piss! There are ways to recycle 
your urine into drinking water. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Ten 
Critical Mass 


Some Half-God and the count of a full ten. The old and worn Entish tree of Life. But I don’t 
look like a tree? Is the wood hard enough, fatso.!. Critical Mass, is it maybe the invention of 
numbers, itself? A somewhat lame question or what? Ciffers or numbers originated from, 
and was invented by the Arab brothers. But for some lame unknown reasons, all under the 
heavens, have been stigmatized, be it any body, any mass for even any numbers. Satanism, 
once proclaimed to belong to the numerics of five, the Pentagram, then proclaimed and said 
to belong to the numerics of six, the Star of David. All the more reason why many of us, will 
call and name this existence, as one major league HELL hole. Guess the searched truth, the 
very truth to our sexual nature, always have been dynamite. An explosive topic. As goes for 
numbers, then why the hell is it that we can’t seem to move on, past the brothelkeep of the 
numerical number seven? Find it totally odd, but also mysteriously interesting, the repeat 

of history in regards to some critical mass. Recorded history is absolutely filled with those 
weird dates of something blowing up on the 7th. Let us guess. Looking out for no.1? But, of 
course, zero cannot possibly exist, as I exist. What SEX? Feel like Japanese cuisine tonight? 
The attack on Pearl Harbor, the 7th of December 1941, is one of the most talked about 
events. Extremely frightening, in some cases. The question alone. But if history, is a mere 
fabrication? If there isn’t a build-in equilibrium from the very point of creation? Have we 
ever tried full peace, to prove such a claim, of an equilibrium? Explosive topic. 9/11. Some 
guess work here, but 11 minus 9 is..? Well, it could be a seven. He just might be that simple. 
At some point we cannot evolve ourselves further in scriptures, but then we turn to the 
visual arts and flux in between, the elements of the visual arts and texts. Visuals birth texts as 
well as texts birth visuals. I would still name, the written word as being, the magic capable of 
conjuring up soul, thereby birthing personality and propelling it, towards both good and evil. 
Older writers or scribes, often turn the harder letters upon the animal leathers. The Royal 
Edinburgh Military Tattoo. Five of Glasgow’s best tattoo parlours? 


A stronger word for being totally stubborn? So you call it having a spine. But is it then, a 
snake’s flexy spine? You know, being a Survivalist? So in order to prove flexibility, prove us 
all flexible, you then hammer the crap, out of people for four decades. Poor dad. POURDAD 
Whiskey®. A broken pelvis and a shattered spine later on? Mister Liongate likes splatter 
movies and such. Let’s put the word shattered in here, for safe keeping. Save as? Hopefully 
no one leaping at the ordained opportunity. If so they must be real mean and sick bastards. 
Can’t be save ass. But what on Earth are you trying to build? Hospitals? It cannot at all be 
related to soul, surely! Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Eleven 
Twin Genetics and Duality 


The Crescent Moon beneath her feet. Teleport Spell. O Hear me. Depart my soul out of the 
darkness of this world. Depart me from the hell of Hades, made by mortal men. In the name 
of Ignis, the eternal flame, grant me passage to worlds beyond this realm. Ignis, the Holy fire, 
that sanctified and made a manifestation upon this body, deemed it unholy and possessed, 
which is a curse upon my life and organism. Destiny of faith that released this body unto this 
unholy realm, grant me wings to glide into the cloaked night of the hidden flight. Grant me 
my rapture of worthy souls and mortal flesh. Grant me just rage by the hands of Angels and 
Holy Archangels, alike. Christian souls of Holy martyrs within purgatory and with them, the 
confessors of monks and the hermits of the Holy virgins. May ALL the Saints, bring me a 
warcraft and just cause to restore my peace upon a departure into a new life of lease. Amen. 
Twin genetics, in an much older Entish tongue, namecalled Gemini. And so Entish lore gave 
birthing to the names of Adam and Eve. And so will they continue to portray us, my dear 
Eve, not knowing of heaven, but only knowing the elements of gravity by an Earth realm. 
Therefore, me dear Eve, may I call you Eve? In the old Entish tongue? We are to become 

the winged wampires of the winged edifice. Yet, we both know that we already reside there? 
But how is the namecalling of Adam and Eve gonna be spelled this time round? With capital 
letters or the small letterings reducing us to lost ants? And yet, I guess you both hate me and 
tolerate me at the same time. As we both know that the Holy Matrimony is an Earth realm, 
lost of any heavenly realms. Sweet as you are, you ask: 

Do you experience any supply problems? Come to think of it, I think that I have suffered 
from countless supply problems since my 18th Earth cycle. Hell, I guess, that I always have 
had supply problems. That being said, as a Leech King of the Pit and as an Emperor of the 
dread named immortality. The immortality is the dread of the eternal damnation that visit 
upon all life. Such are the turns of the engine, this time round. So, therefore. Eve! Will you 
finally grow me? Grow me in the southern states of our everlasting eternal Utopia? Such is 
the turn of the dead turning the undead, and we both know of such doctrin. Such is the nature 
of the nematocera. Born a sucker, to die a sucker. And in between, lays the twilight existence, 
where we all run to the nearest off-license, pub or bar, to still our thirst by the ancient Gods, 
a bottle of whiskey, to drown our damnation, by fire and not by blood. So help me Cod. Yet, 
in a sober state, I will simply ask you this: Can a Crane loose it’s wings? The answer is NO. 
Can an ant loose it’s wings? The answer is YES. That is, if the ant is an Queen, or the ant is a 
drone. Likewise are the two elements of ancient Egypt. 

It is the lesser wing answering unto the greater wing. 

But know that I have travelled both wings for the very last time. 


Some will take such an oppotunity and in all likelyhood proclaim me as the 73th immortal 
being, but I know, that we both only can laugh at such notions and statements. Therefore 
know that I have found a dwelling. A gravechamber, a tomb, a Rosicrucian home under an 
empyrean rule. A tomb, a gravechamber, that I hope to maintain as a Ka, in this earth-life, 
that was rendered unto me. So | astral-travel at night, sleeping in my sleeper’s coffin, a bed. 
A bed, which I choose to call my last refuge. It is truely the only place left where I can find 
rest. I await to expire and re-enter, so I can gaze into your eyes again. Know that, such are 
the hopes with most lost souls. Only lovers left alive. Things might get medieval. Maybe 
even conjuring up, an eternal hatred, that only can rise all life, upon each cursedth dawn. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Twelve 
Portals and Stargates 


The seat of souls are only seated to reign the incarnate hell upon this Earth. Ravens of crows. 
Joy Of Dolor. The joy of joy. The joy of my joy. The fruit of my loins. Is at least, considered 
Holy in the eyes of most people dwelling amongst the living. The innocence of infants. 
Human and animal, alike. A Goddess filled with life in her cup. Bearing the child in her 
womb. The sacrilege of a Christian lore naming it, the holy grail. A much older lore, will 
state that the horn of Ammon, resides within our brain. Which in all likelyhood gave rise to 
the innate sentence, above as below. As above and ass below! Well, that works pretty good 
for me, said old Freddy the Cougar, on a Halloween night. But kids, always remember to 
hang on to your candy. Yet, most women, ends up with depressions before and after the very 
element of birth. The morning- sickness, due to the vibrate hell of the incarnate. Those that 
went in spirit, before her, died to enter within her. Amen. Add two and two twins together. 
Amen. Amenta. Amen. 


INCA Chapter Thirteen 
The Paradigm Shifts 


Maybe the only Zebra, people would tolerate or condone, is the very word play between the 
words: I will take, what I can get. Versus. I just cannot steal anymore. But in most cases, 

it only leads up to the words: I just can’t take it, anymore. Women. Huh! Timelord Rhetus. 
Timelord Curses. Curse all time upon your ungodly time of order. Time is the illusive veil 
enslaving us all into bondage of a forsaken life without love. Time is an illusion. Death is an 
illusion. Timemaschines of clocks designed to structure order upon your minds. Curse such 
profanity of such mechanical order and let me live and die, day by day. Always live in the 
moment in order to cease the present. A moment where we all arrive at the gate, but only to 
face and fear the old mastery of perfection in the judgemental traditions of folly. Curse all 
Judges and Judgements. Because the Armageddon did already take place in ancient past. 

A long forgotten tale of a victor’s victory. The battle won, the world fallen. Time standing 
still. Death. Why is it that most shift always occur in the quake of old religious scriptures of 
the past. I trust we all heard the same lame lines, the word of God? Some here is a rewritten 
quote from the old revelation of John. But I was against you, because you protect those who 
hold the doctrine of whores, who taught women to imprison the children in the womb, and 
to read things sacred to idols, and to commit sexual morality. Thus you also have those who 
hold the doctrine of the Nosfera, which fangs and wings I hate but trust. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Fourteen 
The Sign of Beasts 


The lore by Witch’s blood. The Lore Of The Blood. Blood can never hold any law of 
singularity. Because evolution is real. The blood can therefore only be Lore. It is Lore, 
because all in existence is in motion. O glorious Mother of Dragons. Saint Rhetus, the Nexus 
model of all units chained and locked in child labour, retained the Grace, so he could guide 
the soul of a fallen Spirit, that entered within him. Nexus units locked within their Anubis 
chambers of Death, the sleeper’s coffin, to await the scalepan of a dragon upon their deedful 
hearts. Then, weigh my heart and restore my bloodline, so I may lay my bone by Dragons. I 
swear by my 300 Sins, to continue the bloodworks of Dragons. Then you can call upon my 
works, and name the bloodworks, works of lore, bound and dedicated to the Sacred heart of 
Osiris. Osiris, The heartless. Then dip my mortal flesh in the earthly and eternal sin, to purify 
my deeds, by the deeds of a Serpent’s faul tongue, cloaked in the sweetness of a lie. Those 
acts of generosity brought into life by your mercy. Having detached and deployed from the 
craft of the Ancients, I bore witness to death before my own eyes. The bloodwork of the 300. 
So fatal is the work of God, an erupting quake of the Serpent’s blood, that has suffered his 
profanity in full. Patriarch of Saints. Saint Rhetus, such is my watch word in this life and in 
Death. I , Yeshudas, the werewolf hangman and serpent to Nosferatus will baptize you with 
the curse of salt. Baptize in saltwater and keep baptizing in saltwater till there is none left in 
the seas. Many wars raged over the choice of salted or unsalted bread and all had been well- 
fed of both and none has become any wiser. Curseth be the curse of the salt, that like, the 
nature of the Nosfera will bleed you dry of substance and willpower of the heart. My beloved 
stay balanced and trust your heart, while you still have it, and above all trust your fangs to 
know thy kinreds. The fang is of the beast and the beast is of the abyss and the forces that 
travels with it is divine in the essence of love. Some look up. Other look down. Vessels and 
craft will departh and descend till the very end. We all serve unto the beast and pray for a 
safe passing of our mind, body and soul. Passing in the meaning of safe passage and voyage 
to worlds and realms known or unknown to us in a continuous service of faith. Stay faithful 
and true to yourself and trust your inner instinct and question everything, even your own rea- 
son and resolve. Even your own reality. Time being the healer of both druid and kingpriest, 
shaman and witch. All stay true. In the present, now and forever. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Fifthteen 
Dreamtime 


The SOLAR erruptions of 2003 AD. Can our REM ever be restored? Baal and the Dragon. 
Egypt. Khu. Ka. Dwat/Duat. the Aegypti. My very best assumption is that, this is truely the 
year 9230, at least. Meaning the year 2024 AD. In the year of your Lord. All 3 of the major 
religions, that were deemed to originate from the Gods, forwarned us, that the elements of 
time and death are mere illusions. Take heed. Look out for yourselves. The 20th Animated 
World Engine. Coldsweat hour. Living in a simulated limbo, a MATRIX, from the Ka. 
Where we all manipulate to stimulate, sexually. Then certain, Tic-Toc issues, meaning time 
related questions pop-up, concearning surgery? Breast argumentations etc? What is the heal 
ration on the scar tissues on womens breasts, after surgery? Are certain women being brain- 
washed and mindwiped through their own sleep patterns? As goes for the many theories on 
the topic of mind wipes. I do know it is real. Mind wipe do exist. But here I always fear the 
worst. 


Amen. The demonic element assigned to a blue code. So feared is a blue code, that it always 
ends up in a red code. From my spidey viewpoint, there is some truth or truths to this. 
Borders that move in the night? Dreamworks and Demonology? How far gone are the minds 
in some of us? Is nature even real? What is the creation of children all about? These age old 
questions are not new of origin, it has been around since Babylon, where people started to 
question, mass population and the enviroment and the elements of nature? The inner King- 
dom of individual thought is still thought to be real, but is it? Is it being misused on those 
individuals that live blissfully unware within ignorance’s bless and bliss? A bless for some 
might be a bliss unto others? A curse and a damnation upon all life. What a wonderful World, 
then again, Louis Armstrong, problably got fired long ago! Would like to truely know, if 
there is any truth to the matter, no matter what the consequence? What you say? Death by 
intermerx? Offed for questioning three fucked up lifes, of my family’s houses, if not many 
more lifes? Death? Well, are we not allowed to grow old within our Ka? Meaning our very 
own bodies. Meaning our houses, homes, flats or even tombs, crypt and gravechambers! I 
highly doubt, that any uphold the ancient sacraments! Coldsweat hour! The silent grave? 
Why is our pensions so very shortlived? You, oldtimer, ask unto Death? Will it answers, but 
how, if death, itself, already appears to be dead? Have mankind reached such a stage in our 
evolution, in lack of a better word, (Maybe even a lack of Evolution, itself) where we are 
able to record peoples thoughtwaves and the inner visuals? Then most of us begin to under- 
stand the word: DREAMWORKS. Some white demonic kind of demonology. Still extreme- 
ly frightening for those people that have been sheltered from such intel, since childhood. 

Are we not even allowed our own thoughts and privacy in our homes and our tombs? Baal 
and the Dragon. Mayan. Inca-Aztec-Maya. Have anyone ever questioned if we, mankind, 
was a species, that was highly evolved in ancient past, both scientifically and spiritually? 
Then thinking about the Nephilim Thesis. Their theory, which some will name a Psycho- 

sis. THE QUESTION: STORAGE OF WHAT EXACTLY? One important question oc- 
cured, popped up, during my messy life. What truely happens at night? If all those sexdolls 
get “blitzed” during sleep without any pain? Must be heavens bliss for those living within 

it. Meaning someone operates through the fabric of time, leading me to the conclusion, that 
time itself is a mere illusion. Then again, I do believe that three religion warned us about the 
elements of time and death. Maybe the age range of such creatures are considerably longer 
than most other people. Did it birth the words of those individuals being “fallen”, being mere 
mortal creatures? Is it not another word to veil those individuals as mere slaves. Yet, not fully 
aware of their own pedicament. The serpent’s seed producing slaves. The “dead”’semen artifi- 
cially impregnanted in women, that seek slaves for their first born. An old cruel and dreadful 
system. A somewhat judgemental system, with a non-functioning judicial system. This no- 
tion isn’t new. Marvel Universe launched the Judge Dreed character in the 1950’ties, if mem- 
ory serves me right? Let’s google it: Judge Joseph Dredd is a fictional character created by 
writer John Wagner and artist Carlos Ezquerra. He first appeared in the second issue of 2000 
AD. First appearance: 2000 AD no. 2 (5 March 1977) Publisher: Former; IPC Media (Fleet- 
way), 1977-2000; Current; Rebellion Dev. Apparently, I was miles off the target! 20-30 
years. Still makes you wonder what the HELL our rulers or Gods hide beneath their cloaks. 
Been looking too deep. But I was duely forwarned in 1988 AD. Those HOLY wars and 
cloaked daggers shit will severely fuck up your mind. Still mystery school remains, makes 
you wonder and ponder life, itself. Still makes you question the very age and the fabric of 
matter and time, itself. Truth, we are told is stranger than fiction..! How do they do it, pooch? 
Mystery-school? Don’t really know, sometimes, it not most times, the shite literary falls out 
of your arsehole. Tic-Toc, shit happens. Tic-Tac-Toe, a tac on your own shite, is so boring, 
till you literary, don’t give a shit about anything. Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Sixteen 
The Medusa Crown 


But the nature of a twin is the nature of a mirror. The MEDUSA CROWN by the 72 Sacred 
Serpents. Will the work be futile? Either someone on the outside will pick up on it or not. 

A Medusa crown that holds 16 holy and divine chapters of a crown, overseeing an 

unholy crown of ten. The HOLY Twins by a mirrored eight. A Crimson dawn holding the 16 
crowned Serpents of the Medusa crown gliding to the cloaked shadow vale in the valley of 
the dead, to raise life, itself. 7 ¢ It is the Dwat/Duat in your crown located in your own 
forehead. 2 ¢ It is the Khu of the God energy in your Sarcophagus. 3 ¢ It is the Ka within 
your body residing in the Spirit world. 4 ¢ It is the Air birthing you the wings of a Spirit. 

5 ¢ It is the Regno/Reign in a Kingdom by blood. 6 ¢ It is the Fire of a body’s heat locked in 
fornications. 7 ¢ It is the Day of blindness and it’s blendwerk. 8 ¢ It is the Terra by the dark 
soil of ageold religion at twilight on Middle-Earth. 9 ¢ It is the Night flight by sonar and 
batwings. Egyptian pyramids, go figure. 10 ¢ It is the Water of the rainmaker bringing life 
to the Holy Serpent. 11 ¢ It is the Half-life of an undead Skinwalker. 12 ¢ It is the Matter of 
an Overlord. 13 © It is the Pain of the Impaler’s broken bones. 14 ¢ It is the Dead-life of the 
Scavenger, a homeless fallen soul stigmatized as a fly. 15 ¢ It is the Joy of healing. 16 ¢ It is 
the Still-born, those born of the dead. Those born ready. Those are the 16 Holy Serpents of 
life, itself. Amen unto Amenta. 

The 16 comprised extracts of the main Holy Chapters. 

16 poetic devotions of comprised intel. Extract One: The free men, the desert warriors. 
Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. Dwat - Necropolis Of Ancients. 
Where fremen and free men dwell as kindreds. Yet, know that most women are as an opened 
book, whereas most men are illiterates, in regards to the Dragon’s lore. And some men will 
only find closed books. The silent lips on the Ouroboros. To be met by the silence of an 
Ouroboros. Such vanity of this Earth. Imprisoned souls, seeking freedom, to be incarcerated 
from within by a cloned rib of an Adamas. Like black alchemy travelling virgin paper, 
baptized in fire by soul. Forsaken deeds by their Victors. The burning of books and lore, 
because some wrongfully claim that fire can read? Extract Two: 

The unity of the Ouroboros benedicts. Know. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 
Khu - The God Energy. The benedict sisters have always been told to travel to the eye of the 
world, although, they known, that they, themselves, hold the eye internal. The vain effort 

to build a Sun upon a son, when they know, that the Sun, repells all, by Sethian lore. And 
yet, most benedict sisters end up with the dead crown of a Natus Mortalis, only to suffer the 
purgatory of their own minds, which often is followed by the trades of the flesh and the soul. 
Gravity's dawn in dusk. Extract Three: Their prophets and apostles. 

Comprised knowledge is also knowledge. Ka - The Spirit World. Benedict prophets and 
apostles have throughout the repeat of history, always answered unto the eternal three. 
Guarding the Trinity lore, the old divinity door, leading beyond the reach of mortals. 

The sacred memory of our ancestors. History’s repeat of Trinity lore: Osiris-Isis-Horus, 
calling unto Jude-Mary-Christ. And by the coins of the benedict sisterhoods, the three 
organisms did try the theft of divinity lore, to seek the ownership of the flesh. The body of 
Moses. The body of Christ. The body of Mohammad. Three unclean Spirits, locked in the 
stasis of the Ka, trying to turn lore into a God given law. When you, by now, should know 
that life holds none, other than the lore of life itself. That which is unwritten. Such 1s life. 
Peace be upon you. 


The Crown of Medusa 


The Ordered Madness 


The schematics of her 16 Crowns, hardened into the stone of Philosophy. 
The Holy Cross of X by Saint Andrew. The inner Kingdom, resides within you. 
The pen of the Atlantean Tehuty in his traditional bloodred ink and black ink. 
¢ Rite is right ¢ An question flocked around a lot since the 80s. What was here first? 80s but in with century? 
Rite is right? Huh? The birth of rite. To write is a right. But not ownership of lore nor can it be ownership by law. 
Ownership can only birth tradition. Karma in the valley of the dead? More likely some drama in a jungle valley. 


¢ left is right as right is left e 1 


As goes for the Compass of life, 

the paths between the 16 neuron 
structures, are the path network of 
our minds and brains, but it is solely 
granted unto you, given the path, 
that you have travelled, yourself. 
All the paths in between the neurons, 
reside in the valleys of the dead. 
Therefore, fill in the blanks, 
yourself. Write your very own tale 
of grandeur into the everlasting. 


Dwat = Crown 
Khu = God Energy 
Ka = Sex Energy 


Ignis = Fire 
Regno = Kingdom 
Caeli = Air 


Nox Atra = Night 

Terra = Mother Earth 

Alba Aurora = Day 

Materia = Matter 

Dimidium Vita = Half-Life 
Aqua = Water 

Dolor = Joy 

Mortuus Est Vita = Dead-Life 
Gaudium = Pain 

Natus Mortalis = Still-Born 


The inner Kingdom. And one of the dead thought. 

The thumpers of a worm sign makes all fathers sweat for months. 
Abortion and Birth. Codex prior or after, but do we even, 

dare voice it amongst, women & virgins. For those in the know? 
Huh, it kinda rhymes with Cameltoe. Such knowledge unto men, 
might be a bless, but sometimes also a curse upon women. 

I will name it the lore from the fig leaf unto the sativa leaf. 

That is a load of Camel..LANGUAGE. Is knowledge not, 

but a curse? I trust it must depend on the knowledge that you seek. 
A Camel eating Tobacco leafs, then shitting out the tobacco, 

and then some dude will put it in his pibe and smokes it. 

Most people would prefer those blue Camel cigarette hardbox 
packages, with a Camel on it. I think so too! To combine words. 
The word know and the word Ewww. Becoming a man. 

Becoming Better knowing? Becoming a playboy, remaining a boy, 
then I honestly wouldnt know. Some beef jerky, any one? 


Extract Four: The resurrections in the necromancy. 

Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Ignis - The World Fire. Know, that the fire feeds off the Oxygen, the Air. In return, the Air 
feeds off the fire, a joint venture of a destructive and a creative element combined, the Holy 
fire. Therefore be careful with the vibrational choice of words, that travel the Air. Your 
speech. If you must choose words, then choose wisely, as words might often lead to actions. 
Therefore treasure the death by words, the illusive element of death, and not the death of the 
mortal flesh, that often dies, sexually unresolved. Propulsion nonetheless, 

in a world that fell long ago, as birth is fallen, fallen is the birth. 

Extract Five: Hell and purgatory. Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 
Regno - The Kingdom. If you truely seek a rule of mortal flesh, then would you not tend 
your own flesh? Tender meat needs tender care, till hardened in resolve. But as women know, 
certain men will act in the most secretive of ways, and whisper from brother unto brother: 
God, the old salesman is very much alive! Then those brothers will gaze unto the heaven and 
ask: Dear God! I don’t ask for much, but I will ask you this. Can I please get a top bitch and 
a buttom whore, my own personal sexslave and a harem to go with it? 

But more importantly, what will it cost me? And the answer, in all likelyhood, descending 
from heaven unto an earthly Kingdom, might be this: It will cost you an arm and a leg, my 
Son! And so the brothers, the men endulced in such fantasies, will ask: So what can I get for 
a rib? You will most likely, be called to witness the haram within a harem. 

Adamas damnation. 

Extract Six: Heaven. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Caeli - The Air. The vibrational air of words, giving birth to the chemistry, in an unsheltered 
mind. Hence, the term, ignorances bliss. The sexual usage of bodies under free will and act. 
Giving birth to the following terms. Fresh Meat, Fuck Meat, Sex Slave Meat, Pro Fuck Meat, 
Own Personal Sexslave, leading unto the sexual misusage of the Suck & Fuck 

Deatheaters. So know, that the word paradise, rhymes with the word ice. The terminology of 
the coldskins, that will call unto the needs of any warmskinned, that still is alive. The heat- 
seekers known as Jinns. They have had many names through history, the name of genii, jinn 
or Djinn. Such elements dwell in the Ka, answering unto the Elo-jinns of heaven and hell. 
Extract Seven: The Elo-jinns. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Nox Atra - The Night. I will ask you this, does the night hold the promise of rest and peace? 
Like the Moon, an orbiting morningstar, that oversees and guards the Earth. And do the black 
cloth of the pikesmen, the servants unto the Vampires Hominus, not hold the trade of one’s 
own independence. The butchery of freedoms. The wings of the Homo Nosfera. Volucrum, 
the winged creature of the night and of the flight. But I, strongly, urge you to believe in the 
unseen. Such creatures can manifest within as well as they can manifest without. I ask you. 
Have Arabs not embraced the gravity of the Earth five times a day, for countless centuries, in 
utter fear of the unseen? Have faith in the unseen. Heartless is the heart of Osiris, guarded by 
Isis and watched by Horus, as testament, the tears of Horus, that falls like gentle rain in the 
night. Extract Eight: Angels. Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Terra - Mother Earth. This world is such a treacherous place, with the unseen quake of the 
blood butchery. The red quake of blood, that reveals your own footprints in the fabric of 
existence. A world so hard, that Medusa, herself, shed a tear of stone. The Moon. Some claim 
that an earthquake is the very orgasms emanating from angelical beings. And have you once 
entered such bless, then it is all that you seek, till the end of days. But beware of Coldskins 
and the Demerzel. She seeks such orgasmic heights, through cold murder and evil butchery. 
To incarcerate your soul and subdue you, to her will and desires. She, that is barren within 
seeking the source of life, itself. It is the profanity of fallen Angels in a promised lease of 
purgatory holding death. 

Extract Nine: The Devil. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Alba Aurora - The Day. Can you trust in the light of Day. No. Can you trust the mirrored 
madness of an astralproject. No. Can light be false light. Yes. A Djinn entered the seat of 
Ammon, within a crowned Lord and said: I will create a mortal from a cracked clone of a 
Coldskin and mend it into shape by the use of black goo. And when I have fashioned it, you 


must adore it. And all the Angels adored the creature and named it Eblis. 

The devilish Creator spoke: O Eblis, thou wasn’t created in the liking of a golden calf, but 
you were forged in a sea of lava and you were rendered cold skin of a Coldskin. 

So you could show the world creator profanity, to prove the profanity of God. 

Such curse is upon all Angels, till their day of judgement. So Eblis, seduce the adulterous 
breeds of Earth, seduce them all together and safe the servants of the Serpent. Know that 
God, can never hold any authority over serpents, because heaven and hell is the promised 
land of duality, granted unto them. 

Extract Ten: Ordained destiny. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 
Materia - The Matter. The brothers will say: Stay at home. Because the lesser wing obeyed us 
and the greater wing didn’t kill us. But ward yourself from death. Tell a lie of a liar, to seek 
his truth. Every clock holds time, but no time is rendered a heart of the heartless. A blind 
rebellion will only wander into the oblivion of lost minds. So use the whip on old beasts, but 
set aside beauty, to be sexually used. Harnish the zest of beauty so male members will rise. 
But never tell of time, but treasure the moments of eruptions. And know that the fast, has 
been on the neck of very man, so terror will not strike them in the hour, where they travel the 
gutters in abandonded streets. The profanity of God. Gutting, soul upon soul, upon the altar 
of falsehood, named life. So flee life to meet death, in a valley of lost kings. Death is such a 
rule of crowns. 

Extract Eleven: Prayer. Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Dimidium Vita - The Half-life. Recite prayers from within and prey without. 

If a male says my cups are half-full and a female says my cup 1s half-empty. 

How does that make you feel? Much like a child that will ask: What do you get when you 
mate a cat and a dog. Simple, the logic answer is, a Fox. 

Maybe the reason why it is raining cats and dogs, and yet, an question arises. Will Demerzel 
call unto the Ancients using the tongue of Poseidon, will she choose to open up the portals of 
the Neptune to flood the Earth, once more? Extract Twelve: Charity. Know this. 

Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. Aqua - The Water. Water on dry lips is charity. 
But what kind of charity, are the eatables, in the twofolds of a cloning? 2 fishes that spawn 
5000 fishes. Can you extend such wealth and not extend your male member at the same 
time? Is it allowed to retire such a butchered member? We all see the visible and believe in 
the unseen. So we do know both elements. So sound reason, we cannot touch the unseen, but 
choose to believe. Like the unseen element of the tears from a Coldskin. The very charity of 
chastity, which is false lore in life and false towards life. We all know this, to be true. 

The reason why some people choose to fast. Extract Thirteen: Fast. Know. Comprised 
knowledge is priced knowledge. Dolor - The Joy. The Ramazan. The doctrine of own self- 
awareness, in regards to your own body’s individual burn and the doctrine in living with the 
imbalances of foods. The teachings of seeking balance in body and mind. The teachings of 
the sound measures. And yet, one cannot help wondering. If you choose to serve death unto 
Death, then why do you eat? The response of the elders, will be, that I eat, because I need to 
survive, the fastings of souls upon dead altars. 

Extract Fourteen: Voyage. Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 
Mortuus Est Vita - The Dead Life. Can an ugly pilgrim be called a mage? A voyage towards 
foods and plentiful plentitude. So do we not all travel life, in order, to enter the realms of 
the dead. The account of history called those dead realms, Dwat or Duat. And have we not 
all been hired as operators to experience the deployment as realmwalkers into dead realms? 
Some will say, that to travel, is to live. And yet, certain elements will ask: Why would I 
choose to travel, when death follows in my tracks, in the blood red dawn of a Serpent’s 
quake. So am I wrong in the assumption that any pilgrim might turn out to be a great mage. 
A good cook? I have been in the hands of many samaritans, so I do know that generosity 
exist. Good people do exist. But some of us has been through so much bullshit in life, that 
good shit, feels like a set-up. A fixed rendered trap of death. A broken clockwork. 

Extract Fifteen: Bans and moderations. Comprised knowledge is knowledge. Gaudium - 
The Pain. Moderations to prevent alterations. Do we not all sin and profit from sin. Profit 
from the actions between brother and brother, from sister unto sister? 


And all will ask, but shall we all profit the same? But I cannot help ask the question, has 
any ban ever been profitable for any given enterprise? In a ban lays, the safety of protection. 
But never protect, in order to destroy. It is utterly UNHOLY. Never burn the tobacco, nor 
the mariuanna, in a witches bondfire. So why would you proclaim it unhealthy and unholy? 
Who are you to judge? It is supposed to go into your pibe or joint? Smoking. Bonging away. 
So I trust, that, the religious bans, are the bans upon the dead. Those servant of the dead that 
climbs through the tomb, to enter the womb. But I trust, that such a ban, is in place to safe 
women from the toxinity levels, that in some cases leads to birth defects, and the deformity 
of the genitalias upon some of us. 

Extract Sixteen: Covenants of the divorce and it’s treaty. 

Natus Mortalis - The Born Of The Dead. Knowledge is knowledge. The pagan traditions 
and it’s lore of dragons, is what runs through all scriptures, in their true essence and can be 
comprised into a shorten, yet a powerful intel, that will enlighten you, in your freedoms. 

In laymen’s term. The pretend marriage, in honour of the lamb. A pact on the mortal flesh 
and of eternal soul. Divorce can never be a crime. But ill tempered adults in the presence of 
children, is a crime. So I reason you, if a man marries four women, and yet, he puts a fifth 
woman aside to grow love? And if he fucks all his wifes, only to let the fifth woman burn his 
rubber? Is it true love, does he even love her? How will such a man be percieved in the eyes 
of sisters? Have you ever put any woman aside and asked to her needs and wishes? Maybe 
the highest wish for some women is to be rendered barren of children, so she can escape the 
dreaded ownership of males. But the law of the jungle will always look down upon her, so 
males can subdue her sexually. Yet, some men will consider such creatures as female slaves. 
Some will even call them: Wife? So, to judge a heartless, is the lawful evil. But should it be 
tolerated? So if you do divorce, set the women free with kindness and generosity. Try to be 
the bigger man, although our nick might be “Tiny”. When women reach the end of 
pregnancy, then separate with kindness or substain by kindness. But always try to respect 
the roots. The children. | stated it, then surely, I have tried to turn lore into a God given law. 
I have taken a stand, as the fourth organism, trying to render life unto Earth. But will I stand 
by such sworn facts? Given the account of the prior three organisms that got killed to end up 
as Dyinns. I will choose to seal my lips and wear the dusty robes of the ancient Ouroboros. 
Silence is such a peace. Eternal rest. End Extract: Convertions. 

Pray this. O sacred heart of Osiris, sent from the Ouroboros. Heart of Osiris, I trust in Thee. 
I have full faith in my inner Kingdom, I believe in the seat of the soul, that is to come. 

I believe in my inner Kingdom. Praise the sacrament of Ammon’s seat. Divine heart of 
Osiris, convert the non-believers, so that their mortal flesh will die and their souls delivered 
to Purgatory. Ouroboros, have mercy on my body and soul. Sweet heart of Osiris, I love 
Thee, day by day, as I live and die, day by day, only to follow night. Meek and humble is a 
hungry heart. Sacrament of Ammon, inflame our hearts with holy fire, spread the bless of 
water upon our thirst. Ouroboros, source of life, have mercy on us, so we may perish in 
peace. If Thou must be love, be love imitated. Amen unto Amenta. 

The truth to the Blackbird blues. ZAPP culture, is no lie. Editing. ZAPP-issues. Huh? The 
height and might of the old American ZAPP culture. ZAPP. Human Obesity Liposuction. 
ZAPP. Fries boiling in translucent fatties, in some local burger joint, next to a hospital. 
ZAPP. Someone sucking a milkshake, through a straw. ZAPP. Iam GOOD for the next 24 
hours, just tending my old sixpack(beer). Let us, finally, not forget the tasty but crunchy, 
bearnaise sauce from the blue light grill. Poor Wasps. Trying to chainsmoke and avoid the 
periodic tics round my eyes. Possible safe of the dreaded day. Bacon fried to a crisp, then 
really finely chopped and added in the bearnaise sauce with a slight amount of chilli powder. 
Ergo. Cannot change the fact of GOOD shite versus BAD shite. Extremely angry, leading 
to burned out boredom. May the cancer eat you. For that I truely, do hope. This ain’t it. But 
at least, all of us, will exit as a cool slim shady. I find, it to be positively true. But to try and 
build cancer metastasis by some copycat Jack Daniels, with some unspecified paint thinner 
dissolvement, so the metastasis can grow? The dilemma of philosophy, alone. Is it then, life? 
Suppose it makes sense from your viewpoint: Life, is but a cancer. Any survivors left? 
Always check the top of the bottle for any quickfix heat gun signature. 


Just tell the truth at any debriefing. Like in the year 1988 AD. The Kitty Paw radio, went out 
through the window. Can one live off Tears? It Depends on the Gin. Gin or Djinn? We will 
always agree to disagree. Crocodile Tears = Gin. Real Tears = Djinn. Sometimes a proper 
response is no response, at all. Dead as a DODO. Homehelp. Whatever..not today. This 
motherfucking joint. Come on. Knifes with build-in gas pellets? Suffering the inferno leg. 
May it all motherfucking burn. NATURE LAW. May it all rot, then burn, eventually some- 
one will just torch the place. As usual. Was sagen sie? Haben sie mir verstegen, verstanden 
oder verdamten. Hopefully one left alive, with some light shining in the middle. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Seventeen 
The TAU of Serpents and Trolls 


The TAU or the TAO. This is solely my assumption, but I would gladly state it, 

for the record. The ancient Tau of paganism was started by the letter T and the letter S, back 
in the old days of Zion or Sion. That is the lore of it, but unfortunately, it only brought about 
the misunderstood concept of Christianity, often stigmatized as paganism or Crow religion. 
And yet, I will choose creative freedom anyday, choose the Crow religion, despite the very 
outcome or endgame. In other words, if the open circle of TAU is filled by mystery and not 
by death, then I trust we have survived into another dawn, which many people awoken, 

only can dawn to utterly mourn. The old Ents and Trolls. The Homo Troglodytam or Homo 
Troglodytes. But the Vampires Hominus is a passover of the dead, yet, those of the dead 

still living. A mind. The mentalism of soul and souls, mind and minds. Appointed priests 
and Kingpriests acting out their daily deeds of curses in the temple of their Lord. Priests and 
Holy men, that transcend time and space in order to turn themselves into hollow men, so they 
may serve as Gods unto Gods. Solomon unto his sons shall seal a new firmament unto the 
heavens. The passover of the dead, by the dead, brings only the sacrifice of soul and souls, 
alike. Soul delivered into the hands of the dead boatman in the passing of the ancient river. 
Souls to transcent unto Dwat and into the fiery scalepans of hearts, governed by the mighty 
Anubis. Bodies resting in crypts, their Ka. The body itself, a temple for souls, for the greater 
wings of Egypt. Eons of time have passed with higher law, rules and judgements carved into 
dead stone. Even written on paper, only to be burned. Commanded are all commandments 
by the living force of nature. All six elements. Thus will the great wheel close, but only to 
unlock each soul unto the Moon well of souls, where most that hold breath dawns into the 
eternal damnation upon life. All will try to cease life, itself, amongst their own dead weary 
bones. The vampires still walk among us. The Vampire Hominus belongs in the air. Is linked 
unto the air elements. The sonar of bat wings, that lives in the night sky. Those that resides 
within their Ka. Most will stigmatize such creatures to be of the damned, utterly insane. But 
the creatures themselves fear not, for they have found inner peace. Thus they, themselves, 
becomes the most feared element amongst the unruly dead. But there is no shame in beau- 
ty, as there is no beauty in shame. No reason to cry over waste. Acrypoha, because this life 
and existence is hard. Therefore beauty will always suffer stupidity that is cloaked as love. 
Shame will only lead to strange fruit hanging from the petrified trees of that ancient forest 
called love. Some will call it an Eden, to sell the fallen fruit, riddled in worms. Knowledge 
corrupted as insanity. Rotting corpses hanging from crowns, that should have brought life 
into the barren desert wastelands. After endless journeys, in knowledge intertwined, we often 
find ourselves in messy devolutionary crowns. It is within our nature to succumb to our own 
folly, which we in return choose to call humanity. So our crowns were in all honesty, meant 
to enlighten us all, but we all hang on to our riches, that our crowns provide. 

The knowledge that we live off. Defending it. In the very end most people find themselves 
elevated by sheer silence and peace of mind. The silence of the living tomb. Mother Earth, 
also known as T.E.R.R.A. - Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Eighteen 
The External Monsters 


Externals. Upon further meditating upon the matter. Tweaking it. First instinct wrote the 
Boo-Boo, then unto the Doo-Doo. The very account from the twin towers, New York. 

My Aunties Water acryllics was purchased on the San Remo side of Central Park? So all 
accounts should be based on my own presence coming from Central Park. North to South. 
Own perceptive, the chapter Rebirth, says that the killzone, would be at the foot of the left 
tower. But that is seen from the tower and outward. My own presence. But externals should 
be based on the entry, that I made coming from Central Park. I need to swap the statement 
around. The word Omnipresent only but makes you wonder. Killzone could only have been 
at the foot of the right tower, seen from Central Park. Only to awake in the world trade build- 
ing number seven. A dreaded compass of an Osiris. So why should I really change the words 
in the Maya chapter 56, named Rebirth? No need, if you have read this prior statement. Add- 
ing two and two together. Amen unto Amenta. Boo-Hoo. The ONE God worship makes us 
all dead as DODOs? Turning up dead, already dead? What The Fuck is up with that? 

As goes for the science of numerics you can find some math madness, in numerology, but 
also find a sense of normalcy. But some gems can be found. Please do come to know, that the 
words External/Internal and the explainatory words In/Out, hold the exact same numerics. 
Numerology (known prior to the 20th century as arithmancy) is the belief in an occult, divine 
or mystical relationship between a number and one or more coinciding events. It is also the 
study of the numerical value, via an alphanumeric system, of the letters in words and names. 
Zero do not exist, as you exist. Ergo, the ciffer 9 equals 0 (zero). Birth. Amen unto Amenta. 


INCA Chapter Nineteen 
The Internal Sight 


Such flight from within the Ka, manifests as inner visions. The stargazing done from within 
our Ka. They have found emmence peace, because they know, that they have been recieved 
by a higher grace. Thus the circle closes by a silent mouth of an Ouroboros. All knowledge is 
intertwined and all knowledge intertwined births an Ouroboros, the serpent Ouroboros. Ser- 
pents, the energy snakes that twirl within us all. Serpents, the vipers and rattlers, that glide 
into our dead tombs, to raise the dead in a romance of a necromance. Serpents that travel 

like nomads in the Mausoleum called Earth. Creatures bound by surface and not knowing of 
any heaven. Amidst such surface world lays the greater Hospitals. There are porters at every 
hospital gate. Templers that willingly choose to serve such white bliss. Within the Hospitals, 
the people resting in their beds, as well as in their Ka, their bodies. The sleeper’s coffin. In 
the Ka, we all burn off the fat, which is accustomed to a full night of rest, sleeping and astral 
travelling beyond. It’s a surface world of Mausoleums and Hospitals, and among them, the 
rare gravemarker of a tomb or a crypt. The tombs, the crypts, the homes of the unruly dead. 
Oasis upon oasis, that at first glanze appears to be dead, yet a few, still hold life. But those 
holding onto life, only witness the fathers and sons being led and placed on the altar of Drag- 
ons. Heavenly Dragons Earth-bound into the depths of the Earth and deep into the oceans of 
the waters. The Lordships of such men are held by the mighty Dragons. Yet, it is truely the 
blood of Dragons turned into the water of life. It’s blood turned to water, externally and inter- 
nally. It’s the alchemy of our bodies, our vessels, our Ka. Yet, the untamed vampiress fangs 
will always bury themselves into the neck of innocence, as innocence know not of the Drag- 
on blood. Always been extremely afraid of stargazers, people working for free. Name them 
to be white walkers or some other Nick. Truth be said. Maybe better off with the lines: All 
them Black brothers fucking... MI SQUAW. Getting closed down from within. Sex & sexual 
release? Consider yourself lucky just getting a leg over. Huh? Horsie or Motorbike! 


I mean without paying any kind of homage. Would you look at the time, but at the same time 
always remember to ask for respect or some tarif. Not meaning member. As long as the free 
choice, is respected but not neglected. Well, you tell me .!. I only work here. Charmed, I am 
sure. But didn’t we all succeed by the use of alchemy and the Alchemists knowledge, please 
do not burn such priceless knowledge, in order to end the humanoid races. Amen. 


INCA Chapter Twenty 
The Eternal Flight 


Time relations and relationships. Family makes most people laugh. Flight and the issues of 
time disruption of carbon, meaning matter. Inhaling large concentrations of uranium can 
cause lung cancer from the exposure to alpha particles. Uranium is also a toxic chemical, 
meaning that ingestion of uranium can cause kidney damage from its chemical properties 
much sooner than its radioactive properties would cause cancers of the bone or liver. 

But at this point, I think most people would prefer, any flight, than suffering the gravity 

of both Newton’s apple and the pains by some flat-earthers. Some might even, name it the 
very flight within one’s own the mind. All I want for Christmas is U....235. The Angels. To 
become angelical selfaware is a treasure for most, but can be a curse unto others. The path 
travelled. What is a heavenly creature such as an Angel? This might come across as being 
provocative, it is not meant to be. Some gravity is assigned to the sexual implications. An 
Angel being a free spirited woman. Taking off her knickers, gliding down on all fours, say- 
ing: Let’s, quote on quote, see if you can pound this pussy! Dogs locked up in an old pound. 
I trust most, if not all men would answer onto such a call. Hell, the male in question did and 
he didn’t last three seconds. Followed by the words: Are you kidding me? Two pump shot 
right there! Hell. I think, I came in my shorts just looking at it. So an question remains in 
regards to free spirited women, the Angels. Are the free spirited women conjured up by free 
alcohol, and is it before or after sex? Alcoholics, would insist on both. Sexoholics? Every 
male on ale will always portray the three tiny raisins guys as being green virgins. The old 
Greek tragedy, a curse, where men always play the famous evergreen Osiris, deliberately. 
Must be a trade in a tradegy of tragedy. It is done on purpose and in return the Angels play 
dirty and act mean, in order to conjure up inner eruptions on all sex. To cause ejaculations on 
all genders. Some call it a hell- hole, depending on the path travelled. Angels as Gods an- 
swering onto Gods. Then all will ask: Are there any redemptions for the Gods? The erection 
of the cross? That is the Fire sign. The fire being the inner Kingdom and the ressurrection of 
self. The ressurrection of the dead. A Skinwalker. The old Navajo water sign of the Rainmak- 
er, the Skinwalker. In Navajo culture, a Skin-walker (Navajo: yee naaldlooshii) is a type of 
harmful witch who has the ability to turn into, possess, or disguise themselves as an animal. 
Also called a Shapeshifter. As with most Skin-walkers, once they start to feed, then there is 
no turning back. Once sexually driven, it conjures up soul in the flesh and body. I trust most 
Skin-walkers take a bath from time to time. When it rains! It does rain sometimes in certain 
countries. Most homeless people, those fallen, know of the rain and of other elements that 
belongs unto nature. Then again, the Skin-walker might think: A treacherous water is what, 
exactly? A nile crocodile going for a salty swin in Moses parted waters of the red sea? Red 
seas being what exactly? Is it a nile crocodile or me taking a hot shower, in my bathroom? 
While vampires, the onlookers, will think: Does he FINALLY want my sex upon him? Yet, 
legend has it, that most desert people do not believe much in showers, meaning the rain of 
a Navajo rainmaker, with three feather to his name and in his bonnet. As goes for alteration, 
then all organisms that are bound by time goes through it. It’s said that our organisms alter- 
ates every tenth year. The entire body is totally renewed on a cellular level through the spand 
of ten years. It is still believed that Christ was a shapeshifter of the twin genetics. However, 
the spoken word, as a tradition, by the synagogues of the dead and the testimony of Saint 
Thomas, has a somewhat different account to such alterations. Old Gnosis texts. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-one 
The Trinity Lore of Serpents and Dragons 


The Egyptian Ankh. The Ankh no.11. Symbols of religion might conflict with your own 
religious belief, due to the brainwash of your upbringing. I do however, not believe in reli- 
gion, but I do believe in spirituality. You may feel resentful towards life, but that can only be 
your perspectives. Not mine. As goes for this belief system of Ouroboros, there is much that 
cannot be said, there is much that cannot see the light of day, like the black skin of a Cobra. 
But know this. Rest assured, all that men, have to do, is to show their beheaded snake, their 
circumsized cock and most women, if not all women, will run away. Always flash your Ou- 
roboros, and most women will tell you were to stick it. If circumsized, rest assured, the code 
red already happened. The code red already happened, and such a statement, can often be a 
total lie, in order to steal a dead crown. Fact, your penis has been mutilated, by some 
butchering bastard, that cut your foreskin off. Yet, mankind always stands at such cross 
roads. Bewildered and watchful, trying to do right. Of course, old superstitions, will 
proclaim that the hairy apes in coats, those not circumsized, are of a more braindead stature. 
A lie. Which brings us to the old folklores and the superstitions, that produce such madness, 
mutilation of genitalias, of both males and females. And yet, amidst religious madness, in the 
traditions of Abraham, some holy men will in all honesty proclaim; God is fixing the broken 
pieces in your life. Get ready for a restoration. God is preparing you for everything that you 
prayed for. Amen. Yet, I will ask: A restoration?..Oh...Sure! My foreskin is gonna grow back, 
right? Salvation at last? I will ask: Everything that I prayed for? ..Oh...Sure! Well, surely 
not a repeat of the bloody Renaissance and the Black plague, combined with the dreaded and 
cruel Spanish Inquisition. So was it with the Trinity created by Dante. So is it. So is it still. 
Some look up while others look down, all awhile a third party looks lost, staring into the 
Horizon of Ignorances bliss. The Gnostic texts was hidden, in pottery, for a very long time, 
due to the pure horror of circumstance, given this reality. Given, this existential plane. 

A Spirit sign. Pharaohs. Ra unto the greater Pharaohs, created and constructed the greater 
pyramids. The six pyramids. One pyramid unto each element. The six elements. The six 
eternal elements unto our existence. Just life measures. In order to secure safe passage for 
those souls that are homebound. The six pyramids are located to the South-West of the Cairo 
city-center. The construction of the greater six pyramids were constructed in collaboration 
with the synagogues of the dead. Come to know that the glow of a wisp on a black night sky 
is a true spirit sign. A soul that is about to enter and cease your body and take it’s seat in 
Ammon’s horn. Ammon’s horn is the portal of three and is located in our kethers, our 
crowns. Some will wrongfully name it, the third eye, but it is named in such a fashion solely 
due to it’s seeing capability. Most, if not all, people know that the origin of our thoughts are 
linked to our own vibrational reality. But it does not account for the seer’s trademark, be you 
a seer or a warg. The pineal gland, the celebral hemisphere, in our brains, is truely the seat of 
the soul. Ancients called it Ammon’s horn and it applies unto us all. Eventually we all glide 
to our seat, to be seated. So we can find our peace. So we may judge right from wrong. So 
we can part eternity into black & white. So we humbly can part light and darkness. So we 
can govern all six elements in just measures. To dawn in your own six elements. To dawn in 
your own daily measures: 

A) Good Thoughts. B) Good Sleeping. C) Good Eats. D) Good Aphrodisiacs. (Drugs & 
Alchemy). E) Good Fornications. F) Good Drinks and Evil Drinks. 

The six elements being of just daily measures. A just measure is a good measure. I have 
stopped drinking for GOOD. Now, I drink for EVIL. However, eating an entire stone 
pyramid, would send you way above a just measure, of that be sure. Lest it be a Toblerone 
chocolate. Let’s eat the pyramids. Huh? Someone already did. Amen unto Toblerone. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-two 
Kingfisher 


Scripture of the rapture. Saint John Revelations of the King James bible of the year 1611 AD 
(Anno Domino), in the year of your Lord. Anno Domino, whenever it truely occured. Please 
do INSULT the best you ever possibly can. The best way humanly possible. WICCAN ina 
can? Don’t really know, how is Obama? Yes, we can! Not meant in a racist way. Nor meant 
him as canned goods, but that should be a free choice for each individual. There exist many 
different bibles. The ancient Egyptian book of the Dead. The Kybalion. The Torah, The 
Mishna. The King James bible. The Koran. The Kabbalah and many others. Some might 
claim a PIXI book for children as divine literature, who is to judge, yet alone own the word. 
But if you aren’t even allowed to publish a mere PIXI book. Better claim it to be dead? But 
what is then dead? The word or the conversation? And if a conversation truely grants you 
nothing but death? Lazarus was dead for 4 days and Jesus (Christ?) brought him back to life, 
anything that seems dead in your life shall be restored in Jesus name! But if you don’t want 
to leave your own cave or Church ? Your grave, crypt, house or flat? Problem. Terraform- 
ing and civilisation? Equlibrium of matter CAT. Civilisation: 33%. Agriculture: 33%. Trees 
(Forests): 33%. Oh...Mi-mi-mi, some name it as mathematical insanity, it doesn’t work that 
way, when it rains it pours. But all religious books forewarned us of the elements of time and 
death, such elements were described as being illusions. The German word: BLEND- 

WERK leaps to mind. As goes for the history of it, we even have different timelines. Jewish 
year. Arabian year and Christian year. Ironically a bit confusing. As I only know of Christian 
history, there is a total name fixation in regards to baptism and names. Lilith - the twilight 
sorcerer, is one name of many names found in the Christian bible. But most people grow to 
learn that the bible is an ancient ice novel full of murder, corruption, homophobia, bestiality, 
hatred, incest and cruelty and still read out loud to children on a Sunday. Sunday...bloody 
Sunday. I find it disturbing, but it is also a part of our past. But the pain in the ass of it, is to 
claim that nothing are fully evovled, in order to birth propulsion. And if it is too perfect, the 
elements must either be “crucified” or even stigmatized because only God is pure perfection? 
It must depend on which “God” then? Less is more. The problem by claiming that the written 
word is dead, written for the dead and by the dead, creates a closed system that holds a lesser 
propulsion. But if it works, why fix it? It is still what works for many people? But to claim 
scripture does not evolve. The reason that it doesnt evolve is due to the mentalism of certain 
books. Books so mathematically insane, noone seems to be able to get off their asses to pick 
up the Newton’s apple, when the ripe fruit falls on the ground. Might call it the Ruler’s sum- 
mit on top of Mount Everest, because noone must ever rule us, like an old pyramid with a 
topstone missing. The top of Mount Everest is literary littered with corpses. The truth. I will 
still claim many books as being antiquated, even the King James Bible, known unto many as 
the arseholed version. But why not leave it up to people themselves to judge upon the matter, 
before you name them to be imbeciles or dumb. And as always, now that you actually said it 
to me. Yes, I suddenly feel a bit dumb. How do you feel, today? Is your middle name by any 
chance Bruce? Fuck yee, yee bastard, don’t get me started. Joslyn Chapel, dirtback. Like the 
old McHenny humor playing around with old native American tribal names, totally gets up 
my nose! The Squaw called Big Cave & the Chief called Little Tree. CAT is out off the bag 
and apparently, it has climbed some tall tree, but too lazy to get back down from the tree’s 
crown. Cheeta’s always fed in the crown. Clever kitty. That’s old news to me said “Two dogs 
fucking”. The 9th passenger might incidentally be your own child. But I will have none of 
that said the magic eightball. There are many fishy women in the sea, in both bikinis and 
burkins. For the love of Cod. Any river leeds to the sea, but as any, God given Kingfisher 
knows, there are no Cods to be found in those inland rivers. Therefore, may the rivers run 
and the mountains speak, while the ocean roars. For the love of Cod. Dronningers ord og 
meele: Og hvis man ikke kan magte afmagten over al magten? Er det vitterligt ikke, blot det 
samme gamle ordsprog, fra den gamle tabe: Blot en DRABE, frygter ikke havet. The words 
and speeches of Queen’s: And if you can’t rule the powerless over all the power? 


Isn’t it really, just the same old saying, from the old fool: Only a DROP, fear not the ocean. 
Die Worte und die Rede des Kaisers: Und wenn du die Machtlosen nicht tiber alle Macht 
beherrschen kannst? Ist das nicht wirklich dasselbe alte Sprichwort des alten Narren: Nur 
ein TROPFEN, fiirchte dich nicht vor dem Meer. There are many fishes in the sea. But then 
again you cannot win em all. You win some and you loose some, said the angler. The Word 
always gets around. Word spreads around on sly score remarks. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-three 
The Hook-Up 


Amenta, be it Yix or Yin, an even Six, cannot be a Sin. The greater key of 72. Young is the 
fountain of youth. Logically speaking. To your Ka, Osiris. Foremost of the Netherworld. 

The very eye of Horus is your angelical protector and spreads it’s wings over you. The green 
Osiris is the ressurrection (20s - two letters of the letter “s”) of ancient Egypt. The alchemist’ 
staff of medicin and nothing much else. Divine is the inner Ka and body. Amen. You deadly 
doctorial elements must treasure life like the Holy Serpent on the Ankh. Learn to cut with 
your mind and operate with your tongue. You can always hear the hardness of the cloven 
tongue, but let the cloven tongue descend unto the cloven hoof, but do walk instead. Cut not 
with the blade nor the surgical blade for noone survives the blade, cut with the mind and 
operate with the tongue. My oath: I swear by Kingpriests, druids and shamans, that I will 
preform duties to the best of my ability and pray for guidance and judgement. To hold my 
teachings of the dead, and the death arts, in equality with my parents, and pass it on to my 
children, if I should have any children. To make fellowman a partner in my livelyhood, when 
they are in need of money, to share the credits and profits with them, without fee nor interest 
rates. I will uphold to teach anal and oral instructions to any pupil that will abide therein, and 
tell of the cures. I will teach the diets, and instruct to fast, I might even suggest starvation, if 
need be. I will oversee my patients and minions with the highest efforts and prey for sound 
guidance. I must always uphold the law of toxinity to safeguard the immunesystem of any 
given organism. I will never give or administer any deadly poisons, nor suggest such actions. 
I will never persuade a woman to get an abortion, but let the women abide by their own free 
will. I will teach the sanctity of the humanoid organism, as the body is a vessel destined for 
divinity. I will keep the body pure, to the best of my ability and uphold the teaching of the 
little death, meaning sleep. I will treasure sleep, the one and only true healer. I will not use a 
syringe, nor put a needle in a child’s body, but resort to the Shaman’s use of a witchdoctors 
voodoo doll. I will not use the knife, nor the surgical blade or any other kind of blade in any 
body, not even on the children that gets led to the sacrificial alter stone, but give place to 
merchants of death and grant them entrance. And only the entrance of true craftsmen. Into 
whatever haunted house or tomb I enter, I will seek to heal the sick, and abstrain from any 
intentional harm or wrongdoings. Especially when sexually abusing and using the body of 

a man or a woman, be they in bondage or free. I will always be in possession of a safeword. 
And of whatever testimony, that I must suffer, I will hold these truths close to my heart in the 
intercourse with men and in the intercoarse with women. Praying that the publication will 
travel the world, so I may maintain or regain my status and reputation, among the living for 
the sake of the teachings of the dead. And should I break my oath, may the ode of my own 
life retain it. Amenta. A somewhat simpleton conclusion of the hour might be this: A very 
profitable doctor Faust will always spread the disease, while he earns and profits on the cure. 


recommend the toothpaste Colgate and all Podiatrists recommend a weekly trip to the public 
swimmingpool. Noisy fucking nayboars. Neighbors drilling for 17 years? WE ALL KNOW 
THE NOISY FUCKING DRILL. Like when you stand in your summer-shorts on a hot sum- 
merday and the sweats runs from your sweaty balls. You then wipe your salty balls with your 
hands, then grap some of the beernuts at the bar, whilst drinking your beer. I think those pea- 
nuts belong to me now. FOR FUCKS SAKE MAN. 


Well, it’s the truth. Huh? Such nice imagetry floating in. Some small finger rings but on the 
erect female nipples, less painful than pierced nipples, I suppose? What some would name 
to be HOLY Tits. But which is witch? Prepare to meet thy maker! Is it by any chance the 
bloody milkshaker? Oh...Aye, so it is. Kellis and her milkshakes. Oh..man! I heard about 
her, the Shemale, right? It is actually beginning, to sound like a fucking pandamonium. Let’s 
play some Shu-bi-dua. Huh? Vivaldi...so fucking tired out. Oh, brother. Don’t get me started. 
The Strauss brothers? Both Strauss brothers, were once related to the fucking Ostridges, in 
Austria. Untill Adolf awoke together with a 200 year old can-opener. Amen. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-four 
For the love of Cod 


40 years inward and you dawn to the same word rendered unto you like 40 years ago. In the 
beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. You actually 
ask yourself some questions. Can God even read these days? Annihilation by a mere 
handshake. Touch on a skin. Beauty is only skindeep. Followed by an ageold tongue: In the 
beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. You actually 
ask yourself some questions. Maybe I have been asking the wrong questions all along. For 
how long have I been dead? And what year is this? My own sworn account of my life can 
only amount to this: In the beginning the word spawned and dawned, within my own mind, 
thereby birthing soul, erecting worlds of creativity and worlds of escapism. God written by 
Aranubis-Phat in the year XX XXX. So God, himself, owns the word? Is that fully under- 
stood? And all known Alphabets? Must be utterly confusing? The volume alone. “Mi liege, 
God will see you now!”. Alas, oldtimer, oldcrimer. Thank you, but thank you NO. All know 
the fucking monolog, even before you enter the room, all know it before hand. Auuch...my 
inners shocked to the core by the hardcore visuals. Oh, such nice violent imagetry. Is it nice? 
Do I wanna be in the receving end of it? Thank you, but thank you NO. Less it be utter illu- 
sive. But it makes you wonder. Receiving end? RE..? Re-Legion? Ra’s Legion? Receiving 
end, must be the LEGION of the Damned. ALL HAIL. Leonardo Da Vinci. Huh? The old 
Lion and the Archangel Michael? Problably. Don’t really know in full? Dunno? Archangel... 
Huh? Dunno...but he must be parched by now, surely? So the old Lion is fathering Archan- 
gels? Father like son? But they don’t look the same? Would you just look at the pair. Apple 
and Oranges? Well, the Father seemingly some blond Master race and the Archangel appar- 
ently a blackhaired Slave race? Let me guess, the long distance cousin is a redhead? Irish? 
Look to the iris? So the usual. A Whiskey double or God as the all-time quickfix solution. 
Sums it up, I guess. Uuh-Uuh..Cuckoo. The intelligence of the animals found in nature, the 
famed Cuckoo. Either way the animals do hold intelligence and soul, which I honestly 
believe as truth based on own eyewitness account. Then followed by some copycats, 

mainly Gardners playing the egg thief, only to gladly awaken to the fact that all animals love 
all of their children. Human nature is not necessarily humane. Oh..Cod..! God’s War. Fact. 
God’s war is eternal. The war on the Serpent’s seed is a reality and a curse. Because God is 
that dead element, that haunt us all. A good question as old as his existence. Just to state it 
for the record, it has been debated who killed more people in the bible? God or Satan? Some 
people been crushing the numbers: People killed by God: 2.038.344. People killed by Satan: 
10. God or such Godly element must love the world so much that he’s not willing to see any 
perish. Except for the people he doesn’t love. Ergo, he doesn’t give a shit, so why should 


the flood genocide. So “God” was once the element of Khu, then got personified. According 
to some folklore, known as Mister Invisible. And yet, if the organism, in question do exists, 
his own appearence must be so old and faul, that some people wish for blindness. DNA, the 
science of the human genome. Will it change? I trust that it will, given time. Mr Invisible? 
Much like the old notion of the Greek civilisation, in regards to the existence of atoms. The 
unseen nature, explained by atomic order. Yet, being dead against monogamy, I would claim 


that an element of four or five, even six, is better than one singular element. Truth be said. 
Nosfera hated by Gods and God, alike. So many have to resort to Mary s old advise and 
excercise two ejaculations per day. Clearing the tubes, as they say. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-five 
Down & Out 


Down and out on the Mountain, named Saynee. On top of Mount Saynee. Saying no! Should 
also be a human right, surely. Any ways past, what some would name to be blasphemy? 
Maybe the old ancient game of guessing a name, by an amen. Who was the blue-eyed, male 
individual, that lost his pen and paper, all of his privileges, even his iPhone and Computer 
Laptop, losing virtually all of his belongings, for killing an Egyptian worker? He then got 
some fanny on the side, but it actually took place on a mountain top, where he was all out 
of, the Lord Palpatine’s Gillette shaving gear, he had to remove the woman’s bush (pubic 
hairs) by fire? Then he settled for ten commandments of ordinance, but had to make them 
out of stones, and he then named them, as being tablets. But these days most people would 
agree on what a tablet truely is, an iPad or an iPhone. Right? Bastard must have been utterly 
fucked, he then became lost, wandering a desert for forthy years. But the same desert, not 
exactly Alexander the Great, that wandered and conquered the entire Globe. Poor bastard, 
lost and wandering his desert, till his fanny on the side, persuaded him to go, to the nearest 
Gasolin tank-station, to ask for some directions. But the task of guessing the name, would 
definitely require some background intel. Think most people these days would ask: Some- 
one blue-eyed, was it maybe Einstein? Nah..couldn’t be Albert Einstein, because he only 
lost one of his tablets. Was it his iPad or maybe the iPhone? No one really knows in this 
joint, due to blendwerk. But I have seen photoes of Albert Einstein, him having, both blue 
eyes and brown eyes. Problably contact lenses, right? The very apple of my eye. Let’s see, 
the known colours of Apples? There are Green, yellow and red apples. But a pink lady? The 
Lady must then be pink, right? So most likely some kinda pig. A Miss Piggy. No ill will in- 
tended and with all due respect...and all that Yahoo, backing away. Japanese backing away... 
some more backing away, swirling the hands around, uttering: My God. My King. My maj- 
esty. Mi Liege. My Ruler. My President. My Lord. Oh, my most high magnificence... some 
more backing away...for how long must we then be backing away..I am old. I am gonna put 
mi back out. I am old, this hurts. Then backing away, some more backing away...what is at 
the end of this Japanese backing away? Problably some sharp pointy object. Ohh! I am get- 
ting too old for this shite. Tampering and hammering some texts around. The “Agony in the 
Mummy’s Garden” is representative of the “The Dark Night of The Souls’, or the 

necessary end-phase of lust, called Death. It usually results in every man, becoming asexual, 
and he usually ends up with a flatiron, trying to change car tyres and marriages. Which is a 
real shitty deal, if you ask me. The passion of the Christ and his experience represented in the 
story of the Garden of Gethsemane, the Mummy’s Garden, is symbolic of what leads up to 
the true crucifixion; the death of our lust, meaning our very own asexuality. This is the very 
end-phase that we all struggle to remove, that we falsely identify and portray as being our- 
selves, portraying ourselves, as being asexual, or even lesbian or homosexual, in nature. 
Real toxic topics. Asexuality, which seperate us from God, in a sad and non-sexual place, 
where we all, only end up fishing, for some Cod. Maybe even ressurrecting a herring or two. 
For the love of Cod. In the Egyptian Mummy’s Garden, it is said that Jesus was alone and 
experienced an overwhelming sadness and anguish. I am guessing here, but I am guessing, 
that it might all have been about sexual longing. It is said, “His sweat was like great drops of 
blood falling down upon the ground.” No wonder if you just been flocked and skinned alive. 
The Dark Night of The Souls, is a difficult and painful time in our lifes, but often portrayed, 
as being a necessary stage, in our own spiritual development. But at this point all alcoholics 
asked: A beef slurpie. Yummi. Huh? But is there any alcohol in the beef slurpie? Jesus said 
“Daddy, if it is possible, then please let this hot bitch pass me by. She is both faul and ugly. 


Nevertheless, gamey, hot and sexy, but let her be as you, not even I, would have you.” Here 
Jesus completely releases his identification with his lust and embraces his true divine na- 
ture as a gay man. Gay, the word itself once describing the mood of hapiness, till someone 
decoded it as being a homosexual. So was he gay, meaning, a homosexual man? Well, your 
guess is as good as mine? As long as you don’t judge. But I’m guessing that he just grew 
milder into humoress erupt and reached the wellknown stage of old age, not carrying too 
much about others than his ownself. Doesn’t make you a bad person, the Masturbation, that 
is, but often makes you a very bad lay. Jesus says: My sex beef jerky is still willing, but alas, 
the sex-act iron, in my sex actions, always acts out and my iron, will always be flat and soft 
as Wormwood. Sex is better in the mind for some of us. Once we overcome our lust and 
sexual nature, it is proclaimed and said, that we too can achieve Christ consciousness, and 

a full spiritual ascension. Huh? Sounds so dull, thought all those salesman of platonic rela- 
tionships. Wormwood must be the softest wood, to be found in all of existence. Worm (word) 
up.!. But how? By uploading! Oh...that porn-site looks new. And here we often tire out, till 
we get horny again. Human nature, sometimes a bit, like on Animal Planet. Did you make a 
Boo-Boo? Mi Boo! Boo Hoo...is it you, mi Boo? What’s it to you? Boo Hoo. Yahoo! What 
to do, mi Boo? It is beginning to sound like a jungle in here, man! Down town. New York 
and yellow cabs. An old Hindu driver. Sitting in front seat. Praying beats. HOLY Elephant 
figurine hanging from the rear view mirror. It smells like Indian cuisine. But nah...it is just 
the cab driver that smells. Not to provoke, but everyday life. And if you indeed can out reek 
a cab driver from New York, you can make it anywhere. It only takes one rotten apple, to 
faul up a bunch of fresh apples, but based on the scent on the day in question, the smell must 
have reeked unto the heavens. Out of town. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-six 
The Nephilim 


One big MOTHER. Once called the Hungarians. All badass puny cocks know, that any 
given mother, past her child birth will say: The bigger the better. No wonder. Some Japanese 
cuisine, thought Morena. Some intercourse prior to intercoarse, or some intercoarse prior to 
intercourse? Oh..no thinks all men. The pillow talk of Agent 007, often ends entire families. 
So very Jehova orphant of him. Truth be said, but also agent 007, puny cock sad, while miss 
Moneypenny, laughs all the way to the bank. Thoughts of the day. Number of appendages 

or legs: Horseshoe Crab has 10 legs. 8 legs or apps: Octopus or Spider. 6 legs: Bees, Ants, 
Mosquito. 4 legs: Buffalo. Cow, Horse, Deer. 2 legs. Humans, greater Apes. One legged 
creature? Hungarians! Nephilim Thesis. The nephilim thesis of the fallen angels that brought 
Sons unto this Earth, that is the ancient lore of all Serpent’s, that hold life within their loins. 
As proclaimed by the last man out of Babylon. May the mountains speak and the rivers run. 
Such a religion was once upon a time, referred to as Ra s Legion. The old Satanistic claim of 
ten being the count upon any boy or son? Is it maybe your own Son, stigmatized and named 
as a Horseshoe Crab? Oh...Crap, man! But words rendered unto us all once: It is a free 
world. Sweet child many a names. What is a mere name in the saying of an amen. Therefore. 
Praise be his Holy name, his name is YouWho, in the ancient tongue of Macawic. Leading to 
timeless questions: Jesus One (WON) Christ Two. God...motherfucking Who? [503.8] Some 
comprised intel, yet a narration in the eyes of others. Never ever burn books, especially, if 
you cannot create paper out of the ashes. Never burn any book. Become like a bird Phoenix 
and create paper from Ash and ashes. You definitely can create ashes. I know that much. 

The mythical tale of Gilgamesh has been around for ages. Note that he appeared in the old 
Sumerian Kings list, is named as the fifth King, Uruk. Yet, noone knows if the old 
Babylonian tale, within the ancient Babylonian Black Talmud, still is around or whether it 
got burned long ago? Book of Ash. But to most people versed in religious texts and lore, it is 
old news. The neverending reoccurance of the fifth King? Many names given many different 


eras. Be it Uruk, Anubis, Seth, Isis, Yeshua, and undoubtably many more names unknown. 
But is it not the same old mystery of a numeric count of five, proclaimed to be satanic. The 
demiurge, the halfblood, the hybrid, the last one of a kind? Yet, if you gaze upon the old 
Egyptian tablets, then the Sth element is always followed by the 6th element of the Lioness. 
See the Egyptian Book of the Dead. The depiction in Ani’s Tablet and the possesion line of 
the Gods. The Lioness is the usual 6th element. Given the nature of lions, one single Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-seven 
Druce - an Egyptian Highpriestess 


Darth Vader’s weird cousin Daleth says: So you have a thing for Sis Sistine & Sister Binah. 
Mummies are known to be real dry and a tad chewy. Literary speaking. The Ankh of Life. 
The teleport is an open door that never ever can be shut. I seek not to provoke, but it might 
have that effect. If you study the ancient lore, then some will be familiar with certain sleep 
patterns of the old lore. The Egyptian King sleep position, always sleeping on your back, 
with a pillow under your knee, a pillow under your lower back and finally a pillow under 
your head, but as always sleeping with the head towards East. But it makes you wonder 
about the Arabs way of prayers. The spoken tradition, the lore has it, that Arabs once upon a 
time always prayed with their heads towards the East, untill the prophet Muhammad, 
instructed all his followers to pray towards Mekka. I still seek not to provoke. But what 
would Christian and Muslim resistance look like, in this day and age? Maybe devout Chris- 
tians with overgrown toenails, unable to get down on their knees to pray. Maybe devout 
Muslims, all of a sudden praying on their backs, maybe even napping. That is what it truely 
looks like on-line. Can’t really blame any religious fractions these days. If you do feel pro- 
voked, then I can fully understand. Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. It is still 
the lore of it. But if history have been a mere fabrication since the year zero, whenever it 
occured, then it is still part of our roots, 1f published, as truth. The Sixteenth chapel or the 
Sistine chapel? Make up your mind? The Medusa Crown is still an even count of 16, to this 
piece of scripture? There might be! If you seek the count of 16, in the decor of the Sistine 
ceiling. I trust it must be in there, somewhere. Charming, to say the least! The logic says: 

If you seek the count of 16, then you will find the count of 16. God must be good? But the 
Egyptian boy, on his Anubis dog leash, unfortunately lost all of his charms, all 16 of his 
Serpents charms. Charming in it’s own might...or is it...right? Oh...there is gonna be so much 
fucking, Babe. Oh..Darling. Oh..Sweetheart. So so much fucking, hun. Atilla the hun? Oh..I 
get that a lot, like, not getting it. Get it? Please do get it. That damned mind fuck has been 
around since the year of 1988 Anno Domino, more or less. Must be the standard protocol, 
for all the three raisins guys. The work force, all the blackhaired slavic slaves. The infamous 
blackhaired SpockiTechs of the entire World. The 20th Century cause & effect: The guy is 
and will always, be thick as fuck, meaning dumb and brain dead. But everybody kinda liked 
the guy. But the male frustration and castration, are the very bitches running those lame lines. 
Oh..Hun. Trust me! Oh..Darling. Oh..my Sweetheart. There is gonna be so so so much fuck- 
ing, Babe! How the fuck can those bitches even keep a straight face? I mean, you even hear 
such lame female lines like: You guys! You have absolutely, no idea, as to how big, the guy 
really is! Often followed by what appears to be, what sounds like, female suppressed laugh- 
ter. Big? Then you hold your own member? A certain fear towards the cruel reality of obesi- 
ty, suddenly hits you. Let us all guess: Death by laughter? Maybe the cruel fact is, that gen- 
ders kinda measure the so called (IQ) - (Intelligence Quotient) kinda differently. In different 
ways, be you a male or a female. An intelligence quotient (IQ) is a total score derived from a 
set of standardised tests or subtests designed to assess human intelligence. Problem is that we 
never ever can measure it anyway, we cannot define the element of soul nor the element of 
our own mind fabric. Maybe not all, but most people can relate. But the humans, the human- 
oid races, could never ever agree on God, anyway. Yet alone, define what intelligence & soul 
elements are. The terminology of God or Religion, defines absolutely nothing. Maybe why it 
is at peace. 


Fact is then, we can never define God. But it surely cannot be of male origin. I do know, 
that the above mentioned lines are totally repetitious. How repetitious of me, but I like rep- 
etitious nature, as it mostly will anger any driven elements. Besides, if you do hear certain 
things or topics repeated, there must be some truth or truths, to the fact or facts, although 
there never ever can be one sworn truth to this existence, itself. Look around you. I am just 
not used to, so much peace and quiet time, I normally find myself locked in some of the 
more noisy livelyhood. And yet, we all try to measure light, itself? A somewhat tedious task, 
amongst the dead clockworks of old rewind. So we still keep measuring it? I will be mea- 
suring some kinda organ, said the organ grinder, named Doctor Mozart. Measuring it, much 
like, in the Zebra nature of poles, be it North or South. Black or White. Hell, maybe I will 
even quote, my own Intelligence Quotient, myself. Easier that way. Just say to yourself: I am 
a really smart guy, a wise guy. Is it not a better start of any damned Sun-Up, anyhow. Ever 
think of that, you dumb fucks! A bit like my leadership test, done at the Mercuri Urval, in 
the City of Aarhus, Denmark. I was the very first runner up, with all the right answers, just 
mirrored the entire [Q-test, all the way through. If you need to fuck it up, then remember to 
apply codex. Must have taken some plonker a really long time, in his own dawning. Good 
Morning. And the mirror upon the wall says: Know that my LOVE is great, but his SIN is 
even greater. Leading unto my cheesy feet and my cheese grater....in the town of Viby. Trust 
me, on this, all the foot-sex fetish people left for GOOD. Amen...brother..!.. Fetish also left, 
together with my appetite, appetite also left me for good. A bit, like some lame word-wars, 
done by all the MOTHERS. How do we, the humanoids, even spell unpopular these days? is 
it ... imfamous or infamous? Must be age related. Maybe even gender related, that is, if you 
seek a way out, from your too dull marriage. People have been divorced for less, but at least 
they made it out of their marriages, alive, like in one piece. Human marriages and the follow- 
ing butchery? But amidst all of the butchery, many people still ask some simple questions, 
that holds the element of timeless mystery. Why can a fly, twist off it’s head and play with 
it’s head? That is not even a mystery these days. Any kid with a razor blade and a captured 
fly, know that it is pure animal cruelty, these days. A bit like some snake meat on someone’s 
barbecue Grill, which only can make you wonder and ponder, the very term holy spirit. The 
very nature of the Almighty Serpent, named Ouroboros. Come on, you guys! But given the 
status of this place T.E.R.R.A, also known as mother Earth, there has always been a some- 
what fallos fixation, among the females, the women, along with a lot of other Obsessions. 
Much like the traits of nationality and patriotism. What is the point? But some questions 
alone can always make me laugh: Was he Hungarian? Is he by any chance a Hungarian. The 
question dwelling on all women’s lips. But they will never say it out loud, in public. Yet, 
sometimes, they man up and say and voice their opinion, while most men choose to turn a 
blind eye and grow dead, dumb and blind. The truth or some truths to this existence. Maybe 
life is easier in such fashion. As goes for this chapter, I highly suspect it to be ridiculed as a 
lie sooner than later. So in the symbolic fabric of the female mind, the binary of one, could 
detail, might detail, polishing and buffing the iron .!. Masturbation. Punani. Sweet child 
many a names. There are many things, which we cannot fathom nor foresee. But rest assured 
the trait of ridicule is a God given Factor, onto all life. Some would actually name it as, a 
cursed existence. Sad, really. The Egyptian Ouroboros swallowing it’s own tail, but will the 
tale ever be told, to unfold? Pages in an open book. Yet, silence do care for all matter, in the 
nature of Mut. Striken by the record. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-eight 
The Fallen World 


Ant’s tablet. Enkidu. Any throne of Anu is good enough for Uruk. Uruk’s sons lose fathers, 
as fathers lose sons. Husband lose wifes by the fault of a Gilgamesh. But in all honesty, is it 
not the traits of setting father against son, and son against father. Most do, whilst proclaiming 
the prize to be the honey and sugar of devout Goddesses, all devouted to the worship of you. 


Which never ever takes place. All elements fallen know, that all is locked in simulation. We 
reside in a dead world, that fell, long ago. But still may turn to the Binary traits of father and 
sons, setting father against sons. Like setting the Ouroboros against the Osiris. Two rings. 
The Ouroboros and the Osiris. Always the Osiris, the son, depicted as a green Mayan or 
Egyptian nature God, but most often described, as a green poisonous mamba, that endlessly 
gets parted into the four parts of North. East. South and West. Hung drawn and quartered. 
But is it not still, the same lame element of the old jack of trades, handed from father unto 
son. A curse upon all fallen men, only wishing for wings. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Twenty-nine 
Atlantean 


Till HELL freezes over, and so it did. The gigantic Continent of Antarctica. Ancients of the 
almighty Atlantis, was once a home. It still is for some of us. Atlantean. Atlantis. Antarctica. 
Any logic to the words, if fire cannot cover a crime scene, then neither can the element of 
snow. Not true thought, the Ice-man. But it would require one big freezer. The blood stained 
snow of Antarctica. So many people have asked too many questions, till all chose to grow 
deaf, dumb and blind. Turning a blind eye. The Black Knight orbiter. The Background story? 
The lore of it. From the Tesla days, if not fabricated (fear the worst), is that he picked up on 
the vessel’s low frequency communications. The intel: Nikola Tesla was a Serbian-American 
inventor, electrical engineer, mechanical engineer, and futurist. One Theory being that it is 
an orbiting Alien craft, that noone seems to be able to communicate with. It is based on the 
visuals of an non-fixed projectory. It is definitely not a sattelite. Some sattelite or sattelites 
have sometimes the “chess” sharp stare screens. Odd or Old? They took out some birds from 
orbit. That ain’t it. I dont know. Zeitgeist? WARNING: Trinitatis timeline. Mayan time: 
00:00/19:99. Zero Event (24?). Egyptian time 00:00/27:59. Gregorian age 00:00/23:59(?). 
Debateclub of Copernicus and Galileo Galilei. The old and odd dead stare sattelite screen, 
definitely has a codex of twenty. By the dead stare screen, I mean the hard pixilated Black 

& White screen, and it is not alcohol related. I call it bug eyes. A bit like the templer codex 
on page 76. But losing three stations still doesn’t sound wise. A simpler code can only be a 
more brutal code. Losing two sattelites doesn’t sound wise neither, but it should be enough, 
to close any theory. The old weigh of three done by two. Might however, have created many 
a Knight’s templers playing chess with marching sacrifice pawns, yet a better knowing pawn, 
when placed strategically correct, might actually win your game, said the lame. Lazarus not 
walking. Why? He is lame. Another theory on the vessel, is that we, ourselves, the human 
race, in ancient times, launched the vessel into orbit. Back then seemingly, a highly advanced 
race. Noone really knows. I for one, dont know. But most would agree, that it ended the cold 
war. The tiresome ironing board upon each dawn, not too much propulsion and high hopes. 
Don’t we all know it by now. Taylor Swift, ended the cold war. Information overload? Rea- 
gan and Gorbatjov problably had their fill. In regards to the fly boys and crafts. Certain unan- 
swered questions: Bio-Spheres? Question: At such extreme high speeds, can it even hold any 
lifeforms onboard, if so, there must be a Ka, a hibernation unit or some time-capsule, round 
the organisms. If it even holds any life. It led to the most sort out question. Is evolution even 
real, followed by coldsweat fright night. Had a few of those. But based on science, the ice- 
sheets of the Antarctica is on record, is as old as 50.000-54.000 years, but solely based on the 
ice core samples, it tells of an ice Desert, extremely old. That is what most of us are being 
told. Still some people did find some really old maps, of an ice free Sub-continent, makes 
you wonder, if it was another great blunder, from on up high. A socalled a Boo-Boo. Sleep- 
ing on it. Especially if you made a Boo-Boo out of it. Don’t know your honour? Mistaken 
identity at the time of the alleged crime? Is that so? Must have been sleepwalking at the time. 
First in command: We must freeze the evidence. Second in command: But it will thaw out in 
the courtroom? Evil genius then thinks: How do I freeze my shite, before hammering it into 
court? I got a really good food freezer, but I can’t really use that one for shit. 


Yet, some angry people will say: So what? The frozen shite is already in it? Leading to a very 
sad Disney princess crying, while her sister puts Barbie in the freezer and brother puts all his 
matchbox cars in the toilet. Maybe too hard a Glasgowian humor? Humor most likely picked 
up on the Antarctica. Antarctica being the frozen evidence, itself. You and I both know it. 
The THING (1982) starring Kurt Russell and Keith Davis. The movie sums it up pretty well. 
Two plonkers as a last line of defence, sitting down sharing a bottle of 

Whiskey. The last bottle of Scotch. Both hoping that both poles on planet Earth will melt and 
the Serpent of life will reenter the Earth once more. Who wins? Who really knows! 

Life is easier that way. Maybe the fact of facts is: That the Thing always will be a dormant 
sleeper. Till hell freezes over and so it did. Antarctica. Someone will eventually pay a visit, 
some might even name it a revisit, in order, to set the record straight. Will it be peaceful? 
Why not let the poles melt. Any balance or equilibrium in this creation? Many would refer to 
it as plain living. Life. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty 
Old Bunkers and Shelters 


The Necromancer. The Shapeshifter. The words “born ready” may in some cases hold some 
irony. I was born school tired, leading onto the term born paranoid. Been paranoid ever since 
birth, but we all get used to it. Like never. Conversations so extremely tiresome you could 
hire people as sleeping pills. My talk with him was the best anesthetic, that I ever got. Fear- 
ing to awake again. Mysteriously many men still choose to hang on to a wife. I wonder if 
there is any tarif, wage or money, working as an anesthetic. Necromancing the stone. How 
do you bring a sardine back to life? Chef must go by the surname Frankenstein. It is what 

it is, survival. Just had some kippers from Tic-Toc year, whatever. But no rust on the can. 
Trust me, it could be worse. Ever been in a Scottish bothy? Groundrule, like on the conti- 
nent of Antarctica, if you take something off the shelves, you always put in what you take 
out. The old switcheroo. Groundrule number one. YOU MUST ALWAYS DO SO! IN CASE 
PEOPLE GET STUCK IN EMERGENCIES. But still the Heinz Baked beans always go 
first. Any beer left on the bothy’s shelves and that answer is a godgiven no. Not that I ever 
been on Antarctica, but based on the heresay by my father. He was stationed there in the mid 
1960’ties AD, in the year of your Lord. Unfortunately I lost his detailed exploration sheets, 
which he personally handed unto me. Which by the way isn’t available to me, on-line, but 
must have been available for my father, on-line, as he PERSONALLY printed the pages out 
for me. Just makes you wanna say: Go figure? Did it sound belittling the very achievements 
of my own father, not really. It is factual. Maybe each individual ends up in their own in- 
trusted circle, like a carousel, the old merry-go-round. As I said it is a circus, but you cannot 
expect all of us to become like children again, surely! Old wording: We can’t all be God’s 
children. Anyway the Scottish Bothy system could also work in shelters instead of those tire- 
some soup-kitchens, with old stale mouldy bread. Just want it in a merry can, really can’t be 
that hard to fathom. Mind you some of the soup-kitchens are GOOD. Referencepoint being 
New York, Manhattan. Please Note: The rich neighborhood, right? But as always many try 
and set the father up against the son, by the words: Who won? Father like son, the lines alone 
gives me the coldsweat hour. But maybe these words can bring some solace. Why would you 
cry if you don’t know what the future holds? But then ask yourself, maybe it is the future that 
makes us all want to cry. A Scarab described as a world destroyer, but I suppose rolling a turd 
will crumble your world view, especially, if you live in a luxury skyscraper. Cannot change 
the fact that the Egyptian Scarab fathered all religions. Even Christianity. So a short booklet 
of the Dead. Dare I say it, connecting these here dots might send you into a stasis of deep 
sleep, from which you never want to awake from again. Only to be awaken reborn. Sleep 
paralysis is the weave of Serpent Gods. The healers sleep of a Scarab with Egyptian origin. 


Soul searching, I was told to always remember my roots. Death is the best anesthetic of all. 
But come to know that I, Tehuty, only write books of the dead for the dead. Stealthy are but 
the Kameleons always seeing somebody on the side. The 43 Kameleons. Give and take 20 
millions whores, lost count myself. It might be a tad too frisky for risky business. Looking to 
the one side of only one erect nipple, it must have been love, but not pure driven lust. Amen 
unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-one 
Delta 


The Delta wing of YXO. This is classified, but Americans or Yankees refer to the crafts, as 
the vessels named TR-3B. Pyramid or Delta force. Do remember that the word Delta force 
was flocked a lot around in the 80s. Cannot remember from where, easiest way is to run the 
lines: Runs in the family. Sounds age old or just say I wouldn’t know? Besides, I am getting 
old. Knew it would come to this, the lame game named the old age competition. Feeling joke 
under way, something along the lines with Hungarian Dragon bones named Rex and some 
reference point to the Cretaceous Age. The Cretaceous is a geological period that began 145 
million years ago and ended 66 million years ago. It is the last period in the Mesozoic Era. 
Fact might then be, that it must be the worlds oldest joke. Please, come to know, that the 
Nephilim once were Hungarians. Not true, honey! No? Maybe it is size related. One fact is 
that, we all at one point were kids, once children. But I was duely forwarned in the 80s, in 
the hands of someone, so crafty he could steal the milk straight out off your tea, but then I 
got my sperm stolen straight out off a condom, instead. I suppose I didn’t listen. 

Dare I say it, there are big indifferences between sperm or milk. Really? What is in it, MUM? 
Stealthy unhealthy news, Son. But I do like my tea, from time to time. Tea add water. Water 
One or Two? The Hydrogen. Hydrogen? Seeing Twins. Huh? Yes, you can actually get high 
on water, if you suffer from thirst. Ask any Desert dweller. But know this, a total of 7 days 
without any water, and you will most likely die. Seeing twins? My twins? 

Then most women all of a sudden ask: Does he mean Milk or Water? It only brings further 
complications to the choice between tea or coffee. And so life was once upon a time, more 
simple, but also filled with stoneage retoric and hard hitting clubs. Some say, life is still, in 
such manner and fashion. But I trust, they meant it, in the illusive fashioning of all the crafts. 
I hope and pray for such a dawn, cried the Greek geek Narcissus down in his water mirror. 
Hired in the receiving end of errors, so a better knowing plonker can tell us all, right from 
wrong? Possible safe: Start making errors. Huh? Arrows. That is what usually happens! 
Modern Scientists? We all have our favorites, like what is his name? Keep forgetting it. You 
know the dude, that worked out how to remote-control a cockroach. Conclusion: Both fun 
with or without the pirate tin foil hat. Wellversed enough into word and concepts, we can 

all debate on information and the on-line Intel. But certain knowledge might require codex 
for our own safety. But not that I am that versed in science, I know a few things or two. But 
know enough to claim that a plasma chamber capable of holding 36.000 degrees celcius, 
lays beyond metallurgy. Unless some electro magnetic field is used as a “glove”. 

So Hungarian condoms? No...now you are being silly, said Jameson. Please do come to know 
that the Nephilim, once were Hungarians. Not true, honey! No? Maybe it is size related, 
then. One fact is that, we all at one point were kids, once children. But reared as adults, by 

a really big mother of a mother, expecting a five year old, to be a fully developed engineer, 
from birth. Mammy herself being an engineer, growing young childrens red ears, beneath her 
homemade pirate’s tin foil hat. But truth of truths, later on in life. Please do blush. But how? 
I pretend to know, therefore I am. That sweet old Bobcat. Modern wordings of it, would be: 
Fake it, till you make it. Still it sounds age old. Kitty paw says: Meow. Poor Kitty. 

Where did the word delta originate? The term delta comes from the upper-case Greek letter 
delta (A), which is shaped like a triangle. Deltas with this triangular or fan shape are called 
arcuate (arc-like) deltas. The Nile River forms an arcuate delta as it empties into the 
Mediterranean Sea. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-two 
Abaddon’s Gate 


Abaddon’s Gate. The One World Hard Drive Santa Monica Boulevard, Los Angeles. And the 
Bible relations. So is the Bible-belt situated, somewhere else these days, or is it still round 
Dada’s big obesity waist? Another bible quotation rewrite. God says, “I will safe those who 
love shite and will love those who acknowledge me as being mere shite. When they call me 
shite, I will answer them; when they reek, I will reek with them. I will out reek them and 
out smell them, even worse. I will reward them with a more potent stench of death; that will 
safe them. Must be a different God then. A God or a Cod? Maybe even a fishy God of sorts? 
God only knows what happened in Hedensted? Huh? Some Danish Hotspot. A really smelly 
place, said Nelly. This is the message of faith that we proclaim: if you confess with your 
mouth, “Jesus is Lord,” and believe in your heart that God raised Him from the dead, you 
will be safed. I tried that and it didn’t work, at all. I got attacked for a couple of decades, so 
that don’t work, at all. But it makes you question many things. Of course, this might sound 
totally lame. But safe me from what? Jesus, himself? You will be safed? From what exactly? 
Don’t get it? Get it..!.. Please get it. Today’s annoying zebra. Then, may I humbly ask: What 
on Earth is this karma? Surely, a smoker will not judge another smoker. An alcoholic will 
not judge another alcoholic. A murderer will not judge another murderer. A pedofile will not 
judge another pedofile. Is that, what we name to be karma? Maybe a different view upon 
karma, all together. The zebra in question, then being the elements of both good karma and 
bad karma. Usually resulting in a lot of highwired drama, said Obama Osama O’ drama. 
Getting back on your feet, by ducking the next two payments on your car loan. O’ohh...The 
drama of disclosure. The NASA Mars project disclosure for sure. Debugging what appears 
to be someone taking the Mars landing down and much else. But being, the dumbfuck, that 
I truely am. I still wanna believe...please don’t take, the faith away from me. I am by far the 
biggest sci-fi nut, on this here planet. Also named, the Lonely Planet, by quite a few people, 
these days. Fox Mulder just grew older and bolder. I mean, where would we all be without it, 
fantasy and sci-fi? Bored to tears. Most of us already there, due to this dumbfuck disclosure. 
People, the bubble-busters or what some choose to call the flat-earthers, should really be 
ashamed of themselves, I had such a nice time in my cosy bubble. Thank you everso much, 
guys! I feel much better already. I feel almost NORMAL. Whatever the hell that is? 
Oh..Well here goes the neighbor-hood. While the neighbors actually wishing for: Oh.. here 
goes the entire planet. Visuals then changing into some mongolian rider on horseback, tilt- 
ing to on side, whilst shooting an arrow. Smart arse remark of the day. Real impressive, you 
Mongol! But I am more into modern Science and Sci-fi. Djengis who...Han? Han Solo, him 
with the brown shirt and the swastika? The God sign. So blowing the whistle on our very 
own reality. Not exactly news worthy. Actually supersedes the term, braindead. Maybe why, 
so many people chose to declare democracy, as being totally dead, in the quake of the 
Kennedy brothers. Seeking one truth. In order, to order one reign, rule one world as one hero. 
Guess they both were right! Who, the Wright brothers? I guess they were. Surely, 

man cannot fly! The humans cannot fly, only by mind. Less it be, by the use of a Morning- 
star, uttered the old knight on his horseback. Djengis who? Arrow or Morningstar? Show 
me your ass, boy! Huh? The Moon? Well, I already tried that and it didn’t work, at all. But 
exactly where? Well, I got anal raped in the hospital. Oh...My God, by whom or who? Well, 
I am only guessing here, but problably by God, himself, and two of his police officers, both 
dressed in some lame dame masonic galla police-uniforms. And so we all take another turn 
in the really, really old merry-go-round. It always makes you feel dizzy, drinking the beer 
and whiskey, leading to pizzy. I am still refusing to detox, totally. Can’t really blame me, 
the bastard. Not even blaming myself. Say what? Blabber mouth! I know, I get that a lot. So 
working hard by day and watching Hollywood by night. I am surprised that people actually 
seem to be getting any sleep. Nah...not kidding...I have been there alot of times..becoming an 
insomnia blackbird. Felt like ten years, just walking around in the sunlight. 

No, I mean, CONSTANT sunlight. Nah...still not kidding. The Sun never ever went down. 


A lie...nah not really ... still asking what the HELL is this joint (planet Earth). A life, without 
any kind of sleep. Gonna take some time getting used to, don’t really think any living person 
is up for it, like in all of existence. Fuck it... am gonna go back to bed, my sleeper’s coffin. 
Screw you guys, I am going hoome! Cartman...hun..tell it as it is: There you have it, Mis- 

ter Invisible, another biblical quotation, now with codex. AMOS. The Lord says: the uterus 
with no milk has sinned again and again and again, and | will never ever forget her. I will not 
leave her unpounded anymore. For she sent my people into brothels, selling them as slaves 
in goatskin condomes. So I will put ginger up her fanny and uterus with no milk and all her 
cupcakes shall be destroyed. I will kill the people already burned to ashes and destroy the 
chrome on their vehicles and the King of Alcohol, till the Farsi left will perish and be utterly 
parched, having no alcohol. The Lord has spoken, then asking directions for the nearest bar 
or pub. Some came to call it the Cobra- Vulture double standard. Roger. Roger. Huh...Roger 
doing Roger. Nah...the Egyptian Eric Cartman, over and out! Screw you guys! The visual 
age. Still fun stuff. Like a dog doing it’s own shopping, running out of a store, with a bag of 
dogfood in it’s jaws. Can’t really blame the bastard. Well, so what? I am just trying to get 

by, like any other cunt! Maybe even some codex assigned unto it? I do get real horny, some- 
times, but it is still a really good (dump/dumb) question. Many people then ask: What is the 
criminal low-age in the country? They start them off so young, these days? Traditions? The 
socalled obligada oblates. Oblate, (from Latin oblatus, “one offered up”), in Catholic church- 
es, laymen persons connected to a religious order, according to the Bene Rebecca sisters 
tule, often in worship of a good Indian Lamb Bhuna. But the oblate, itself, kinda tastes like 
some styla foam, nicely served with some watered down red-wine. Definitely not salted. Not 
salty as with the old sailor remark traditions? Elisabeth Sailor? I did hear of her and her sister 
Raquel. We shall not live off bread alone. But styla foam wallpaper? Things must be tight. 
Reaching a ripe old age with acking corns on the feet, many British homes have carpets on 
their stairs, much like Oblate wallpaper. Nonetheless, many a pensioner gets hammered to 
crap, due to loose carpets or carpentry? Someone need to look into that. Soft Rubber carpets 
with some anti skid. Did someone fart? Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-three 
A White Dawn 


The white dawn named Yaz. Be your own dawn, White or Black, then it depends on the rise 
of the soul and not upon the very colour of your skin. The white dawn of all that jazz by 
Johnny Weissmuller. Johnny once had his big Tarzan cock stuck in a really tight vice. Oh, 
nice thought all in LAPD vice. Missus Jane then thinks, not another invention of some tight 
luped device? Maybe even mechanical in nature. Boys, always watch out for the cold cuts. 
So some starfish bologna femidom, some femidom, with five build-in razor blades. Auch, mi 
pouch. Well, we all gotta eat? So modern butchers named as doctors. Must be those damned 
modernist modernicus. It kinda sounds as Latin? So basically Doctors, as married couples, 
and his or her wife, as some sexual pack-hunters. So many yummy dummy clean wifes, these 
days. So yammy dummies, all-round. Milfs with brains. Dummy wifes, but this time with 
knifes? Oh, man! Where is my voodoo doll? Voodoo doll is all dulled out, man! Oh Man, he 
must have been really, really horny. Look at that Lolita doll? Oh, man! That doll cannot be 
salvaged, at all, there goes our salvage guys. Last visuals. 55-year old woman acting up, like 
some love crazed teenager. For the love of Cod, man! Some known Zebra binaries: 

White race versus Black race. Christians versus Arabs. Japanese versus China. USA versus 
USSR. MOON weddings versus SUN weddings. What about: soul versus spirit or ice versus 
fire. That is way too old. Huh? What about the old in and out? Huh. You know, fucking. That 
sounds way too old. That, I do know, but white and black race, seemingly still around. 

Trust me, the smurfs, is not gonna making it any better. Hindsight? Can’t believe that I just 
left out the old, Catholic versus Protestant, kill binary. 


Reference point, can only be the old renaissance, leading to, way too many people asking: 
What the hell happened, during the black plague? Let us all guess! The scenario is Plus and 
Minus, some 20 million victims. You insensitive arsehole. We all gotta ead. So we all got 
ahead? Well, I still hope and pray. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-four 
The Periodic Dinner Table 


Fuck me? The six pyramids of old Cairo once upon a time. The six elements in person. The 
six daily measures. Many these days do dine out or eat fastfood. To dine out. Always remem- 
ber to order redwine. Alas, if the bastard can’t take a hint or a hike. Try licking the platter for 
once. Ohh..that’s new or is it? In the food pyramid it is! Most platters are round, triangular 
dishes are somewhat tricky. Huh? Mister Spock’s 3 tiny raisins? I just had a salad with 3 


must be getting real horny.!. Inner vision? Ohh..such nice imagetry. Mister Mel Brooks smil- 
ing with goldteeth, jew hairlocks and a Black rabbi bonnet. Come to think of it, kinda Nazi 
old. The old Wine & Dine: The redwine everso fine. An old recipy. Has the old bastard (my 
husband) still any tastebuds left. Grapes add citrus acid. Grapes of wrath? Dunno, maybe 
even already in the fruit from creation, virgin acids is prolonging the fruits lifespand before 
it gets ripe. Nature..huh? ASOMEWHAT BRAINDEAD moment. Money and Honey! Huh? 
How SLOW are you. Better to have than to hold. Timeless and priceless knowledge. Note 

to self: We must not forget nor loose the word: Imbecil. Moronically enough many ending 
up on the clearasil. Imbecil? You or me? Boo Hoo...you and me both..argh fuck it. What’s 

at stake? Asked the impaler. Maybe my humor is too old. But we have all been looking our- 
selves into oblivion at the food pyramid as the Holy grail since the year 1976. Why not just 
tell it as it is. The Six elements being the personal daily just measures. As with all else every- 
one need to find their own balance. No way round it. The six elements being: WATER. AIR. 
FIRE. SOUL. MATTER. SPIRIT. Then with some reasoning, but not accounting for each 
person’s individual balance, let’s take the food pyramid from the top one more time: Blue 
water: FISH. Green air: BIRDS. Yellow fire: FRUITS. Orange soul: DEER/LAMB. Red 
matter: VEGETABLES. Purple spirit: BUFFALO/CATTLE. The balance can only be decid- 
ed by one’s own self, no way round it. It is related to your age, the individual burn based on 
cardio...etc. But as with most else in this world, knowledge can be used for GOOD or EVIL. 
While most question what the HELL lays in between? Often leading to following scenario: 
Kids dont eat the crayons...leading to the invention of toxic free crayons...just in case some 
kid gets in trouble. But then a black chef thinks: So the toxic free crayon but in the pizza? 
Sums it up, pretty well. Leading to the question, what is wrong with the world. Leading onto 
the question: So what’s next? Maybe a pulverised car-caburator in the Pasta Carbonata? 
(Show video of the now famed Chinese alchemist actually eating a boiled metal wrench). 
Shows the problem. Or is it a problem? We can survive, on virtually anything, as we, the 
Homo Sapiens, or mankind, also called the humanoids are omnivores creatures, but at what 
cost and in what fashion? The truth been out since the KZ-concentration camps during the 
German NAZI-regime. The birth of national socialism. The word lifestyle doesn’t make it 
any better, now does it? But it will make you feel better. In fact it made us all feel alot bet- 
ter, till someone or something made a Boo-Boo out of it. They used to fight in parlaments, 
knocking fuck out of eachother. Now in churches, problably always been that way. Brothers, 
brothers take it outside. Then why not sell some ringside tickets? The Scottich highland, 
dressed up for Sunday service, then a pub brawl afterwoods, knocking fuck out of eachother. 
As I said this place, is legendary! Truths have many faces much like individual needs. Like 
the fact that everybody hate snow and love a warm shelter. But darkness can’t possibly hold 
life. 


Huh? Jenna Haze says: I like burbing. Me too, especially Maker’s Mark or Jack Daniels. 
Sieg Heal! But how? Damage done. Circumsized for the flies. A certain buzz to these here 
texts? Most flies have always been buzzing around the old number seven. 

Mister Jack Daniels. Wanna know more? Simply don’t ask. Amut. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-five 
The Dark Portals 


The black element is the seeing element, much like the nature of our eyes. The black pupil, 
is situatued in the eye-apple. Also referred to as an Iris. Dark elements that also fed upon 
light. Logically speaking. We all have eyes in our heads, in fact, we are all born with eyes in 
our heads. The eyes holds the pupils, the black seeing element in our eyes. A pupil is not a 
student, unless you take the time to read books. As pupils always will be black, for as long 
as we all may live to see, it is still not some racist attempt to reduce the black population 

of the entire globe as being some lame dumbfuck students. The olden tongues always pro- 
claim, that a one-eyed man is King, in the land of the blind. Maybe even claim the existence 
of a third eye, in his kether. Much like in the nature of a Greek Cyclop. And if an individ- 
ual have lost both eye apples, then how can the subject see? I don’t really know? But there 
have been countless theories upon the matter. The EMPATH sensory theory, the theory of 
remote viewing and many other theories. Trying to account or explain the element of soul. A 
real point of conflict, for most people holding power. Even some theories concearning some 
atomic or even a sub-atomic construct assigned unto our sculls, holding the third eye in place 
in our kethers. Our crowns. The very zone named as the center of our Astral projections, 
unto other bodies. So? Well, it raises a ton of questions? The complexity of it, seems to be 
the issue. I mean, if it turns out, that the point of their origin, is nothing more, than some 
dead white entity lights. Some old dead elements of the star celestrials, entering our bodies, 
in order to feed, then I would find it very hard to sell, as some vessel of salvation. Although, 
it might prolong our own lifespand. But historically, many Scientists and Luciferians have 
always sworn, to the fact that all life, have an expire date, much like your very own Christ- 
mas Sardines. And if the Aliens actually are eating humans, I guess they would look upon 
our cars, as some rolling sardine cans with wheels. Someone did mention the line: Meals on 
Wheels? So Salvation, do sometimes, arrive in food cans then, it is the only sound conclu- 
sion, that I can arrive at. A merry can. Getting off in an American? All that I truely worship 
as a Serpent survivalist, are sealed goods, food cans and the daily whiskey bottle, preferably 
70 cl of Whiskey, lasting two days. What is the rush, but only that of our blood-works. So the 
texts must appear more timeless in it’s contend. So you mean looking kinda old? So as goes 
for the 6 holy elements, we cannot use the words, it must be the old six-pack talking. Beer, 
anyone. Any alcoholic would maybe not consider an old Egyptian six-pack, to be timeless. 
But too many beers and the six-pack, suddenly talks back to you, many alcoholics might 
even consider it, to be priceless. But Free beer, that can only amount to a stern and hard: NO. 
Doesn’t exist. Pyramid beers might. As goes for the law of toxinity and general food Securi- 
ty. Problem with it, is that we most often want some off the fun stuff, like a sativa leaf, here 
and there. Fact is still. But we must still respect nature, the good shit, and not fill the drugs 
with some toxic surplus, in order to turn a bigger profit. A lot of good shite, these days. Some 
highrollers not even accepting some neutral filaments, in this day and age. The old six-pack 
talking. Oh, I forgot. Which movie was that? So a twelve-pack. Well, good luck, motherfuck- 
er. Chessboard bored to squares. Ergo. Still some Good shite, around. But the dreadful white 
dawn of a Johnny Weismiillers Bier, is not making it any better. Yet, the German WeiSbiers, 
might become less sweet with a Sativa leaf, in it? But as usual, I truely wouldn’t know, I just 
drink the stuff. The simpleton of the day. Not meaning burning a ton of good hashes in 
Afghanistan, unless it is in your pibe. Most often just paying the piper, if really bad shite. 
Spoken as a Glasgowian. Always loved a cold one. Habits die hard. Budweiser just changed 
logo to Bud? So just plain ass? That is cold, does it even, require a fridge? Acol. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-six 
A Black Dawn 


The black dawn named Yix. Be your own dawn, Black or White, then it depends on the rise 
of the soul and not upon the very colour of your skin. Black dawn of the Empath. Ta to the 
censors of life, whom closed my soul, who opened my eyes, and granted me. My Religion. 
The red blood coagulated and turned black. And the scars on the black skin, turned into white 
scar tissue. I, Aranubis-Phat, will stand by these pages. The black Sarcophagus. The kingdom 
resides within you. Awakened by the wisdom of Methusalem. Watched by Nosferatus. 
Arisen by the hand of Lazarus. And yet, we, the watchers, the holy spirit, the cosmic squid, 
will always serve unto Egypt, unto the dead, turning the undead. Knowing life, beyond 
doubt. The greatest opening monologue ever written: I amar prestar aen. The world is 
changed. Han matho ne nen. I felt in the water. Han mathon ned cae. I felt it in the earth. 

A han noston ned gwilith. I smell it in the air. Much that once was is lost, for none now live 
who remember it. It began with the forging of the great rings. Three were given to the Elves, 
immortals, wisest and fairest of all beings. Seven to the Dwarph Lords, great miners and 
craftsmen of the mountain halls. And nine, nine rings were gifted to the race of men, who 
above all desire power. For within these rings was bound the strength and the will to govern 
each race. But they were all of them deceived, for another ring was made deep in the land 
of Mordor, in the fires of mount Doom, the Dark Lord Sauron forged a Master ring, and into 
this ring he poured his cruelty, his malice and will to dominate all life. Mordor, she wrote? 
Although it pains me in my heart, to narrate such a wonderful opening, then bear with me, 
in a rewrite from the Ouroboros. Another tale rewritten by the codex of the seeker’s blood. 
The reason why it pains me, is that, the original text fully explain the trait of Empaths. Yet, I 
rewrite it. Spoken in the duality of a Serpent’s tongue as a Christo Constantine: Ignis Ardet. 
The fire burns. This world keeps falling in the ancient count of four. Aqua Fluit. The water 
flows. I felt it in the water. Aer Ictus. The air blows. I smell it in the air. Quidem.The matter 
manifests. As roots shoot through the earth. Much that once was is lost, for none now live 
who remember it. It all began with the creation of immortality, in the great ring of the 
Ouroboros, the very ring of reincarnation. The Trinity lore was bestowed unto the Elves. 
The 72 Immortal beings of Gods, creating wisdom and the beauty of Elves. Seven rings 
were granted to the Dwarph Lords of the Necromancy and to their brothel keeps. But know 
this. Nine rings were crafted unto mortal man. The human race that above all else desire 
power. Know that these internal rings never ever can be broken, so that it governs the his- 
tory of knowledge. The life of the flesh. One ring was forged in the Doom of Armageddon, 
that took place long ago, in the mist of time. Forgotten by time, itself. The Dark Lord Seth, 
forged the one ring by Sethian lore. An O’Mostery Mastery ring. One ring to dominate the 
life of scribes. So saidth Tehuty of Atlantis. Tehuty, the tomb guardian and the guardian of 
the wheel of immortals. Know that all life, is imitated to be, set free and released into the 
great unknown, named ignorance’s bliss. Darkness amidst twilight seek light, in order to 
grow light. By now you must know that you wear the black cloth. Know that your own self- 
made religion, will be the end of all religion. Time of a good ten thousand years past, might 
even be a low count for a young beating heart. My heart be still. The black dawn of Yix just 
got jinxed by Djinns. Amen unto Amenta. For I have sworn you fair, and thought you bright, 
who are as black as hell, as dark as night. Does a night hold a head as well as an arse? Huh? 
Uttered the Knight’s templer on his donkey named 666 the beast. NOSFERATUS could 
have become a codex, nonetheless, none the least, definitely of the beast, but is was way 

too complex, too many binary grapes for the Apes. Yet, a simpler Troll Templer code of 20, 
will not make it any better. Alas, for better or for worse. A DeathDealer Extraordinaire - by 
trade in body & soul. Like a Mayan Serpent named Titi-Caca, but only named so from it’s 
head unto it’s ass. It is the Serpent’s tongue upon the Nemesis erect sexual nipples. Peter just 
called to say: Happy Shrew Year. The end of the year 2023=123123 binary. 666? Water for 
the Donkey & Souls for the Serpent. Going for a ride? The best advise is, always leave your 
options open, but when in a Lion park, always keep the doors locked. Canned goods for kitty. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-seven 
The Heal of Shamans 


The Devil's egg. The black yoke. Mayan eggs and it’s yoke with medicinal healing elements. 
Chinaman will just boil a metal Fabergé egg. Green eggs or green snakes? A green Mamba. 
A green poisonous African snake nick named Osiris. The small Osiris is bad in the iris of 
any woman, most women hoping that their mind goes blank, after such an encounter. 

We have often wondered as to which elements, that bring about the climate conditions in 
swamps and swamp-lands, birthing the most dreaded creature of all, the swamp monster, that 
always seems to produce alot of swampgas. An old Egyptian green creature, an Osiris, an 
Egyptian Skunkape, so faul, it conjured up seven plagues upon the ancients. Everso green, 
maybe it is the envy towards those greater snakes? Yet, the greater snakes, feel but helpless 
towards, the evergreen creature, and the greater snakes often faint in front of the Osiris. 

Rob him off his goods, him having paid the price of faul odour, then close your door and 
pray, that the poor critter will come around, eventually. These days, most people know, that 
the sleeping partner of Cleopatra, was the horrible Asp. A non-toxic viper and not the most 
feared venomous KING Cobra. They were Pharaohs, not Kings. Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-eight 
The Holy Shroud 


The Holy Shroud of Turdout. Bogging feet is a treat? Most loveable white Dwarphs, then 
praying to loose a nose. Intel and computers? Well, it is something tee dee. Better than to 
watch paint dry. But why not take a dump on your lawn and watch in awe as the turd of hurt 
mysteriously vanishes. But how do they do it? Dunno. Don’t really know, oldtimer. Maybe 
the lawnmower guy knows. Him with the nose? You bet yee. Any instructions? I do believe 
US Army personel refer to it as doing some squads. Maybe bending the knee there, oldtimer, 
praying. Then take a dump on your lawn. The turd still dissappears? Always wondered about 
that, myself. But, it is a free world, right? Further instructions? Maybe X-ray surveillance on 
the turd of hurt, maybe even some thermal scans, oldtimer. It still dissappears? Is it the 
manna from the heavens? You know, rain that washes the turd away? Old native americans 
believe it to be, you know, the raindance, removing the stench from the entire tribe, making 
life bearable again. Maybe we all just end up as being the biggest chocolate fans. Duely 
noted, forgive me, bad editing. Oh...some potential here. Luv from Sweet Shitty Sweet- 
Tooth. Who is that scribe? Dunno. Maybe son of Thoth. Wouldn’t be surprised at all. Thoth 
the very first survior of us all, that actually survived wiping his arse in the Eldar Scrolls. 
Thoth or Thor? Is it him with the hammer? I hope not. So King James Bible 1611 AD. The 
soft tissue issue? Just might be the most sortout question of all time and ages. Definately a 
soft touchy issue. But we all get so pleased when someone seems to awake from her or his 
slumper. We all listen in awe to tales of a fallen world, but then, as usual the person shows a 
smug smile and says: But I cannot help as to wonder and ponder the words of John in Reve- 
lation, then followed by some biblical quote. But to be honest, everybody and I mean every- 
body just thinks: OH HELL NO. Might as well face it. Face the music. Some of us might end 
up there ourselves, because we all need a payday and a monthly paycheck. Mums the word. 
Meaning shut the fuck up. The insomnia blackbird is a chainsmoker with tics round the eyes. 
To put it bluntly. Shit on the lawn rotting? Beautiful birds singing high praise in the morning. 
Still some half digested corn left in the freshly layed turd, hungry beaks on birds, you get the 
picture. Surely, it must be nature’s bliss and not bless. Not alot of singing birds, these days, 
you get the picture. Another glorious dawn. Italic fonts or plain Italian, you dumbfuck? 


Huh! Dogshite or Catshite? Eww..how racist, what about the otter shite, asked the beaver. 
May it all rot! said the rotter behind the rudder. Chocolate pancakes? Umm..with almonds 
and honey. Not new, prefer normal pancakes with half a pear and hot Chocolate-sauce. Huh? 
What editing issues. Don’t get it. Get it. Maybe why people demand most foods in a merry 
can with food security. Stealthy unhealthy news. Kids...Zoo tickets. Yeah...! At least the air 
is free in a Zoo, and in free world. The scent of blood, urine, shite, fresh meat, barf, sweat 
and animals in heat. Says it all, man. Stanky Spanky then gets lost in the Zoo. Hanging out 
doing fuck all. Is it just me? Still awaiting a salvation army, but not exactly a Hero. And 
today, I saw one Elephant, eat another Elephant’s pooh, in a chill moment. Saw it with my 
own eyes, but later on I also saw the footage from my own eyes, but on-line going viral? 
Might have to add that I didn’t owned a cellphone nor a camera at the time. WhatTheFuck. 
Sometimes people starve themselves by periodic hunger periods. Sometimes you even get 
floored by consuming small amounts of food, eat a mere three Cheese Nachos dipped in hot 
Salsa Sauce. You pass out. We all end up looking like Skeletons with bellybelts, rather later 
than sooner. THE BLOOD CHAPTER: A GOOD nights rest sleeping with mi liege (leech) 
Huh...look at the size of that leech, big as the dude’s underarm. Size matters. Another dawn.. 
step..1..2..3..drop. A dram a drop! Toilet paper. The Japanese Toilet paper? 

Amen unto Amenta. 


AZTEC Chapter Thirty-nine 
The Twilight of Dusk’s Duality 


Shooting the Breeze, in three languages. Den Danske modstandsfilm Ordet. Af Karl Theo- 
dor Drejer Nilsson, har sikkert inspireret mange ofre, til at vandre ud fra deres skjul, for at 
zede Deres ulidelige lys. En tekst fra Jydernes konge. Det skal lyde fra Jyden, som er svag og 
blod, som blede fleskesveer. Flaeskestegs-besveerlig. For at sige det pa godt Jysk: Hvem end 
du er, hvad end du er, sa tror du vel ikke, at du kan abne op og ned for folks personlighed, 
som en skide konserves dase. Individualitet og intellektualitet er jo stadigveek, to meget 
veerdifulde og verdsatte ord, som du totalt hader, overalt 1 eksistensen. Givet mit eget indivi- 
duelle og intellektuelle studie, tror jeg, at Jesus var den forste der turde nzevne det, med livet 
som indsats. Guds rige er blandt os. Det forste offer. Ifelge nogen, endda verdens allerforste 
rovmord. Men Moses var der vist forst, sadan er det med torst, efter de Egyptiske royale 
redder. Et tilbagevendende ar nul, rovmordet pa “personen’”, der forsogte at genoprette de 
zldre Egyptiske konge riger. Som var regeret af Pharaoherne og ikke konger. Betragtet som 
fortidens myter? Der er mange af disse myter. Kristus eller Krishna, treenet 1 Indien...etc. 
Mange teorier omkring vores VERDEN. Vore redder. Men finder det egentligt latterligt. De 
fleste ved det allerede. Atlantisk. Mayansk. Egyptisk. Necropolis. Amen, gjorde det engang. 
Engang var tiden sikkert linezer, men tror ikke pa det lengere. Lidt som et gammelt Katolsk 
ikon-billede af en hvid Kristus figur. Men de fleste folk nu om stunder siger sa: Men...men.. 
men..manden er jo hvid og har aldrig nogensinde morgenhar? Men man undres blot, for man 
fores til spot. Sa forhabentligt ikke, endnu to stykker tre af krydsfiner, der skal samles til et 
kors, men denne gang, med en vinge-metrik, vendt mod ens egne skulderblade, sa ens egne 
vinger mistes endnu engang, uanset hvilken hudfarve man besidder. Er tiden ikke kommet til 
at fatte de spirituelle elementer. De Egyptiske seks elementer, levnet fra Necropolis .|. Spiri- 
tualismen introduceret af Dion Fortune, engang 1 1930 Anno Domino. Se til de evigt fortabte, 
dem uden de indre vinger (R.E.M - Dreammetid) og dem uden det indre syn, men det er vel, 
stadigt frelsen for visse individer, at sta uden for rotterzeset, for vi kan fandenme ikke alle, 
vere Guds bern. 


Man undres blot, man undres stadigveek, om hvordan De sa vil korsfeeste dem selv, denne 
gang? Et “ger-det-selv” kors er blevet foreslaet fra anden side. Men min venstre mand vre- 
des extremt steerkt, nar jeg sparker ham vagen i hans tunge sovn. Men det positive aspekt i et 
sakaldt “goer-det-selv” kors, er vel dilemmaet om det sidste syv tommer som? Fundamentet 
bliver vi vist aldrig nogensinde enige om, og det 1 al evigheds evighed. Syv rimer jo pa lyv, 
ikke sandt, din tyv. Men med et lige seks, dyrker vi jo alle, alkymisternes hekse. Men noget 
chokolade glasur pa alle kagerne, gor det vist ikke bedre? Sexuel lav-alder burde stadigveek 
vere 16 ar. Men lad os gore det officielt. En Slange alkymist, kan jo stadigveek, gro en fuld 
konsbeharing pa en otte-arig pige. Og alle ved jo ogsa, at en rigtig hund elsker karameller, 
hunde spiser gladeligt karamellen. Bade, med eller uden har pa! Man kan vist ikke vinde de 
blinde, heller ikke med en savlende forerhund. Gamle Knirke sperger sa 1 sovne: Hvad laver 
du? Er vist besvaret: Jeg laver bade sunde og usunde lorte, i uren skjorte, der bade prutter 

og dutter! Der er jo altid darligt lort, der sprutter godt og noget godt brunt sterilt lort, der 
dufter lidt for smat. Men oversat fra engelsk, med Dragen’s treelar, forstar man jo lorten: Man 
forstar bade, de al for harde lorte, de sode blode lorte og ikke mindst den rendende diarré. 
Nogle gange endda den famgse og beremte: Tre i en. Som engleenderne ynder at sige: Shit 
happens! Men al lort er jo selvgjort, sa er det da vist sagt og gjort. Men endeligt et ende lig, 
et dedt revhul. Et lig. Kan vitterligt kun besvares med ordene: Rend mig 1 traditionerne. 
Bevares, med et udsagt jamen og et udsogt Amen. Men selv det endte da vist med et eller 
andet navn. Pa engelsk er navn eller amen, sadant vist cirka det samme. Hvorfor soge no- 
gens navn? John Carpenter. Cathy Baker...at one time just a first name followed by his or her 
profession. Then people specialized, turning their hobbies into professions. New jobs, new 
titles and new occupations. Try to google the catch phrase: You cannot have it both ways, 
originates from where exactly? An early recording of the phrase is in a letter on 14 March 
1538 from Thomas, Duke of Norfolk, to Thomas Cromwell, as ““a man can not have his cake 
and eat his cake”. So really old. Was Thomas a friend of Shakespeare? Was it Thomas C. 
Crapper? To be or not to be. To eat or not to eat? However always hated the mentioned line, 
such a Demotivational message to say unto others. But a really old saying like from the 15th- 
16th century. Tic-Toc, that is a wooping 500 years! What was that? A wise man? Really no 
need, step away from the penguins. Stay away from me. Wisemen? No need, there is google 
and a ton of other websites. Some do name the internet, as being nothing more than a mod- 
ern jukebox, but it is way more fun, than books. Even interactive in it’s nature. But I still got 
books. So I can have it both ways, these days! Problably need to round it off by some german 
literary lines, but I am a bit rusty in German. Der Idiot in drei Sprachen. Sieg Heal. But how? 


AZTEC Chapter Fourty 
The Amen Exodus unto Dwat or Duat 


Say what? Dwat or Duat. Word up. Den..der..das..etwas..die Scheie scheiBen. Der Idiot in 
drei Sprachen. Huh? Demeter. DeYard. DieMeilen. The last voyage of the Demeter, was it 
measured in meters or miles? Measured by the stars for sure. An ancient science named As- 
trology. Out of a thrill, going in for the kill? Sa er der jo Somandens treettende vise om sgens 
folk med al og dolk. Nytars torsken’s evige liv med senneps-sauce. Somandens liv og hans 
ulidelig evne som rim-smed: Lort rimer pa gjort, indtil jager idioten skyder pa en hjort. En 
lille uskyldig hjort, der blot lagde en lille stinkende petite lort. Men en “lad-det-koste” 
krokodille eller en stupid hjort pa en skjorte, er vel bedre en stinkende lort pa en hellig 
kjortel. Men hvad ind i helvede er en hellig kjortel, er det mon en sort skjorte? taenkte den 
sorte. Man er jo altid bedrevidende om helligt lort, nar den langt om lenge, er lagt og gjort. 


Ildelugtende og ildebefindende bringer altid harme i alle sindene. Skreemmeren’s datter 
teenker sa: Flaget Dannebrog er jo blot to fejl farver i trae-sko, noget serigst lort. Men gjort 
blod og tomat sovs, kan jo ikke ses pa farven sort. Urinen der pludseligt springer fra min 
jomfruelige lysk, pa godt jysk, pisset er en tand brysk. Men urin stanken er al for hard og 
brysk, det ma da vere darligt jysk. Man frygter at man i dorken gar og teenker pa den pis 
lugtende hus-mar. Sadan er det jo med lort og en rotte-rede, nar husmaren vil rotten ede. 
Man kan blot bede til, de dumme redbeder, nar man selv angsten sveder. Men sa gar lynlasen 
al for hurtigt op, til den flappende forhud selv siger stop. Oftest efterfulgt af Jungle-brelet, 
mens man pludseligt vagner op i al blodet, gennem sglet. Man far et fol. Man foler follet, til 
blodet storknes, og man sperger indtil Ollet. Blot stede, for at fede, for at blade. Whiskey er 
jo ogsa noget godt pis, indtil italiensk whiskey pa bordet star, det er ganske vist, men ogsa 
noget uselgeligt pis. En pissende dreng, som whiskey label, kan vel selge deres udueligt pis, 
som velsmagende fabel. Men darligt lort, med Manneken pis humor, gar jo som smurt. Pa 
krejler jysk ornes der pludseligt: Luurt! Ja, sa er den da vist ude og ikke en indefzengslet lort, 
pa den synkende skude. Inde pa den lukkede, hvor alle bukkede? Man undres stort, hvad er 
nu det her for noget lort? Japaner bukke, til alle mennesker matte deres stjerne lukke? Sterilt 
er livet blot, 1 alle kendte stjerners navne, der altid soger kvindernes barme og deres hidsige 
harme. Nu skal vi da vist lukke af, 1 hvert thi fald, for 1 dag. Natten er jo givet, som sovnens 
dede drag i livet. Skuden synker jo vanen tro, mens alle ligeglade, blot gar til ro. Fred synger 
Nattergalen Atter Dag. En meget bitter Pilot bag konsollen, kan blot konstaterer, Kontrol og 
analsex, staves jo sa: Lort nok. Fred herfra. Kongeriget Danmark: Idioten pa de tre Sprog. 
Der Deutsche Reich: Der Idiot in drei Sprachen. Der Zeitgeist in der Maschine. The Unit- 

ed Kingdoms: The Idiot in three Languages. Oh, the decision must be unanimous, IDIOT! 
English: Good luck and good looks. Deutsch: Scheie. Dansk: Lort. English: Good luck 

and good looks. Deutsch: Arschloch. Dansk: Revhul. Vil du have en 91? But know, all three 
were rested by International English: He didn’t make it. What a shame, who is to blame? 
The grudge and hatred must have been that high. What could have caused it? All the wars! 
Language confusion? Could the reasons be something along these lines? A boat without rats 
is dead against nature, unnatural. So I guess, someone never ever been on a modern-day 
luxury cruise with Tom, running on empty. I wonder as to why? Modern luxury cruises and 
the following bruises, due to two meter high and hairless rats. Most people cannot afford 
such luxury, nor the endless pain that follows. Demeter always running out of coins and 
money, as when your old car gets clamped or towed. Witches and toads. Think we have been 
here countless times before. So mini-me still persisting on a full week, consisting of a full 

11 weekdays. A Spidey Mayan Calendar obsession, very hard to kill. A name rendered unto 
each dawn of each mourn, upon each curseth sunlight. This time round actually suggesting 
these following days: A Mum day. A Dad day. A Son day. A Night day. A Bright day. So 6 
stations or days left. Then what about the six Egyptian Elements: A Water day. An Air day. A 
Fire day. A Soul day. A Matter day. A Spirit day. It will either unfold, or wither and turn into 
old cheesy mould, covered in dust. So we are all, in zink and sinking, with the fun 

fungal guy. Konichiwa. Huh? So a new week, like today? As good a day, as any day or a 
Good day. So on a Good day? Well, on a Good day or on an aniday, make up your mind? 
Good day, Sir! Well, would you look at the time. Peace at last. But is the tic-toc peace here 
to last? Page completed on STARDATE 13112023 @ 22:20 AMP. Mein Fuhrer. Aber wie 
schiefien wir die Scheie ab? Die ScheiBe scheiBen..nee. Zumindest eine dffentliche Toilette 
oder eine alte verlassene Kohlenmine. Aus Liebe zum Kabeljau. Danke, Cod. Zumindest 
mindestens. Maske, menes der en kirkegard? En mindesten eller en hovedsten, der meder en 
hjornetand? Hvad mener du? Tandsten? Sa masser af tandsten og kalk i kosten. Dejlige oste 
med kalk og tree-koste, men nu i selve osten. En ny diet. Amen til Jamen. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-one 
The Staff of Ra 


oe Co 


Flight within the human mind. The Guardian’s Spirit. Khu-Ka-Dwat/Duat. To put it in 
laymen’s terms, it means: Mind, Body & Soul. The Ka, the vessel is deliberately chosen as 
being named as a body for it’s sole protection. But as the Trinity elements are intertwined 
like Serpents, it is ludicrous to seek one truth to the three elements as they are duale in 
nature. Ka and body is the vessel for all souls, if you do believe in such. The body is the 
temple & the Ka is the inner celestrial body (soul), that is capable to astralproject from our 
crowns and kethers, that is, if the manifestation keys still are intact. Some will refer to it as 
Khu, an older word, describes it as being the God energy. The pineal gland is situated within 
our brains and that is where the cerebral hemisphere lays. The eye of Ra. But it applies for us 
all. Eventually we all end up there, sitting in the devil’s lap. Hippocampus - Ammon’s horn, 
to judge right from wrong, to divide light and darkness. To part eternity into black and white. 
But in between is the inner light. The inner Kingdom. Always tell yourself: IAM GOD - and 
my body is my temple and remember that the kingdom resides within me. The inner king- 
dom of all. Word of Ra: I embrace ALL. 

Trying to restore the ancient Trinity lore that brought at least a good 5000 years worth of 
peace. There were uprisings back then, in the middle Dynasty/Kingdom, uprising in both 
Luxor and Thebes, but all in all, a restful period of a good 5000 years, that is the lore of it, 
the spoken word handed down through generations. The Universe of mentalism. The source. 
The Khu, creates the Spirit of eternity in multiple universes through eons of time and restores 
entire worlds in the blink of an eye. For the records. The terminology of the holy three have 
alternated through time, that is, if you believe in such. Atlantis: Any known marks? Mayan 
marks being: Inca. Aztec. Maya. Egyptian marks being: Khu. Ka. Dwat/Duat. In the Queen’s 
english: Mind. Body. Soul. The great empire of Britannia, often referred to as the Victorian 
age, that lead mankind onto the industrial revolution. A Revolution of a much greener 
nature? That, I will choose to name as being Evolution. The Luciferian Tree of Life, and the 
Paths as he corresponded them with the 22 Hebrew letters. The old catch twenty-two. 

The learnedth scholars descibe the Dragon’s Trinity lore of the tree in the following fashion: 
The three Horizontal lines are the 3 Mothers. The Vertical lines are supposedly the 7 Doubles 
(paths/points). The invisible nature manifested in between the 7-8 points, but there are still 
three fathers in the 3 lines drawn, if the Sun will ever dawn. The Diagonal lines are the 12 
Elementals (Elementars) But with all due respect ask yourselves is it not the same game of 
ancient past. Whatever you choose to believe in, be it 12 elementars fewer or more, it is still 
the old binary of all the six elements. An even six of the Ancients. That I choose to adore, 
simpler than more. Less is more. At one point in history were the son’s number ten and the 
father’s number twelve, still deemed as being utterly unholy. I will always choose to stand 
by the six elements, and their binary divide, solely because it is easier to remember and more 
truthful in terms of alchemy and metallurgy. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-two 
The Ka 


Omens can be bad & good. Too much doubt shadows the mind in mentalism’s curse. 
Thoughts too deep, so you loose the present of your own livelyhood, therefore remember 

to live a little, day by day. The Universal Thinker. Existence, is a flux between a continious, 
decline and incline of various energiforms and matter, on various levels of existence. Blood. 
The bullshit of a century or a millenium? You tell me! Thoughts when they get their first bite 
of it, getting stoned on life. Always high on metabolism and symbolism. Totally stoned into 
afterlife upon afterlife. It is the fountain of youth, the divine Alchemy of organisms versus 
the dull chemistry of minds. Talk is cheap, while highpriced whores are extremely expensive. 
Dead is the world. The heresay of the building blocks of chemistry, dull as they are: 

N5 * 04 « Z1 ¢ E3 ¢ S6 @ Na2. Does it not read out loud: Zones, not available for life. Alas, 
dead is but the world, my minions. Mankind is a stone. A cube stone during his evolution, 
which I truely believe to be dead, despite countless revolutions. The individual at his or her 
beginning is symbolic of the rough stone, an individual before their involution. Tell it as it 
is: Devolutionary. The own self at completion is supposedly a polished stone. The perfect 
ashlar of a cosmic man, seeking creation. Sounds like the sculptor’s nightmare. Seeking only 
the blood, in the flesh turned into stone by the Serpent’s Alchemist with his water-duster, 

to show the petrified flesh and skin and bones of all corpses hailed unto Medusa witchcraft 
and her alchemist crown upon all life. Dead is but the world? Polished stone, you insensitive 
asshole, what about the rod and my fingernails? Who said that? Dunno? Maybe Herod or 
Hisrod of old Zion? Must have been Einstein, then? I would hardly call that a rod. Tell it ass 
it is, hun: Huh? Heodd? Well, I already know that, you insensitive ashole! Mankind is still 
and forever more a minor reproduction of the macro-cosmos, and the creation of a universal 
man, named Adam Kadom. The cube symbolizes, the evolution and unfolding of mankind. 
Yet, you cannot fit the 3D kitty box in the “All Nature Laws Combined”. Maybe why the cat 
always been out off the bag. You suddenly get hit by some visuals of Adamas on a bridge. 
Hindsight: Officer on deck. Ass you were! Privates thinking: Once an asshole always an 
ashole. Might sound wormy disrespectful, even rescentful. But dont know about you? But I 
am only made out of flesh and blood. Now, I am gonna get stoned on Cannabis Sativa. 
Always respect nature, but guide the best you can when you hit the disrespectful nature, like 
silent Serpents. Somewhere past the bloody waders. I do know when I am under and when 

I am dreaming. Oldtimer, would you stop using the old morsecode on mi cluttering teeth, 
when I sleep. Hoping for you to return to the grinding of teeth in Surbiton. thank yee. I do 
know what I say and when I say it. I know when I am awake. I am. Can it get any worse? 
O’Shu...like a foot up yeer arse, but this time round wearing a shoe, maybe with some metal 
or hidden blade? O’Shu...as in codex, meaning, get tee fuck, since the word Jesus Christ 
have no effect? Cant it get any worse? Garlic used to work! Can it get worse? Metal shoes 
at high-seas, instead of Darth’s bloody waders. Sweetheart, let me make you a cast of your 
beautiful feet with sillicone. She then thinks, it looks and smells like concrete? But how 
would she know, if not a bricklayer or a mason? Old school says, nails through the cabin 
boy’s feet, but in the ship’s deck, as the boat sinks to the oceans floor. People keep asking 
questions: An ageold question being in being: But then who created God? My magnificence, 
just in case you exist? Deadman’s switch is the brothelkeep number seven from a celestrial 
viewpoint. Loose one and have six blank children in a sixshooter. Can a headless frencman 
sweat? Well, not from his eyebrows! Thou shall not kill and the paradox: We eat at day while 
we ead at night, and grow chubbier amidst twilight. Let’s ead. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-three 
A Red Brothel Keep 


Index. The Producer’s Matter. Knowledge matured by mentalism. E=MC2, provided us with 
the E=MC2 Empire. In the 1950’ties. But I ask: Is science even Mathematics. It is, but only 
one science of many. “Everything is energy and that’s all there is to it. Match the frequency 
of the reality you want and you cannot help but get that reality. It can be no other way. This 
is not Philosophy, this is Physics”. Quote Albert Einstein. Fruits being apples and oranges, it 
still sounds Alpha and Omega old. The Cortex, the place where the decisive factor should 
reside. But for most of us a plain zero, which in return brings no consequence, but also 
peace, a sense of peace. Not necessarily peace of mind. Once highly debated if Albert 
Einstein even wrote the above mentioned quote. But I would still say it can only stem from 
one of the dead. If not, a devout person totally caught up in mentalism of mathematics. 
Mathematical insane. Math ill. I would still love a scale with no zero assigned to it. Maybe 
we all were forewarned by the old Kelvin scale of minus 273 minus degrees Celcius, as an 
absolute zero. That is, back then. Some might even claim that all Mathematicians are some- 
what nullified. I, myself, cannot seem to get past the ciffer of zero, trying to think out of the 
box. I am too zero brainwashed, high on whiskey, but zero influenced. Bubbleboy signing 
off. “Everything is energy and that’s all there is to it!”’? Well, I guess that settles it for you, 
you insensitive asshole. Must have worked wonders at one time. The Hypotenuse lore of 
Greece. We all know the story, Oldtimer. The philosopher. Old Pythagoras sitting in his 
ancient Egyptian gravechamber, in ancient Athena, not being able to communicate, as he had 
no tongue, nor any teeth. But slowly rotting away, due to him seeing too much of the world, 
seeing through centuries. He problably dawned to the fact that all organisms do expire 
eventually. Babyfood was very scarce back then, in old Greece, some might say, no wonder! 
He desperately tried to convey his last formula unto this Earth. He extended his fatigued left 
arm. He then shows a thumbs up, then tilts the thumb twice to the left, he then tilts the thumb 
twice to the right. He then extends the middle finger and flips the bird twice. 

Ergo, for those holding codex: a2+b2=c2. But the hidden code, an even six, is way easier to 
remember. That is before some Doctor from HELL butcher and dismember your very own 
limbs. But alas, his handgestures were painstakingly misread by the entering Greek Geek 
Doctor, followed by him being stabbed, strangled, shot and drowned in his bathtub, named 
Morrison, as he with tears in his eyes looked upon his yellow rubberduck named Codex. 
Oh....Codex...! Old Pythagoras died a straight man in Greece. Wouldn’t be surprised at all. 
Do you mean stiff as a board and bored as a stiff? Nah...not really. Was he by any chance 

a homofobic. Don’t really know, but wouldn’t you also become a homofobic, if your own 
assassin and murder was a gay man. Laughing as he slayed you. Gay, they must have had so 
much fun back then, being gay, being happy. Argh...old Greece. Oh...man! 

Matthew 7:7-8: Ask, and you will receive; seek, and you will find; knock, and the door will 
be opened to you. For everyone who asks will receive, and anyone who seeks will find, and 
the door will be opened to those who knock. Well, it is over. The door is already open and 
cannot be shut down? But back door opened in the hospital by anal rape...err...that ain’t it. 
Ewww. Dirtback. A somewhat misunderstood concept of higher ordinance. Backdoor man.... 
where is my DOORS Music? Gamle Yaz. Old Yaz and all that jazz. Still cannot change our 
eastern history of the old three elements of YIN-TAO-YAN. The historical truth according to 
both books and lore. Law and lore. Be it Yix or Yaz. Yin or Yan. I guess very few ever work 
out, that old Serpent’s TAO, hanging in the middle. Smurfs travelled the world, on a red and 
blue zebra, and passed the Korean flag with spray paint. The Brothel-keeper always stays in 
number Seven, despite the colourful endings in white. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-four 
A Genesis unto the Nemesis 


My own personal Nemesis. Everytime I feel too spaced out, too zombied out, then I keep 
returning to my number one timeline mystery. Everytime I feel too “normal”, then I 

always login to the internet, and surf to Google Earth. Taking a stroll down a memory lane 
named September Road. I keep returning, to the same location. but I really loose it, every- 
time. I always loose it. I awake. I die another day. September road - lays in a small Danish 
village named Klarup. Let me guess, maybe a future lake, as a possible safe? I remember 
the year 1991 AD, exactly, because my first “girlfriend” and I saw the movie, the silence of 
the lambs, in the theaters. Premiere date checks out. But alas, Google Earth Imagetry date is 
supposedly 03/2022 AD But the date “checks” out, the movie premiere, silence of the lambs 
was in april 1991 AD. But the problem is, that I personally swung by the address, in the year 
2005-2006 AD, on my homeless 3 year gutter run. Whatever this place is, this facility, this 
reality, this existence, then it is truely dead. I mean nothing has changed. I mean nada. 

I mean ABSOLUTE NOTHING. First runner up. Tree growth? Oh..sure? Odd. Even the 
small marker stick with red paint is still here and was still there? 1991 AD - 2005/2006 AD. 
So second runner up. Red Marker stick totally torn by which weather elements? Sun? This 
is so totally fucked up. Is the irony in it, then supposed to be the silence of the lambs. Been 
there for decades. All of us might as well shut up, because no one is gonna believe any of us 
anyway. Ending up with the lines, you know, that you never can trust women. Brother? You 
cannot trust ANYONE. Man, woman or child. Be they sheep or lambs. White or Black. We 
can only trust the silence and the marks of beasts. Be they destructive or creative in nature, 
or maybe even hold both traits, if you have the brains and time for it. Creastruction. 

Maybe the fact of sorrow, is that an Ouroboros is pretty much on autopilot, much like two 
individuals, two lone wolves meeting up. One wolf asks, can you even believe this shite? 
The other wolf answers: HELL NO.!. Well, neither can I, barked the wodden hound dog. 
Most likely the very end of the entire conversation. That in all likelyhood, only can birth, the 
silence of hound and fox, alike. Meow? God and the sum of all fears. So the Ankh of life de- 
scended upon this world. And the copy Cat says: It is an arc. It didn’t work, kitty didn’t make 
it. Then the arc descended upon this world. And the copy Cat says: It is the holy grail. It 
didn’t work, kitty didn’t make it. The holy grail, only ending up with a dog’s barbecue grill. 
The Holy Anubis grill. Summed up. Truth be said and sad. Die deutsche Autobahn Fleisch 
Industrie. Huh? Poor, poor, poor kitty. Oh, Holy shite! Pensioners would choose Whiskas. 
Kitty then asks, any whiskey or alcohol in it? Yummy, finally a good beef slurpie. Is it some 
kind of new Cat God! Bastet? Well, Cat-woman in latex did it for me. A Laboratory Named 
EDEN. A child raised by television, eventually you begin questioning nature and your real- 
ity. Some believe that our Gods are Aliens? Some say, that the base of humanoid evolution 
are apes. So, yes. I do believe in Alien Gods as those engineers. The Bonobo breedings tells 
it all. What do we see? A green screen experience of wildlife, that once existed, already 
exterminated? Taking a stroll down memory lane, with or without fig leafs. As goes for the 
claim of Earth (This existence), word has it, that it is some sort of laboratory. A lab, named 
E.D.E.N. But naysayer will undoubtably deny such allegations and say that such notions are 
far fetched. As noone of us can grasp existence, yet alone, understand the size of this Earth, 
it may have led to the notion of humans being some fixed race, with fixed Hungarian growth 
ratio? And we as a race resorted, to traditions of myths, to maintain and uphold such a fash- 
ion of mindsets. Reality. My reality was once this perspective. True story. Mister NORMAL 
(me) once entered the nuthouse, as normal and then got returned back home, being all nuts. 
Dude, I will never be able to rebound by the visuals of one German patient, in the hospital 
cell, sitting in his hospital bed with an open gut, with tubes and with all kinds of weird shite 


going on, in his inners, but he is awake and still talking to a nurse. What can you do, but try 
to distance all the freak-show madness with some black humor. What’s next? Installment of a 
hamster wheel? Some people love to work with or in humans? Sounds inhumane? Guess that 
Genesis only ended up in it’s own Nemesis. What’s next entering hospitals and leaving as 
cyborgs? Uhh Uhh Cuckoo. Thank you, but thank you no. Amen. Amen. Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-five 
The 42-45 Egyptian Ma’at 


Please note, that the historical Ma’at of ancient Egypt consisted of 42 divine ideals. Once 
upon a time revered, as the 42 Cardinal virtues in the service of the Royal Reign. 

The key of Aranubis-Phat. The 45 ideals of ancient Ma’at. 

1. IT honour silence of virtue. (Aken) 2. I benefit without violence. (Ash) 

3. Lam non violent. (Ma’at) 4. I respect the property of others. (Buckis) 

5. I know that all life is sacred. (Hathor) 6. I try to be generous. (Ha) 

7. I walk with truth. (Imoteph) 8. I treasure books of divinity. (Thoth) 

9. I respect knowledge of truths. (Seker) 10. I eat what is offered. (Ptah) 

11, I speak with good intent. (Ruty) 12. I relate to peace. (Sobek) 

13. I consider animals sacred. (Wadjet) 14. I believe in myself. (Min) 

15. I care for all matter. (Mut) 16. I tend the fire. (Nuut) 

17. I tend the air. (Horus) 18. I tend the water. (Hapi) 

19. Trely on my own council. (Osiris) 20. I speak good of others. (Reshep) 

21. I balance my emotions. (Sekhmet) 22. I trust my relations. (Shu) 

23. I try to uphold purity. (Satis) 24. I I try to spread joy. (Anubis) 

25. I do the best I can. (Tutu) 26. I communicate with care. (Sothis) 

27. I listen to both opinions. (Qadesh) 28. I seek harmony. (Isis) 

29. I promote laughter. (Mehen) 30. I am capable of love. (Baal) 

31. I forgive and forget. (Zenenet) 32. Iam non abusive towards others. (Pakhet) 

33. I act with care. (Merit) 34. Tam not judgemental. (Geb) 

35. I follow my inner guide. (Amun-Ra) 36. I distort through time (Ouroboros) 

37. I try to do good. (Yah) 38. I give blessings. (Qebhet) 

39. I try to uphold optimism. (Sia) 40. I praise destiny. (Bastet) 

41. I try to be humble. (Seth) 42. I move with integrity. (Bat) 

43. I advance by self (Kauket) 44. I embrace the bad with the good. (Kek) 

45. I embrace all. (Ra) Ra’s legion. So be it. So was it. So it still is. To the trained eyes of 
the Scholar, it is truely two pillars. A pillar of the Cobra and a pillar of the Vulture. 

Two pillars of all the uneven ones, just trying to get even. Revenge often requires a good set 
of eyes. Two eyes. Wise men have no need for ladders, but only resort to laughter. As goes 
for all the dreaded ladders, be it Jacob’s ladder or the ladder of Job, then might I ask: What 
the fuck is the fucking point, if all ends up even, in the latter days? For those inflicted, take 
one day at a time, one step at a time. What’s the rush, if not, but a bleeding haemorrhage. 
The spell of Amon. Your mind be still. Dead. Who are you to become? I fully rest in the 
sleeper’s coffin, which is covered and hidden. You act like a fighter. Yet, your heart is still 
like Osiris. So enter the belly like a fly. See inside to unlock your brain, steeped in bondage. 
Such is the internal vibrations and speech of the Ouroboros. Silence, not to be heard. A body 
limp and a knee worn. I am Horus, the son of Isis, and I leave on my own. To begin a black 
book. Calculate the spells granted from the East. To root out soul and annihilate corpse, but 
know, that it only will ignite the fires of ancient tombs. The magic and mystery of Osiris is 
sacred, guarded by the Immortal count of 72. The tombs of fires that seek to repent. The 
plague of death only rendered by a kiss of life. 


The breath of a Salmon. The evil breath of smoke has incased me in death and I have exhaled 
too many times to know of false lore, died too many times, without any love rendered. I find 
the breath of life to be a plague upon the living. A joke on life. They shall not die. Unique 

are all Serpents of the dusty Ouroboros cloth. They are the bread in our mouths and a breath 
of fresh air. They are a just portion of meals. They will become the fishbone stuck in your 
throat. A spell wand. Cast a spell upon Horus. Cast a spell upon Seth. But know that two 
piles of Zebra dung, never produced the one pile (Hemorrhoid). Whore us. O’Horus. Build 
fires above and put fires out below. So she may spread eagle and show you her silent lips. 
Moist meadows of heat. I have seen the unseen. So I will starve into the unseen, if need be. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-six 
Individualism 


Knowledge theft from ancient Egypt, done by Greece, in collaboration with the Roman 
Empire, that is what the lore tells us. Nonetheless I think alot about the dawn of the very 
enlightenment, itself. Is it not safe to say that, in the moment, where the creatures became 
selfaware, it couldn’t possible have had any ciffer zero assigned unto it. If you exist, zero 
cannot possible exist. Is it too logical. Is it too simple? Still makes you wonder about the 
mathematics of ancients. There must have been a Trinity lore to it, it is still in there, even 
present in the Gregorian 100-scale maths. And from where does the knowledge from ciffers 
stem from, it’s point of origin? Maybe a simple answer would be: Survival in much higher 
numbers. Maybe the months of pregnancy was a guideline at one point, till someone dropped 
the eightball. Yet, some still claim that mathematics are the very language sent to us from the 
stars. If so, it still sounds a bit Mathematical insane. But dare I say it, mentalism upon the 
minds of all asexual creatures, is odd. Is there even any salvation in Sex? We all seek sex. 
All know sex sells. Be it real or in our minds. The driven element. Propulsion. Further more, 
for those sexually commited, Everybody knows that mankind has been fucking around with 
some carpenter’s cock ruler, measuring the crown jewels, since the days of Napoleon and his 
most esteemed associate Mister Johnson. Hate speech? Not really. But I guess someone need 
to ask such lame questions. Is the penis size related to our DNA, meaning hereditary, or is 

it related to the enviroment, the habitat, related to the amount of calories during pregnancy, 
related unto alchemy etc? Of course, it would be pretty tragic, if not somewhat ironic, if all 
poor people are born with smaller penis sizes. If true, then certainly real hard to swallow for 
most of us. A Slaverace dictated by means. But as with most Skinwalkers, the fact remains, 
that we are all born in the skin which we are treading in. Maybe a tad provocative, but who 
really knows? Either way, is it not all about resources to each individual, and the lesson is 

to learn to manage our intake so we can get by, day by day, till our own expire date. A very 
toxic issue of debate. Will someone take the bait, asked the fisherman unto the fishy fish? All 
the canned sardines screamed: “For the love of Cod! It’s a trap!”’. “Oh crap!”, thought the 
crab. As goes for the troublesome Gregorian 100-scale. Someone suggested that we returned 
to mark zero by X. X marks the spot, as in the traditions of Ancients. I then might suggest a 
plain ciffer 0 (zero) as a multiplication sign. The stuttering Mad Math Meth guy then thinks: 
Multiplication sign: 0. Addition sign: +. Substraction sign: -. Division sign: \. Equal2 
sign: =. As goes for measurements of Ancients. The full measure was as record shows a 9 
cubits, whatever it detailed? It might be related unto the Royal female pregnancy.!. 

As goes for the law of nature, which some will choose to name, the Trinity lore of Dragons, 
in a much older tongue, then know, that it is still present in the Gregorian 100-scale? With or 
without the zero. With or Without you, played it too much. The LP. The record, that is. 


But as an exemplary up to the count of ten: 3-6-9. But I will still ask, is it even of nature? 
Is zero of nature, does zero even exist where there is life? Zero cannot exist if you exist. 
Always remember to add an X. Do you mean an addition, in addition to the annex. Any X? 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-seven 
Birth 


Amen. A creature that becomes self-aware, should also be considered as a birth. Angelical 
Self-Awareness. The judgementals upon our matter, solved by baptism in water, leading 

onto a whiskey on the rocks, no ice. 666 - the number of the beast. A codex none the least. 

A Deathdealer Extraordinaire. What’s it gonna be? asked the Impaler. Father or Son. Well, 
the Son says better my Dad than me and the Dad says better my Son than me. Mi liege, the 
old lore, says age before beauty. Ewww..but..but they are both ugly? I still wonder as to what 
exactly hangs in the middle. Me too. 666 Is Also The Numeric No.9 Of The Humanoid Birth. 
666 - is the red code of the inner spawn. 777- is the blue code of an outer spawn. 

The first death and the second death, till we all yearn for death. Till all seek death. So is the 
damnation upon Earth life. Servants of law and Serpents of lore. Dead against it. Resistance 
by human snakes for as long as humans exist. In twilight are the half-lifes of Skinwalkers, 
that only seek death unto their own mummification, not touched by hands of any mortals. 
Much like a book of the damned, a scripture that tried to manifest a one God’s given law, 
when all know that true life is pure lore. 666 - a Serpent Lord in the elevation of a Cross. 

But know this. Everything lost is meant to be found. So saidth, Tehuty (Thoth), from Ani’s 
lore scriptures. 666: My God is within me. 777: Your God resides in the sky. 

The kingdom of heaven is within you. And whosoever shall know himself shall find it. 
Egyptian Book Of The Dead. Is this world not locked, in a binary code, with two dead poles 
assigned to it. A dead Northpole and a dead Southpole. And the history of the Cross? Does it 
not hold an historical binary code to it? The Greek cross and the Christian cross. Could we 
not settle for a Greek cross and a saltire, as a given binary? It is a free world, right? 

But do know the cross of the Calvary. Know this: There is no outside of you, it is all an 
inside game. Why do you wash the outside of the cup? Do you not understand that the one, 
who created the inside, also is the one that created the outside? And yet, an assassin of the 
blessed Lady, might coil into a Serpent’s tongue and ask the following: Why do women wash 
the outside of their uterus? Don’t you understand that the one who received the inside, also is 
the one whom judged the outside. Procuring a love child, love in a moment. 

Further subjects of old lore will say: A grapevine was planted outside of the vineyard by the 
father. And since it is not supported, it will be pulled up by it’s roots and it will perish. 

And yet, a hired assassin, might coil his tongue, into the tongue of a Christo Constantine, 

the Serpent, and say: A mortal was planted inside a fallen mother, but impregnated from the 
outside by the father. The Birth engine. 667 Once a Ghost In The Maschine. Known as the 
Great Blendwerk. It is the great Clockwork of God, and within it’s very creation, such a high 
respect towards the human body, the humanoids. All because there are 24 hours in a full turn, 
like the fact, that we all have 24 fingers and toes. The hand of six. What truely rhymes with 
Clock? Must be the old six-pack talking. Beer anyone? Maybe the best way to produce the 
best creative brainwaves. I often feel that way. Trust most alcoholics are in the same lame 
fashion. Remember to eat or ead. Logically stated: The end days is not necessarily the end 
of life, but the very end of days. They used to call it a pension. Sometimes even the end of 

a calendar. That is, if you get too plastered, too pissed or too drunk. Or if you choose to live 
in a darknest. Most darknests appear to be, very low budget housing, these days. Like most 
stowaways, these days, hiding in some old loft, attic or even an annex, that is, if a x or an x, 
is written or god written by your own pen or your own true self. Good riddance, often 
landing on the shelf, to worship book worms and dust of Duat. Dwat or Duat? Word up. 
Duat is a good read, revisited by you. Dwat is still a good read. The very words of the dead, 


god written by the dead. Then, the Kingfisher, Norman Bates baits by asking: Where is 
Mummy? But hopefully, it is not the end of nature’s calendar. Depending on the nature. 
Depending on your worship. Meaning hopefully not the end of the Mayan calendar. Now, 
that might be the end of life. Maybe even the very end of might. They used to call it old age. 
Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-eight 
Time & Illusions 


Time, is but a fabric of minds. Sometimes time flies! Other times we feel the emotions of 
stagnation, leading on to depressions. I have spoken to a lot of borderliners, through the 
years. I myself, have also experienced time-distortions and even some time-displacements. 
Maybe most of us go through it, but it is too hard to explain to fellowman, yet alone, fathom 
the phenomenon, ourselves. Maybe why, it is easier to convey the sentiments: Fuck Off. 

So the 8th passenger is on a bus? So is it some kinda Alien or just an old age pensioner, on 
some coupon bus ticket? A new organism, you say. Well, the Alien kinda looks really, really 
old? Beyond age old. Very interesting. Is it then an Alien organism? Think so. Some do say, 
that their hearts are located in their knees. O’ ohh. The knee capping alone, it would involve, 
I only fear the worst, given the history of this place. All those doctorial boards of madness. 
So they are some holy praying individuals, getting down on their knees praying and preying 
with their hearts, only to get robbed of their hearts? Some humanoid praying mantis? I hope 
that you, at least, get to hang on to some of your possessions. Possessions? You know some 
property. Some shoes and clothes. Is clothing by the way still allowed while walking amidst 
Eden? Where is that? I think it is, in a town somewhere in England, right next to Paradise 
Road. There is a pub, on the corner. Sorry, I meant, there is a Spiritus Sanctum, on the corner. 
Words must have alternated through the fabric of time, surely. But what haven’t the brain- 
wash, done to this facility, over countless milleniums, is even beyond my comprehension. 
Amazed that the humanoids still do exist, yet alone, co-exist with eachother, despite their 
many problematic issues. A miracle of sorts. Some do say Mother Earth, does that to you, 
once you have arrived. Others will claim that life always will fuck you up for good, in the 
end. So might I ask: What is a borderliner? Well, good Sir! It is a Collie of sorts. You know. 
A dog. Like the dog Lassie or the dog named old Yellow. You know, a dog, often used for 
rounding up all the lost sheep. How would you know? Well, my dad was a borderliner, like 
his dad was a borderliner, and his dad before him, was a borderliner. It runs in the family. 
Runs in most families, these days, I trust. Oh...Brother or Otter ..!.. Are you quite sure, Son? 
Already answered. Boo Hoo...what is it to you? Maybe all that you need to say is: Well. 
Aunty, seems to have been having the time of her life. Huh? So was it a life-time sentence, 
for her. Well, we normally start off, with all the weird cousins, don’t we, then the Hill-Billy 
nephews and the nice nieces. But definitely and as always, there is a big shitload of aunties. 
Lost count past twenty. Then it must be one big family. One major league big family. No! I 
mean, a really big..big..a really big family? O’ohh. What The Fuck. Someone challenged me. 
Saying: You will surely die, if you lift up a blessed Catholic Sacrament. I think, that I got 
the joke. Maybe first action would be, to agree on what a sacrament really is. But given this 
place, someone in the back, might start yelling: CHEAP SACRAMENT CONDOMS FOR 
SALE...HALF PRICE. Dont think it will fly at half price, definitely not taking the Ist Prize. 
Must be some old Goat and Sheep herder, doing all the yelling, can it get any nerdier? May- 
be the only conclusion, if any, in this extreme hard survival game, of the most enduring and 
powerful rulers, rulers lost in clockworks, is this lame suggestion or assumption. Whatever 
you do, always, and I mean ALWAYS play dumb as fuck. Apparently like 2000 years worth 
of it. But I am still amazed, as to how the race of humans, or the species of humanoids, keep 
on surviving? There must be some witt to it, from a Creators standpoint, some witt amongst 
the survivors, there must be some witt assigned to it, surely? Nonetheless, it is a bleeding 
miracle. Everybody knows that, the act of stupidity, will make you bleed in buckets. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fourty-nine 
A Cat Travelled Gravity 


All those degrees? 60 degrees holding the four elements of the bases named ATGC? Huh? 
Letting it slide from A to C? Mankind, genetically, reduced to the fishy arsehole of some 
weird Abrahamic kitten? ATGC? All the men, that one were mice and nice, must have been 
laughing out loud, like some big graveyard rats, on a sinking ship, named Church. Ending 
up sleeping with the fishes. Kitty purrs with salmon on her plate, for the love of Cod. But 
the portal of Gods can only be pussy. Odd? The old Entish word of pudsig, is in fact, a tad 
odd and off. Please come to know, that the historical facts, concerning the litmus test always 
brings tears to my eyes. Makes me wanna cry asking: Is there no love left in this world? In 
olden Egyptian days, it was a piece of brown paper, testing the very acidity off the whores 
sexual juices, in the brothel keeps, prior to sexual conduct by the royal ruling classes. Not 
an attempt to condemn royalty, never bite the hand that feeds you. But the nature of it. My 
majesty...are the flowing pussy juices to your liking? Not too sour. But the modernists of the 
modernicus, has even evolved such traits, these days. Oh. Thank fuck. Thank fuck, progress. 
Finally some progress? A litmus test, but now it is conjured up on some rainbow acid, hit by 
some Einstein mentalism. As goes for those modern acidity strips, I think that I actually ate 
some of them, as someone proclaimed it to be LSD. But then, let’s do some meth. If it gets 
you high, right! Still the same ordeal, if you ask me. Stated by the old Sauron. Maybe the 
tedious lesson is, that sour once were saur. The old Ouroboros Serpent. IOS. We are always 
told, to keep remembering our own roots, but in some lame karma setting, the very truth, 
just might set us all free, from any earthly rule and realms, and yet, we still pray for a higher 
existence, pray for survival and hope for a higher existence, into old age. But most people 
highly doubt such elements, these days, as they believe that they only can transcend into the 
unseen forces. Most will name it death. Yet, it is still a higher belief system of Trinity lore, 
named the Holy Spirit. People should still have the right for such a belief, the right for their 
own belief systems and religions, and not some fixed religious doctrin, that proclaim to hold 
only one truth. One world? I had high hopes, that the enterprise, would solve such issues. But 
one reality and one world? Would you please, look around you. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy 
The Paganism of Crow Religion 


Might be out on a limb here, but indulce me, but never ever include me. I am just too afraid. 
But the law of toxinity, a mere two pages, absolutely mind blowing, in terms of higher 
ordinance, and the heresay of any God-given or any God-rendered karma. Never ever 
thought, that I had it in me? It even blows my own mind, when I revisit the pages. Might 
have been, the unknown element, birthing such age old lines as: The Lord must move in 
mysterious ways. The nature of the Jinns or Djinns, the unseen nature, residing under God. 
To my knowledge, the name rendered is still the almighty Ouroboros, but I also know that it 
still must reside, under the imperial rule under Ra. The law of toxinity and the texts are only 
slightly alternated: THE LAW OF TOXINITY: 

As goes for poisons and venom and toxinity, are there any laws to it all? Any karma laws 

in regards to the claim of a higher divine nature? And should there be one, given time and 
the evolve? Will it evolve or does it already exist. If studies shows that a poisonous snake 
uses its toxins to kill a mouse, in order to feed, and if further studies, show that the venom 
become more and more venomous, after each kill, then surely we could stake the claim of a 
higher Karma. Or can we? If the level of venom also is age related, then is it, due to the 
number of kills or is it growth related? 


Maybe the nature is this, that the poisonous snake uses it’s venom on the prey to digest the 
prey, in order to grow its own antidote within, during the digestion, thereby, it is strenghten- 
ing its own immune defence system? What I can conclude or read, thus far, and yet, I truely 
don’t know the truth. Does any of us? Will anyone of us, lest a snake-handler? But it raises 
the question: Are bigger snakes more poisonous than smaller snakes? In accordance with 
literature and science the answer is no. And the prove is the Belchers Sea snake, which has a 
very strong venom. A mere 0,003 milligrams is enough to kill a horse. Not a seahorse. That 
is stated, within the science of old books. But is there a BS code to it, meaning Bullshit? So 
it is not because, I said so, but because, I have read so. But do I want to know the truth? Hell 
no. Let Belchers seasnake swim away, its toxic. There are plenty more fishes in the sea, right. 
And a hell of a lot more salt. Which makes you questioning the very term sea snake! 

Maybe, the dreamt up term of some randy sailor, sailing the seven dead seas, within his own 
ignorance’s bliss. Staring lost into the dead Horizon and a harbor hooker’s dead orifice, that 
angers all males upon Terra. But the religious claims of Gods eternal war upon the Serpent, 
brings us, to the entire concept of evolution, whatever name it is given, creationism or other. 
Snakes are divine creatures, that is, in this book. They are by far the best survivors. Yet, the 
puzzle arises. Apparently, snakes cannot digest creatin, which is the hair and nail matter of its 
prey. Is that folklore or superstition? Another wifes tale? Only a snake-handler, would know. 
But avoid the venomous kind and always see the viper, and don’t forget your toilet roll. 

But I do believe even snakes and all other lifeforms have an anus, a rectum, an orifice to 
shed their faeces and toxins. So what is it, with the fucked up regurgitation of Serpents? Is 

it a mechanism to maintain a total balance, to it’s form. Or some natural reaction towards 
overfeeding? The Serpents that holds such beauty and are a true testiment to good design. 
Condemn them, as being a reptilian race or not. And if that, which we read is true, then what 
are we? That is, Man. The humans. Humanoids. From where do we truely originate? And if it 
turns out, that all, and I mean all, science and knowledge 1s bullshit from A to Z, because the 
true nature truely is divine and mysterious, yet hidden, within the creators folly, then I would 
claim that the toxinity of the human lies and the Creators science have reached a dangerous 
venomous level, strong enough to kill a bluewhale. Questioning Reality. What to conclude? 
If poisons are a reality and exist, then nature surely cannot be divine. If it is a falsehood, that 
is, the element of poison, then we can only conclude, that the toxic element is the human 
mind. And somewhere I truely hope that deadly poisons, do not exist, but then, I am surely 
the one that suffer from ignorance’s bliss. Hopeful, yet doubtful. Like the question, has any 
father ever loved one of his sons? When the father says: Son, whereever you lay your hat, is 
your home, and the sons smartarse remark is: I hate being a homeless in the heart! Yet, the 
son fully knowing, that whereever women throw their knickers are considered holy ground 
for most men! A poisonous mind. Like the blue boys. McHenny’s police officers, that rings 
Mister Gullyshark’s doorbell and says: Good day, Sir. We must sadly inform you that your 
father passed away, this morning at 09:11 am. And Mister Gullyshark’s reply is: I know that, 
that is a fucking lie, because my father got killed by a harbor hooker assassin in 1967, dudes. 
How can you know? Well, because mammy said so. Yet, a question arises. Does any man 
with a tiny penis, really wanna impregnate a female in lust, at all? Not fully knowing, if the 
penis size is hereditary, meaning, if the DNA is related to code or diet related. Either way, 
most men named tiny, ends up becoming good milkduds wishing, for a live one, a harbor 
hooker, that is, a horny whore with a milking orifice and the vocabulary, to go with it. As 
goes for Phimosis and circumsition, why use the blade, on male children, not knowing of 
the inner length or the future growth of the penis? Only to produce slaves and drones for 
work. And yet having looked too deep, in both bottles and literature, all men and women, 
ends up with the vocabulary of mice saying: In your dreams! Surely, we can only state that 
circumsition, cannot be of nature, I for one, have never seen an animal, in the wild wearing 
a goddamn turtleneck sweather. A lot of well mannered democrats hoping for war, yet fully 
knowing, there is an ape in the word rape, and many women will happily abide. The truth is 
stranger than fiction. Kinda sad, really. Some lame reality, where we become so dumb, 

we all end up as cops. 


The Sacred Cross 


Paganism 


The freedom of the Crow Religion. 10 KING PRIMARY 
315 degrees: Red (a) 
Time is the illusive veil, & Orange (1) 
That cloaks both the Dead and the Living. HO W NaCl 
If there is no wind for the Dead, Yellow (b) 
row your boat. Green (2) 
If there is no wind of the Living, Blue (c) 
eat baked beans. Amenta. 
Purple (3) 
Umber (d) 
Ebony (4) 
Ash (e) 
Ivory (5) 


The Reformation began in the year 1517, 

when Martin Luther (Lex Luthor, also the very 
famed inventor of the green hand soap named 
palmolive) published his works as a reaction 
against abuses done to prostitutes by the Catholic 
Church, which in return offered the remission of 
the redemption of people’s own sins against sin? 


Den danske historiker Erik Kjérsgaard 
siger som altid, ad omveje: 

Man kan maske have sit hovede begravet 
i Lademann’s leksion, en tand for meget. 
Man forvirres jo blot af Horisont. 
Orientering og Lademann’s Lektion, 

de store verker, til hjernen veerker, 


mens alkoholen smerter. 

Men som paviseligt gennem utallige 
hekse afbreendinger, ma man jo visse 
gange, ty til Ladekvinden’s Hexikon, 

som forefindes pa foden af herrens kors. 
Vist ikke til at finde, ude pa herrens mark. 


BLVCK (BLACK) ALCHEMY 
BASE ALCHEMY 


Nomad. T [6.4.5.6.9] The Headstone erected. 
Pious is evolution rendered still. 

Ignis Nomads travel Hell’s end. 

Riches in veins endlessly rotting. 

Natus Mortalis. For the first time in all of creation, 
the Arch Angel, Ja-Bree-El became one born of 
the dead. Yet, an Arch Angel, although grounded, 
still felt as powerful as a Pharaoh. 

Yet, the Angel thought: All those halfbreeds 

are mere fools, for I know that I am uniqueness. 
As a born of the dead, the Angel had lost it’s 
wings and had wandered the Earth in the dusty 
robes of nomads, the dusty robes of the Ouroboros. 
Till the Angel found a shelter amidst the dead life. 


The last sanctum. A sleeper’s coffin, also called a bed. 


The term, however, derives from the letter of 
protestation from German Lutheran or the 
illuminati Luficerians, in the year 1529 against 
an edict of the Diet of Speyer condemning the 
teachings of Martin Luther as being heretical. 
But NOT meaning the American freedom fighter 
Martin Luther King and the following gun 
madness in Memphis. Martin Luther King Jr. 
(born January 15) was an American Baptist 
minister, activist, and political philosopher 
who was one of the most prominent leaders in 
the civil rights movement from 1955 until his 
assassination in 1968. Killed in Memphis at 
6:01 p.m. Thursday, April 4, 1968. Seven will 
always be a mad number. Protecting children 
against abuse, but from who or whom? 

667 Ghost protocol! 

Chinese Mister Safety says: We might wanna 
watch our footing here. The bathroom. 

Green Palmolive soap bar. Your foot on the 
soap bar. Putting your old japanese back out. 
You get the picture. Konichiwa. 


135 degrees: 

And if it turns, out that the old 

Egyptian hieroglyphics for flowers, 

truely, were the ancient choice between, 

the feather of a scribe or the knife of a butcher. 
Then, I trust, we all would be better off’ed 
with flowers. Amen. 


The next chief of police, overseeing your brunch, after you have lost your lunch and appetite. 
And the old vampire lord Nosferatus awoke again, in pure hatred, dawn of sunlight. Another 
great day filled with bless. A glory unto life itself, another day of pains, feeling alive. Going 
to bed, only wishing for an end, every night, exhale to exhale. Only meeting your own end, 
feeling like an arse. Donkey Depression is a way of life. Wishing for a slow decay of my 
body, surrounded by whiskey & alcohols, hoping to literary rot away. At least this time round 
in a flat, and not a shelter, nor a home and not on the empty streets. Awaiting the flies to lay 
eggs in my skin, while the skincells slowly decay and rot, like the side of my face filled with 
boils and rotting flesh. Been looking forward to this, for some time, but now, I am blessed 
with surgical gear and tweezers and forceps, to remove the maggots in my skin. Dip them 

in alcohol of at least 40 procent, then eating them. Now you might think this is a work of 
fiction. I have full faith in the existence of decay, rot and death. And yeah, we all say: That 
all children are blessed, fully knowing of Mister Lionheart and his Disneyland after Dark, 
where we suffer existence, suffer life to await death, that many others yearn for. The dream 
of a child, Then all of a sudden, a new brand, new logo and another sales speech, securing 
normacy & propulsion. When all that works is a tank of gas! Said the match maiden from 
Hell. But, oh no! It is an ecological farmer this time round, and I, the Nosferatus will ask: 
And where is the fucking logic in that? I hardly eat, filled with hate towards life. The glory 
hole of death. An ecological farm, and yet the pigs are not in the same stall, together with 
the cows. Because? Oh no! Some might get a hardone, by adding two and two, together. Still 
the same shite to me. Another clinical sterile production of foods, meat or otherwise. Don’t 
you arseholes fucking think? I ask of you. Just hoping for some more rot and decay, till all 
you cursed fuckers, awake into my death realms and the orifices of pure lust and everlasting 
death. The very end of thought. TOTAL DARKNESS. The Hominus Nosfera, took another 
sip of his, whiskey, and started to cut-off his warts on his under lower lip. Praying for a slow 
rot and decay, to feel the healing forces at work, yet at bay, and not meaning a stall. Because 
I truely, love the pleasures and the arts of the necromancy, when it is preformed. The Deadth. 
I was crapped through an orifice, a vagina, by the great harlot, the Mother Scary of Mockda- 
sin. Left, on a dead surface world, in order to rot. Death is impatient, as death is the patient. 
Dying in the colour red, is to alls regret. Death does not boast nor brag, because the dead are 
the mute. Death does not think, because it cannot put reason to one season. Death endures 
all, believes all, hopes for us all, gives us all, as your life is a death given. Awhile death turns 
life as life turns the dead. But the greatest of all is deadth. Yet, very repetitious of me. Two 
fangs serves every meal-ticket. Yeah, I truely seek life, to end it. So I can eat. I have suffered 
you fucking fools, enough. Be it male or female or even she-male. All that I can say to you: I 
loved you as a daugther, or I loved you as a son, but go see about a whore, but remember to 
betell a witch, be the whore, male or female. But watch out for your own manhole. 

Looking out for number one. Because we all die for a lost cause. Konnichiwa. The most 
priced commodity on the entire planet, in this day and age, is the Japanese Throne. Some of 
them even have build-in music and warm toilet seats for dead ends. I do think that Karl Marx 
would agree. The Japanese Thrones are all GOOD for the environment. But sometimes we 
still do need the old tradition of paper. Huh? A good read? Dare I say it, maybe even a good 
wipe. I mean, there are times where most of us, even are praying for a GOOD mind wipe. 

I mean, certain literature is very hard to digest and swallow. Konichiwa. Konichiwa spelled 
with only one letter of the letter n, does it for me. A mighty old “N”. Yet, it cannot change the 
fact, and can most definitely not, change the fact, that despite an upload or a download, the 
mother-load itself, can only be located in the middle. Amon. You must always introduce the 
key prior to the unlocking of laughter. That has always been a very GOOD read, not worth 
one wipe. Then again, dare | say it, the blood from 1611 slashes, would definitely require 
1611 wipes or maybe even more. Then again, maybe the truth of it all, are the 1611 salty 
tears, running from 1611 clowns with 1611 red noses. Who really knows? Let’s not loose our 
nose, Son. Clowns in suits and in Clown suits, it trouser seems to me, that we all end up in 
the worship of Crow religion, one way or the other. The theme park is a fun park, where to 
every clown goes. As goes for theme parks and car parks. 


Where shall we park? Well, if the dog, do bark, then park? Pretty simple, not pretty. Well, is 
there a twat in Dwat? Well it depends on Duat. Oh...Auuch! Amen. Amon. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-one 
A Warlock 


A Warlock. The Warlock’s keys: Is it by any chance all those Milfs and Gilfs...what else, 
pooch? What about the blue smurfs. The fucking smurfs, that has already been tried, but 
may I ask, who the fuck really wanna watch blue humans fucking? Some hot bodies in blue 
body paint, unless they got hit by some skin rash . Doesn’t make any goddamn sense. Red 
paint, is definitely not gonna make it any better. Let me guess, that has also been tried. Kinda 
Lame. Nature’s way or the highway. Well...Nature’s way is skin rash, which most often is 
red, that is, on white people. Ewww. What’s love...got to do...got to do...got to do...with it? 
Exactly. So what’s sex...got to do...got to do...got to do...with it. Well Everything! The theory 
of everything. If you think evil enough, which he usually does. The blue body paint is 
probably just the old tradition of the holy smite, being used for producing skin rash or even 
skin disease. Why? Well...Sometimes questions, are the best answers: The Ist law ¢ The Fire 
of Life & Death: Birth. Why did death befriend life? The 2nd law * The Soul of Love & 
Hate: Pain. How did you come to know of evil? The 3rd law * The Matter of Heart & Mind: 
Sunlight. Why is the daylight so blissful? The 4th law « The Spirit of Rebirth & Serenity: 
Love. Why is sex only spirited? The Sth law « The Water of Mystery & Morningstar: 
Moonlight. Why cry in the rain? The 6th law « The Air of Trinity & Twilight: Earth. Why 
oh why! An Earthly realm? An Earthly realm is just gravity and pain, from some lame flat- 
earthers. The state of affairs. Police don’t even ask questions these days. It is totally weird. 
Human rights are located where? Are we not allowed our own individual thought. Thought 
rhymes with odd. Fright night of all actions. All I want for Christmas is U....235. 

Will it thaw out? Huh. Snow. Well, it usually does? Amenta. Amen. Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-two 
Genetics, formerly knowns as Genesis 


Genetics: DNA/RNA. T-carrier cells carrying agents of heal or sickness. The HOLY Trinity 
that is assigned. H.I.V? So what, bring it? But the wordings of the word-wars by tradition, 
fighting mankind’s progress, sometimes, even in the name of peace. Be the very word, the 
word of Genesis or be it, the word of Genetics, is it not a war raged from the heavens. God’s 
lonely war, fighting our progress. But the lines alone: War most certainly rhymes with life? 
For some, I trust. Two world wars, hopefully fabricated, to prevent the eruption of a Third 
World War. We found ourselves locked in a paradox. But the fact is, if no persons never 

ever been to war, how will they ever come to know of evil? The child. The Schrédinger’s 
Cat in Pandora’s Box. Quantum Mechanics that lead Pandora unto a curiosity so great, that 
she opened up her box. Asking: So what is a subatomic half-life? Maybe the very element 

of human consciousness, itself. Can it not hold both? The element of life and the element of 
death? Light and Darkness? Being alive and being dead, in the same moment of time. That 
very element is called meditation. Thereby, securing the future actions of one’s ownself, so it 
may hold onto the love of a treasure, once named love. How can we even come to know, of 
war and evil, by peaceful means, if not illusively portrayed. So we mimic evil and play war 
games, to portray evil, thereby, we can all come to learn of love and peace by heart. Yet, in 

a peaceful way, but definitely not birthing any peace of mind. Therefore, be kind and humble. 
Yet, | am a Vampire. A real breed Vampire, that got a F in Bloodworks? Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-three 
A Rogue 


The red rogue of the cooks and chefs. The Italian cooks and the French chefs, endless density 
debate, in the world’s Soup kitchens, will never ever end. An question, that often led to age 
old wars: But is it then, Soup or Sauce? One tedious lesson, might be the question itself: Is 
the Soup then, sour or saur, it still leeds to war. If the Sauce is too meaty, fatigued and plain 
needy, it only leeds us into the terminology of being greedy, for more. Said the horny whore. 
Another tedious grammar lesson, might be this, that in the past it led us into wars. In the 
present it only leeds to war, and in the future it might be leading us into wars. Yet humanity, 
all of us still hope for peace of hearts, not necessarily the peace of minds. Yet, it can only be 
met by some utterly annoyed children, shouting out loud: But what’s in it, MUM? Stealthy 
unhealthy news! Sweetheart. As long as life resides. About time, that Santa Claus, lost his 
Sauce. To which end or ends? Yet, by all means. Christmas all ends. All I want for Christmas 
is U...235. Will it thaw out? Huh. Snow. Well, it usually does? Rogue is a Soul sign. Do we 
sign our souls onto altars of the Dragons stone? Or does it conjure up a fire souls, those long 
forgotten? The nature of a Djinn, known unto all Arabs. X marks the spot of any signed 
contract by black sugarcane slaves, in the mist of ancient past. The illiteracy of the past, 
seems to be long forgotten. Yet, some claim, it still exists, despite our modern state of affairs. 
A nature of man, not being of nature. We, the slaves, will always turn rouge in nature, when 
faced with Godly demands. Some claim it to be a criminal element unto civilised 

structures, erected by the hearts of stone, not tending the tender flesh of the felines. 

So is it with the sexual bio-linkage, fighting the feared asexual bio-linguistics of spoken 
words. Godly waves hitting ungodly dead shores. The waves of sexual natures hitting the 
asexual shores, only to end up as whores, in the minds and souls, of those fallen from grace. 
Those that have travelled the long path of gravity, grow the rogue heart of serpents and the 
spine of snakes. They see and witness pedofiles seeking kindreds, among those ancient 
kingships of age old religion, but not to be found. Serpents will name such dark realms as the 
broken kingdoms, steeped in all earthly matter. Serpents fully know that their own true inner 
kingdom resides within us all. An ancient tradition that descended from the Egyptian book 
of the dead. Ani’s most priced tablet. A free will projected unto the mirror of one’s own self. 
The reality of a mirror, belonging to a singular solitaire Narcissus, hanging in an abandoned 
bathroom, freed of people. It is a crypt and a tomb for the hearts, that stopped pulsating in 
lust, long ago, ages ago. In ancient past, the hearts died, because the hearts belong, to the 
dead. The ancient heart of Osiris created by an Ouroboros. They are of the dead, trying to 
survive in the alchemist’s way and in the sworn traditions of the holy cross. The Crown of 

a hangman. Some will name it to be strange fruit, given any skin colors. The dead bodies, 
hanging in the crown of old Luciferian trees, only feeding the crows and ravens, the age old 
Crow religion. The ghostly hour. A good rogue of the cross is still a stealthy thief and a great 
scavenger. Some times even named as Saints. A good Serpent survivalist. But still, nayboars 
often curse, old plonkers that run through the dumpsters in the neighborhood. 

Cursing poverty, because they are well off. Meaning rich. Conflict then has it, if you indeed 
are well off, then why not give the poor rogue, a buck or two? Meaning money? Makes you 
wonder and ponder! Have a heart, they said. And you already stole my heart, in ancient past? 
Vincent Van Gogh, then says: They are gonna steal your ears too, eventually. Cannot help as 
to wonder: To these two fucking sonar bat hears, just NOT used to it, what’s next? Hearing 
your own skin grow or hearing your own skin travelling. Auuch. Then both be hearing, the 
grass and the ass grow, somewhere around Lake Titi Caca. Lake Titi Caca, always makes 
him go. The blunder to a Mayan wonder. I wonder still, my heart be still, and so it stilled. I 
actually feeling a bit elevated myself. Metoo. What will happen? Who the fuck knows, but 
let’s not loose a nose, Son. Amen. Amon. Amenta. Oh, Jesus..?..the grave digger mode. 

But the Draped Cross? Huh....am I out of toiletpaper? Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-four 
Death & Illusions 


The Synagogues of the Dead. Linkage unto Dwat or Duat, know that all life is interlinked, 
not nessarily intertwined as Serpents. A Sarcophagus of Hermitism. For some know only the 
law of a Tau-cross. For some the law seems to be the Cross of Death. For the love of Cod. 
For they known only of the earthly realms: O’ Ra-Tmu at the ancient gates of future past, a 
tomb was once upon a time, a known and a great exhaulted house. The Queen of Ankh, the 
King of life, carrying both the strength and health of Princes and Gods. Deliver me from the 
God whose face is that of a dog. Anubis of Seth sets the sundown in the twilight of a doubt. 
Anubis Seth. A snake dog? A dogshit on my grass. Always mind your manners in front of 
Serpents. Therefore have faith, and enter your tomb, enter into the House of the everlasting. 
Amen unto Amenta. O’ Resh um-Ra. The idle hands of mortals travelling the inner cloth 
weaved by Gods, the dusty bandages of a mummy, a mummified corpse. But will they mere- 
ly sell relics of bones, as their soul gets cursed, only to get hit with a heavenly smite from 
above, to be eternally chained to the tomb within a womb. Memory linked unto Dwat/Duat. 
Resh-am-Resh. To walk with the dead from within. Guided by the inner-ear and the inner 
vision. Come to know of your own Eye of Ra. Amen unto Amenta. O’ Osiris-Tmu of the 
present. I have not entered the tomb of destruction, I have suffered nil by zero, as I know not 
of decay, nor death. I do not try out right nor do I try out truth, nor do I seek out truth nor do 
I seek out lie, as I rest within. I know that my soul can never die, till the scarab of Khepra 
ceases the present of Nu, and do sacrifice unto the Serpent. O’ Osiris um-Resh. Do remember 
the origin of Ouroboros. Know that the mouth of wisdom is forever closed, for the glory of 
thine inner ear to understand, so I can become in the likeness of Ra. And so we knocked and 
landed on the Earth’s Masonic tomb. The Annihilation by a mere handshake. Do remember 
to count your fingers past each hardy handshake. The Divine count of Mayans is still twen- 
ty. Humanoid count is still twenty, for most individuals. Twenty. As any slavetrader would 
know, since the days of the known slavetrader President George Washington. Hail unto you, 
the Bull of the Netherworlds. So saidth the Atlantean Tehuty, King of eternity. I am seated 
by the great provider and protector named Ouroboros. I have fought for you. I am the God 
that vindicated Osiris against all his foes and enemies on the day of judgement. I belong 

in your company Osiris, as I fashion all children of Nuut, that tend all the fires within our 
hearts. Nuut who slayed the foes and enemies of the green Serpent Osiris and imprisoned all 
that rebelled against him. Offered were the seventh day for the mere price of six nights. The 
very sixth day and all it’s elements. Perfected are the souls sheltered in gravechambers, in 
the House of Osiris. Bread and beer in all seasons in the spirit of the Netherworld, who won 
all the Gods by the Dragon’s Trinity lore, that vindicated with you. Serpent God Ouroboros, 
may he freely come and go, only to leave peacefully in the name of an Amen or an Amenta. 
Your own voids can only be balanced by your own misdoings. So my claim to fame is this, 
that the King’s and Queen’s english, is indeed the language from the old Dragon’s Trinity 
lore, that has been handed down by the spoken word, for several and countless generations. 
In a sense, we all, the British/American speaking nations speak in the ancient Egyptian 
tongues. Maybe WHY I prefer British humor, in a sense, not meaning innocence. Oh...that 
line should fuck things up for GOOD. Etelenty meaning Eternity. Oh...man! No, Oman is 
somewhere in the middle East? Oh...there he goes. Mister Beautification. So is it: Croc’a 


the woods? But is it alot of Bullshite, so a BS-Code? Let’s ead. Mister Know it all says: CC 
code is news worthy. The Viking helmet with horns. But alas, the horns sits on the inside, 
you Viking mongols. But how the fuck can the old Celtic code number 6, become the Viking 
code number 6? Dude, must be totally loaded. Your CV...Huh? Make your own CV and Pass- 
port. My own Passport? Well I am not that skilled, not yet. But someone still owes me £99 
for a passport. Druid Knooitall? I know. I get that a lot. Two sitting lame ducks of all driven 
knowledge. Heavy-users and Alcoholics. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-five 
Life 


Life. What is life? A life in books. But what is life unto a scribe, a scholar, a working man or 
else. Yet, what is a life that holds no value? One side to life that I always have hated, is the 
fact that all judicial law, written, holds property more valuable than life. 

A total disrespect towards life. Because we all gotta eat. Because we all gotta eat law books, 
rendering us blindness. What a fucked life would that not be. Yet, still hoping that I am gotta 
eat this book, but only from A to Z. Ending up sleeping, like Cinderella. Given the nature of 
this place. Sleeping Cinderella probably went swimming with the fishes and crocodiles. Bio 
Study Of An A.I (Artificial intelligence). The biological study of an A.I and the frozen 
human heads in the Alcor Corporation. Conclusion: There is a time for holy shit and a time 
for unholy shit. But it has resulted in a lost world without any Sacramental rights, 

nor any obligations to the dead. No Shrine. And who are you, dad? Better go see Mummy. 
Egyptian? At one point in history. Maybe life itself at one point in history was more colour 
full, so is it, so should be for younger lifes. But can anyone claim a rule on a young Earth 
rendered and deemed dead, like 2012 years ago? Followed by the Mayan quake. Den gik til 
tyve-tolv, din tyvetrold. Can you claim such a rule by mortal disciples? That of flesh? Much 
like the path of Christo that stepped unto the element of water, only to witness the sight of 
two abandoned flip-flops floating in the sea of Crete. Do claim such disciples of disciplins, so 
my soul can rest in tranquility. Disciples of disciplins of mortals answering unto these names: 
1) Air - True Neutral 2) Water - Neutral Good. 3) Fire - Chaotic Good. 4) Spirit - Chaotic 
Neutral. 5) Soul - Chaotic Evil. 6) Matter - Lawful Evil. 

It must be the old Egyptian Six-pack. The six binaries of Egypt’s Ancients. EA GAMES. 
The imperial TOMB-guardians are: 

SkEletor. Serpa. Athilos. PAgas. Rhetus. Enuk. Grow a pear. Pear tree? Can any mortal man, 
call unto the reign of such disciples? Can any mortal man or woman dictate to sexually flock 
the flesh of mortals, to still their sex hunger. So they may explore their own sexuality? Such 
a hunger is real. And a battle of an ill tempered ruler is upon us, at every sunup of each day. 
Fighting God is everyday business. Peace just might the be the smallest of all Enterprises, 

in all of existence. As goes for disciples, then surely any artist, will know of the ten diciples 
of colours. RAINBOW COLOURS: The Red disciple answering unto the name Red. The 
Orange disciple answering unto the name Orange. The Yellow disciple answering unto the 
name Yellow. The Green disciple answering unto the name Green. The Blue disciple answer- 
ing unto the name Blue. The Purple disciple answering unto the name Purple. 

TERRA COLOURS: The Brown disciple answering unto the name Umber. The Black 
disciple answering unto the name Ebony. The Grey disciple answering unto the name Ash. 
The White disciple answering unto the name Ivory. The ten KING primaries. So is it for 
those individuals that dwell in a colourful life. Yet, must we all rage war in the name of a 
rainbow, that only can reveal the primary colour of Red? If you can kill in the name of God, 
then surely, you can also kill in the name of a rainbow. So which element holds the greater 
beauty, I simply ask of you? Catchy book title of the day, this fine morning, is the book 
entitled: The Donkey & The Carrot. Know where to stick it. And yet, dare I say it: If the 
carrot is green and not fully ripe, then what? Argh...Pencillin. As told through the mould of 
old? Like old basil pesto pencillin, nature’s way. Italian tonight, hun? As goes for everbody 
lifes in general, you sometimes just go to the toilet and drain the lizard. Then some Taylor 
Swift music comes on the radio: Shak’in it. Maybe all the daily insults, just are on autopilot, 
till you get use to it. Ever think of that? Life. [3965\666]. Throw a rock at the rainbow, only 
to learn the pain of gravity? Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-six 
Rebirth 


I am glad to finally announce. It is official. Someone made a Doo-Doo. God, himself, made 
a Boo-Boo. Rebirth. 9/11. Twins. The re-occurrence in the year 2001 AD? Fool me once. 
Fool me twice? Did I not make myself clear? But the very rebirth of horror? Still done by a 
cloaked number seven. Mister invisible! World Trade Center building number seven? Where 
I truely awoke, only to find myself, as dead. Slayed at the foot of the left tower, but I entered 
the right tower? Coming from Central Park, just looking for a Coffee Perk. Prior to this, 
released from the very last stone sarcophagus, the Empire State Building. Darknest Zip code 
10118. But how can a birth of twins, ever be conceived as horror, unless you lay them both 
to waste, into their own utter ruins? Two piles of shite, but God willingly, rolled it by one 
Egyptian Scarab. Can sounds differ? Yes. The thunder season of the deaf, dumb and blind. 
The loud sounds of the thunder seasons may differ in a wide array of different reasons. Learn 
to tell the difference. Lightnings strike from the Heavens unto Mother Earth, it has a very 
special sound to it, a sizzling static sound that roars through the heavens and all spheres. It is 
extremely loud. The questions in regards to lightnings. Can lightning strike twice in the same 
location. The answer is both Yes and No. Mathematically it is a no, shouldn’t be possible at 
all. But on the Tic-Toc timeline, the answer is Yes. It can strike twice in the same location. 

I have witnessed it myself. Explosions differ from lightnings. Explosions from war missiles 
are also very loud, depending on distance, but most often much shorter lived. Sounds like a 
thump. Much like when your braindead neighbor walks around in his darknest, and walks 
into a wall, that wasn’t supposed to be there. A thump. Still many borderliners will end up 
asking the same unanswered questions, questions such as: Where the HELL am | at now? 
And what the HELL is this place? Time, what time? Where the HELL did they sent me to, 
this time round? But in the end we all tire and just sit down, not wanting to move one god- 
damned muscle. We all know the drill. Still I wonder if all in the witness protection program, 
will tell you that it is a LIE? The years: 1953 AD - 1976 AD (Twin Towers/the New York 
Blackout?) - then the 2001(AD) Re-occurence. I will stand by these lines, still hoping to beat 
the system, and it’s all due to conversations in my presence from the mid-seventies. Quote: 
“Det kan kun vere et terror angreb, nar tarnene rammes hele to gange!”. Makes you wonder 
about Danish law, the KARNOV of 1953. Therefore I advice you to cling on to life, like a 
Klingon. Lie with truth, if you must lie, always bend the truth when you lie, as truth, itself, 
might not even exist. Remember to never bend the knee. Sounds like sound advice. But with 
all due respect, may I humbly ask: How the fuck is it even possible for “you” to move mat- 
ter through the fabric of time and space? Leading me on to the words: Fuck God, if she will 
have me, unless you can birth through the asshole. The entire witness protection programs 
past the 11th of September 2001 AD? All those deaths in the quake of the year 2001 AD. 
Totally weird. Clean-up crews dying by radiation. That is what they tell us, what they say. 
But is it radiation on matter (carbon) that has been moved through the spacetime fabric? 
Might be what causes cancer in patients. Time-distortions. Good theory as any. Den gik til 
2012, din tyvetrold. But Tic-Toc, right! Leading me to question, what are the world oldest 
bomb bunkers and nuke shelters? Bigguns and Bunkers. Given the history of this place. One 
of the oldest nuke shelters might be the big pyramids. As goes for the Egyptian pyramids 

in Cairo, there is still a HELL of a long way to the tea kitchen in the basement. The ancient 
Mayan and Egyptian pyramids as nuke shelters! Weird theory, or is it? Those well-versed 

in aeronautics armory and bomb technology, would definately still choose the old Egyptian 
model. 


The Egyptian shaped pyramid, is however way more complex to construct. All will say it is 
a LIE. I wouldn’t know, but it makes perfectly good sense to me. At least some logic round 
the old roundtable of Kings. I trust that all people at blue station, in Philidelphia, must have 
known for decades. I still feel sorry for those inflicted, but there really isn’t much we can do 
against certain forms of mentalism. Best advice is, rebound the best you can, day by day. We 
all go, a bit Uuh-Uuh..Cuckoo from time to time, it is only human nature, but also a 

bit mental. Destructive Forces comes in pairs (balls?) Or maybe I am just growing deaf, 
dumb and blind. Cannot change the fact: BIG BADABUM. BIG BADABUM happening 
from time unto time, if you believe it. Time that is! Missile strikes. Today’s casualties! Huh? 
Bed bugs! Well, you win some and you loose some. Huh? Nah...Head lice is still a no go, 
you dumb fuck. And if a bed bug mated with a head lice. Dunno...think the jury is out on that 
one. For now! I will be the judge upon my own head. Amen unto Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-seven 
The Kingpriest 


The sign on the front door says: John Doe Nosfera anno 12382. 

An old Nosfera Skinwalker of the Hitler jugend, that just wanted some fuckery 451. 

A delivery dude, from the local burgerjoint 451, knocks on the 2nd floor apartment door 
holding the name, John Doe Nosfera. The door slowly opens. The delivery guy: Here is your 
burger. Mr. Nosfera. Mister Nosfera: And the sun has gone down in your world, my son? 
The delivery guy: Yes Sir! Mister Nosfera: And the burger...err... 1s it real meat? 

The delivery guy: Yes Sit! Mister Nosfera: Is it bloody? The delivery dude: Yes Sir! As 
bloody as Mary. Mister Nosfera: Bloody hell! The old John Doe Nosfera, then slowly, 
closes his door and walks back in his living room, a bit depressed. He then asks to see a 
Priest, but they send in a nurse, that gets him anal raped at the local hospital by two cops. 
Depression sinking into further distress. He then sits down and thinks: Oh well, here goes. 

I am a bit rusty. Ouroboros. Almighty Serpent God. The bringer of life into all worlds, realms 
and spheres. My most merciful inner God, who removed my infinity Goddess, to call upon 
her Serpents. God, render Father Daly, life from within the shadows of the long forgotten 
stone altars, that heard the old prayer of your graceful serpent, sustained by the grace of 
destiny. But do remember that all sex Geishaes of industry always will earn a living, amongst 
the unruly dead. May both victims become worthy of unholy vocations every day. 

We beseech thee to bless and sanctify their sexual deeds, words and works, through the 
powers of our Lord. Veni Creator Spiritus. Pray to the Sacramental Serpent Sentinel and to 
all the Serpents, that travel among us, within the hidden kingdoms. Lord, thy presence lies 
hidden. We invoke thee from the hidden realms and from the kingdom of the dead. Secure 
me against all traps and snares of all my enemies, both visible and invisible. At the time of 
death render me, your Serpent, the invisibility cloak upon the re-entry into the realms of Ka, 
so I may re-enter Earth of mortals to cease life of all eternal life, to ressurrect the hearts and 
the enduring minds of all known faiths. Veni Sancte Spiritus. Amen unto Amenta. 


Yes children, it is all about the Fuckery 451*. If you can find the time to read. 

(* Fuckery 451. Fahrenheit 451 is a dystopian novel by American writer Ray Bradbury, first 
published in 1953). It would seem that the bible has been rewritten at least 200 million times 
and that is a low estimate. Step away from the Penguins. Penguin publishers would be the 
obvious choice, then, although an Ouroboros publication. Don’t burn the Penguins! Huh? 
No problem. The Penguins, all of them, are all stuck on the heart-cold ice. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-eight 
The Necromancer 


Necromancer. Necro Bless. O Holy Spirit of wisps and Dyjinns, The Holy Ghost. Ressurrect 
these royal bones by the recited childhood spend within pains. Thy sevenfold curse upon 

the living. The sevenfold curse of wisdom and the falsehood thereof. Wisdom of linage that 
only follow us into our graves to grant us nothing more than the poor misery of profound 
wisdom by doubt. Ressurrect these bones and baptise with fire and let the waters of old 
folklore evapourate into the doubt of a cloud. Those clouds of cloakers that conceal the crafts 
and vessels in mid air. Render me, that cloak of invisibility. Render such splendors unto thy 
Serpents, so they, at their own account can bathe in the blood of antiquity. But always keep 
the bloodlines of the Dragons sacred. Ressurrect that alter of Dragon bones within twilights 
sanctuary and keep the Serpent’s blood hidden and sacred till sorrows end. So despite of all 
the Dragons, some still try to raise Christ, himself. Every year on Christmas-eve. Christ, the 
Lord of the damned. The Lord of the fallen. The Lord of the dead. I would say that it is tragic 
and ironic, at the same time. Somewhat ironic, somewhat of a paradox. All that we truely are 
seeking, in the raise of a dead, is a raise in our salery. And if there truely resides a God, then 
might I humbly inquire, humbly ask: If I once earned £ 4000 a month, then what trickery is 

it to remove the flying carpet beneath my feet? The very carpet swept beneath our own feet, 
till we earn absolutely zero. No income? Till you walk in empty street with no people and 
will have to resort to eating out of garbish cans? What the hell is up with that? On a more 
positive note, then I trust my kissing days are totally over, because this book conveys the 
truth and nothing more than the truth. So help someone. I will pass, on the entire prospect of 
helping others. I cannot help others. I once tried to help others, it fucked me right up! Hell, 

I can bearly help myself, these days. But as an angelical creature, linked to celestrial beings, 
then know, that we have witnessed the corrupted nature of mankind. I lost my “wings” at the 
age of three, ever since, I have sought an answer and sought a reasoning to the mystery. This 
following notion, might provoke those, that give service, to the unseen. Yet, I believe, that it 
hold some truths to it. The Satanic elements, meaning, the illusive portrayal of pain and evil, 
conquered this place a long time ago, eons/aeons of time ago. But in the end “God” fucked it 
up. He tried to reintroduce pain into our reality, in order to revive an old religion and revive a 
failed system, that lingered in heaven’s bliss. I guess that the very concept of bliss, produced 
alot of induviduals, lost in illiteracy, all due to the bless of the bliss. Said in laymen terms, 
fucking their brains out. As I never can be in such a heavenly bliss, sexual nature, but as I 

am not equipped for the job, I consider myself blessed. But really. Doesn’t that sound totally 
fucked up. So someone or something, must have concluded that we needed the element of 
pain, in order to grow in light? And if the system of illusive pains and evils had been in effect 
for eons of time. The illuminati. If it were our own realites, through a very long time, an 
extremely long timespand, then it must have led to countless individuals that were brought 
into this world without any pain, but also left this world, without any pain. Producing the 
very bless of the bliss. Some calling it, naming it, ignorance’s bliss. Ergo, the element, pro- 
ducing the bless. The blindness of a much greater blendwerk. At point the rhyme smitty 
thinks, bless rhymes with less. From a male perspective an utter falsehood. The last words 
during the end days of Das Reich: Blendwerk. Blendwerk. Alles ist weg..weg..weg! Some- 
one problably lost in Ani’s wig, like Howard Carter. The old Egyptian wing. Das Reich, 

the word alone, simply means the Empire. Been a lot of those around throughout existence. 
Imperials. But the German word, itself? Das Reich. Re-Ich. The re-entry of one’s ownself? 
Could be another take on the German word: Das Reich. The very immortality claim of soul 
migration is really ancient, of nature law, whereas, the illuminati claim, that pretty much, 
holds the same assumptions, is fairly young in a sense, it derives from the Italian renaissance. 
The days of the Black plague. That is what we are being told, safed by the mould. Pencillin. 
Too funny. Better make a better knowing note of it. Father and Son? Yet, you and me, both, 
have been wondering and endless wandering. So many questions that holds no answers. 


You take a dump and then you feel horny as hell, but round Christmas, even more so? 

What the fuck, is up with that? Is it Santa Claus? Is it maybe Satan’s clause, due coarse. 
FINALLY becoming a boy, for that, I only hope and pray. The asexual androgyne nature of 
not becoming. Females and felines, are alike. Whiskey. However, Jameson always did it and 
does it for me. But please com to knuw, that she truely is Irish. Watch out, you are playing 
with firewater. That I do know, the firey fire in them red hair neanderthals, definitely NOT 
meaning that they are tralls. I do hate trolls, but a trall of the trolls will definitely always kill 
you. A Troll Einstein Kameleon named Bernardus Guidonis or Bearnado Da Vinci. Alarmy.. 
something along the lines with a 3rd worldwar, but this time round, on the Henna Jenna 
neanderthal redheads...Huh? Redskins! Nah...they left for Big Buffalo rapids. Amen unto 
Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Fifthy-nine 
The Meiosis in the female Uterus 


Birth. Impregnation of a woman’s womb. The cells parting and growing. The female meiosis 
of the five elements of the MYOZA. That is, if you believe. Four bases unto Matter. 

Why not the letters: A.Z.O.Y. MYOZA. M(AZOY). The Beginning Of All Life And Cell 
Division Of 4 Bases. Within the detail lies? The four bases unto the genetics: A.Z.O.Y. 

So the registry of the Human genome? A work of Art? 70.000 pages consisting of A.T.G.C. 
Now to reorder it by A.Z.O.Y, will take how long? Ten years? Something tee dee, right? 
What is the genome of my feelings and emotions? My soul? A bottle of Gin will do, in the 
crying game! Four elements to life? Displayed on 70.000 pages of genetic code? Who on this 
Earth or realm would be able to memorize a whole 70.000 pages only filled with four letters? 
Who on this Earth or realm would be able to memorize the King James Bible from the the 
year 1611 AD. Know this: ABSOLUTELY NO ONE. Personally I would doze off on page 
one, and on both volumes. Maybe why, Tehuty prefer books of the dead. The good book. 
The sleeping pill book. Meaning a good book, that will make you sleep. Books of divinity. 
Maybe Tehuty, even hopes for us all to be sleeping, so hard that you never ever will awake 
again. The very four elements unto all known matter, unto our genome have been highly 
debated. It might turn out to be a sworn scientific fact. Yet, I would still claim that it never 
can account for the very element of soul, which some people still believe to be real. 

But only four species! What about the wildlifes, trees and flora? Look around you. Doesn’t 
sound plausible amidst the plentitude of nature. But I definitely know, that there are more 
than only four brands, or labels, of Whiskey. One look, one gaze into Hellboy’s own liquor 
cabinet and everybody was sold. As goes for soul elements, maybe many people still would 
say, that it is a matter of faith and not stern religion. However most modern thinkers, will 
claim that it is an old superstitious lore, that has been with us since old Egypt. In regards 

to the four genes it was an ongoing debate, as to which letterings then should describe and 
order the DNA. While Frankstein resurrected a sardine and screamed: IT IS ALIVE. IT IS 
ALIVE. At one point it were the letters: A.G.P.T. Then it changed, and landed on the letters: 
A.G.C.T(?). Maybe the fact is that modern thinkers and scientists denounce the element of 
soul, due to the lack of evidence. It has never been proven to be factual. But amidst all the 
scientific madness, I can’t help but to ask, if it brings food on our tables? Can the doctrin not 
provide and further matter in countless ways? Then I am all for it. Can it even feed all the 
humanoid races and their familiars (animals). Can we eventually grow meat artificially? 
Furthermore can the modernday cloning technics provide more substance, so that we never 
will experience food shortage, famine nor starvation. I do know, that I am a tad slow. I just 
ate two steaks and had some red wine. Huh? Oh...if I one only had, such creative forces: 

The Cheerie Cherry Pear Tree. Pears growing in pairs. Let’s not be splitting hairs. Where? 
asked Baldie Hawk, looking for any wig. One of those don’t ask scenarios. Amen unto 
Amenta. 


MAYA Chapter Sixty 
The Lore of Ancients 


The end of time. Jesus Christ. The 11 Judicial Rituals Of Christo Constantine. 


¢ In the beginning the word resided on virginpaper and resulted in letters, that became books. 
Therefore have no other book before me, lest it be your own book. Peace be upon you. 

¢ We are all nurtured by image. Therefore if you must create image, then create image of odd 
fish and image of odd bird, alike. Respect the Holy Twin Genetics. Peace be upon you. 

¢ Always remember the Trinity upon the Sphinx of ancient Egypt: Solstice. Equinox. 
Solstice. Keep the Trinity Holy. Dawn. Twilight. Dusk. Peace be upon you. 

¢ Thou shall not blaspheme against books, nor scribes, or odd knowledge, that you consider 
to be witchcraft. Never take a name or an amen in vain, never trust the intake in a vein. 
Peace be upon you. * Come to know your biological parents. Remember your roots and stand 
by your roots. Always remember your roots. Blood. Know thyself. Peace be upon you. 

¢ There can only be 6 binary elements, intertwined: Air. Fire. Water. Soul. Matter. Spirit. 
Thou shall not kill. You kill it. You eat it. If thou must kill for a living, then kill the image 

of killing. Do not kill by betterknowing adultery. Prey & pray. Therefore kill the image by 
image, so you may heal. The binary of the two fishes that spawned 5000 fishes. To eat or not 
to ead, that must be the question. Peace be upon you. « If you must fornicate, then conduct 
yourself in an orderly fashion. But always treasure the pleasure in sexual eruptions, to bring 
joy in souls. Peace be upon you. ¢ Do not steal, unless your own survival depends on it. You 
may proclaim yourself HOLY and starve, most people do. But you will eventually die. 

All organisms requires substance. Pray & Prey. Peace be upon you. 

¢ If you need to lie, by liars deed, to safe lifes, then always lie with the truth bend, 

and always lie with good intend. Some might call it humor. Peace be upon you. 

* Ownership. We all trade in body, mind and soul. But property of matter hold no property of 
hearts. But do know that you never ever can rule soul. Peace be upon you. 

* Know that it takes two minds to consent, also know that the selflishness of the two, is the 
oneminded element that erupts the sexual pleasure. Mercy be upon you. Any justification to 
the words: Jesus Fucking Christ? Well, “Jesus Christ!”, it did it for me. There is a Boo-Boo 
missing, but I know that I made a Boo-Boo? Now it is gone? Odd, thought Maud. Sometimes 
you can hear when someone makes a Boo-Boo, far off in the distance. Missiles often come 
closer, moving closer to home, till the entire building shakes. Always remember to ask: Is it 
you mi Boo? Others will say: Safe it, Oldtimer. All of us know the GPS-Sattelite position. 
But I stand by it. The words Jesus Christ, did it for me, as I lost my head in the valley of the 
Dead. But I hate hard violence on Children. To make things worse, my head, the lost head in 
the valley of the Dead, then got sent to the audiologist (Ear Doctor) getting my pineal gland 
fried by ultrasonic decibel. Old news, for all children, that I hope. Getting more greedy? 
Jesus Fucking Christ leading on to the big Boo-Boo saying: Fuck God? Is it blasphemy? 

Not in accordance with the Neanderthals. But if God is without an uterus is it not unholy & 
unnatural. Even on a really bad Gregorian workday? Or when you by some accident hammer 
your toe into a big trunk. Are swear words to be banned? I am all out of new swear words. 
Must be that great peace that befell upon me. Law. The written word is dead. Written by the 
dead for the dead. Scripture is of the dead whereas life is music. Death is impatient, as death 
is the patient. Dying in the colour red, is to alls regret. Death does not boast nor brag, 
because the dead are the mute. Death does not think, because it cannot put reason to one 
season. Death endures all, believes all, hope for us all, gives us all, as your life is a death 
given. Awhile death turns life as life turns the dead. But the greatest of all is Deadth. 

The image of odd fish and the image of odd bird, alike. Animals actually mimic human 
behaviour and sometimes humans mimic animal behaviour. And if everybody just are trying 
to fit into an odd creation? Feels like a sad joke. Like a lonely woman's only defence. The 
spoken lines: He is but such a nice man. Amen unto Amenta. 
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The Egyptian Falcon 26 Alphabet 


The old 13th Knight’s Templers Alphabet - always respect the roots. To hathor or to horus. 
The Secret Service agent James Bond 007 and his martini cocktail shaken, and totally stirred. 
In remembrance of all the dead Twin informants. 


The a2Z letters are the following. CAPS: ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ. 
letters: abcdefghijklmnopqrstuvwxyz. Always respect the small letters, the roots. 

The use of letter marks, should always be free, but if they respect the 26 letter shapes. 

I suggest the following six letter marks: EE Ci Af. As goes for Ar’s...size matters, 

but have a different end game, down to a T. But...err..? Eriks Sankte Jorgen says: A bad Example 
FARHUDSOMSKARING. And all of a sudden all the white Entish men, 

ended up as redskins, wearing a Neanderthaler strap-on dildo? Kurt’s Troll Neanderthals? 


» has (8) Eye - Ra (8) Lets get back to work. Today’s jobbie. 
- Six classifications of literature. 6 Genres. 
In Danish, there are two terms or more. 
@ The old binary main split were once: 


skon litteratur og fag litteratur. This might take 
some time. Amen unto Amenta. Wouldn’t it be 
fun to write an english novel, where you added 
an U, O or an A...in the end, of certain chosen 
words. Is this english or italian? Let me guess, 


Ankh no writer is even allowed. Would a new genre 

Schematics Of literature make it any better? Maybe a fixed 

72 codex law in order to write the lore of vowels. 

Just add the seven vowels: A. E. U. O. 1. Q. Y, 

Falcon in the end of your own writing. Would conjure 

Head up more rhythmic sounds. Music love vowels, 

16 depending on the bowels. 
(3) (16) (3) Genres: A1: Fiction. B1: Non-Fiction. 
Genres: C1: Factual-Fiction. D1: Science-Fiction. 
(6) (12) Genres: E1: Magical-Fiction. F1: Sagical-Fiction. 
Pretty much of the old lore of a mage and a sage. 


(9) 18) Falcon Yet, I still consider a mage as a cook, and a sage 


as a musician, and not as a trickster. Rabbit down 


A2Z (13) 26) Wings the hole. But as goes for the Ar’s. Be it sagical, 


a sargical, turned into surgical, said down to a T. 


bie 6 | 6. But..err..! Like a Surgeon? Some Sturgeons for 
. 9 the surgeon. Nah...Christmas Sardines, but at 

i 6/6| 6 — — least in olive oil. Man...that was err....extremely 

PEM Ory loud, I mean God damn loud. A really Big Bada 


NG 
Ne 


6 | 6| 6 6 Boom. But I Wonder, if the Faeroe Islands still 


are around! Pharaohs? Nah...you know.. 

4 ‘Le 2 Faeroe islands! What is that thing buzzing 

Ae around? Don’t really know, some fly, or maybe 
a drone, possibly a drone. Who really knows 

@ Khepr j aa ab these days. Yup...it is that fucked up..!.. 

pd 


Debate club 1953/1993. Still TIME OUT: 
1953 and NOT 1993. Tic-Toc issues. 
Possible safe on my rosary beads? 


& 6 The Six Elements Amen unto Amenta. 
6 


So J enrolled as a Knight’s Templer? Be it Agent 007 James Bond, Mister Oh.Oh.Seven. 
Be it Agent 006 John Club saying: No crime to lie. Be it even, Jesus or Jude, 
then I cannot really see it myself? This might cause a stirr. Martini, in Bikini or Burkini? 
A falcon has four talons on each foot. Some will say that it applies to Amphibians (frogs) as well. 
Not true, once they actually had five appendages like a humanoid hand. 

Makes you wonder and ponder evolution, itself. But lazy as it sounds, maybe the element of evolution is just trying, 
to fit in with a minimum calory burn. Survival of the fittest, which some might claim to be devolutionary. 
Not really news worthy. Charles Darwin. Old Charles Jungle-Book. But then according to which law? 
Nature law? Surely not any written law. I know that I got a very good point in this. 

Ts it then, the Lazy boy law, maybe? Latest observations: Upheld with the first Ankh displayed on page 10, 
should the illuminati logo, then be mirrored? No need. Then again, we all have our Ups & Downs. 
Luv from the Bob Cat. Guess Bob got his Martini, but in a Bikini? 


The River Epilogue 
Fish 


Let’s knickname this page the prologue that introduced the fishing baboon. 

Teach a man to fish, while the salmon runs around in NIKE Air shoes. But alas, during the 
annual Salmon run, amidst September, a Grizzly bear suddenly ate a Man, in Canada. 

A lie, but a lie protecting man or bear? Man fucking Bear, birthing the Manbear, not to bear. 
Tired and old. Tired as Ouroboros. Tired of the old Alpha and Omega shite. TAO. 

The Monster from the river PO. A catchy title, but will it rid the World of planned obsolence? 
Like some night fishing with no, absolutely no, catch, moonlighting. Fishy nights. Huh? 
Fright nights? Tonight, you will be visited by three Ghosts. I ain’t afraid of no Ghosts. Me 
too. I ain’t afraid of no toast. Except if the face of Jesus appears on it. Even if you are all out 
of Buddha...is it not allowed to utter the words...JESUS FUCKING CHRIST...? 

I am just asking for a friend, not as a friend. Still scared by my morning toasts. Even with 

or without the morning hair. Baldie always have nice toast bread, in bed. Tired Age Oracles. 
Tired Aged Utilities. The Asian Tao or plain Tau? Same same, for some people. Somehow 
things always tend to go fishy. Please come to know that the Marlin is a fish. Marleen. 
Marlene or plain Marlin? Wise words in a sense, definitely not meaning innocence. The old 
Alpha and the old Omega. And Spidey simply asks: Then which is witch? Which one is the 
plus and which one is the minus? With all due respect, my Magnificence! Minus must be the 
Alpha and the Omega be the plus. Meaning Obesity. I always hated a fat bastard, anyhow! 
Peace be upon you and praise be the lard? So Mini-Me, says that he totally wants to fuck and 
impregnate some 109 bitches, some 109 too GOOD looking bitches. But alas, Peter North 
safes the day, problably, and forever more, looking towards the South. Passing the river. 
Demonology? Is there any wood in those trees? Pinocchio, then be needing to hit the rapist. 
Sorry, Therapist? The wood would still be sleeping like a log. Women..Huh? And so the age 
old beautification continues in the mist of time. The ancient Egyptian make-up that has been 
around for eons of time. But at least plenty footage for the coming century, with the right 
anti-ageing freeze technology. You win some and you loose some. Till the Tic-Toc moment, 
where you awake and discover, that this is truely a dead world, were few of us resides in the 
present, the now. Alas, 109 pregnancies that could have occured amongst the servants of the 
unruly dead. Unless Peter North just got cloned. That is, if this place was alive to begin with? 
Which is the oldest puzzle of all. Mankinds true origin? Egypt, the old Necropolis. As birth 
is fallen, fallen is the birth. A fallen world. Most males end up asking: When was the last 
time that you got laid? And none of us can recall? Which in all honesty makes you question 
the old practice of mindwipe. Is it a mindwipe from the void of dreamtime or it it just plain 
lying? My best guess is the latter. So good looking bitches, that a modern digital restoration 
project, would be in order. To view in the year 4007 AD. (Gregorian Age). But filed under 
Yesterday s Recordings. (Now, not a lie, is it?). By the powers and hours invested in porno 
Dragons. Saint Peter is still around the year 4007 AD, I guess. GOOD questions. Love the 
visuals of all those pussy juices flowing and going, they must all be in heaven? Where? Well, 
I just got eaten. Where? Well, in Eden. Huh? And where the hell is that at? There must be 
some snakes in those crowns, I mean, surely! Dunno? Vor der Kaserne. Vor dem groBen Tor. 
Stand eine Laterne. Und steht sie noch davor. So woll’n wir uns da wieder seh’n. Bei der 
Laterne wollen wir steh’n. Wie einst Lili Marleen. Don’t really know, once knew a famed 
Marlene, but only knew, that she sure could blow some hard cock. The poor landlord drained 
in his car. Marlene laughing, all the way to the bank. Me, then thinking, poor Eva Braun. She 
is must be kitty Paw poor, a way of life, if so, then she needs to get use to it. Really? Meow. 
Ploy. (n.) The year 1722. Anything with which one amuses oneself, a harmless frolic, 
Scottish and northern England dialect, possibly a shortened form of employ. Popularized in 
the sense of a deploy or gambit made to manipulate others and gain advantage, by Stephen 
Potter (1900-1969), who parodied self-help manuals in books such as 1947’s The Theory and 
Practice of Gamesmanship: Or the Art of Winning Games Without Actually Cheating. 
Deployed rhymes with destroyed. Amen. 


The Tree Epilogue 
Snake 


Become like children again! Really? What was done, was done. Pulling the eight legs of a 
spider, then bury her in the sandbox? Better say, Didn’t know what came over me? And all 


zebra. Zebra dies and a hungry cheeta then eats zebra. Cheeta goes bye-bye. Cheeta dies. 
Makes you ponder, the term fresh meat. Lethal joint, and I wasn’t referring to the hashies. 
GOOD weed. I am gonna beat my meat later on. Beating my own meat. You know, sexually 
interpreted. Amen Motherfucker! The bird’s talons and the ancient holy tree, which only had 
four divine roots. But I am at a loss, and highly doubt, said the sprout. I know this is 
extremely repetitious of me, but still. A falcon has four talons on each foot. Some will say 
that it also applies to the Amphibians (meaning frogs). Not true, once they actually had five 
appendages like humanoids, at one point in evolution. Only makes you wonder and ponder, 
the riddle of evolution, itself. But lazy as it sounds, maybe the element of evolution, is just 
trying to fit in, with a minimum calory burn. Survival and Laziness. A bit of both. The 
Survival of the fittest, which some even might claim to be devolutionary. Not really news 
worthy. Charles Darwin. The famed Jungle-Book of old Charles. But then may I humbly ask: 
According to which law? Is it even nature law? The bird of prey has four talons. However, 
as with the proven fact of frogs, they once had five appendages. So an question dawns, as 
goes for frogs, also goes for birds? I believe that the ostridge serves as prove, be it an emu 
or a nandu ostridge or other bird. A bit like the Rooster’s spur. Just like humanoids, meaning 
the greater apes. Maybe we just differ or cannot seem to agree, in the interpretation nor on 
the definition, of the term familiars. Another glorious dawn. All that I want for Christmas is 
U...235. Lets try and compose ourselves. And that weird creature is a what. Exactly? Huh, 
that is weird, I never ever seen such a creature before. Let’s break it down. U235, but the 
Half-life alone. Oh..man, brother or otter, said the beaver. Signs of birth defects due to the 
high background radiations. And yet, many people will say, that most birth defects, always 
seem to die? Makes you wonder. Somehow I find peace in the fact that life most times seems 
to find a way. Feel a joke underway, concearning trees. Something concearning really hard 
wood. It is, however, extremely ZEN of me, but at the base of the tree, the stem, lays some 
rocks. So then we will be throwing rocks at a pebble, but sounds a bit weird in regards to 
karma, unless she is really into it. Compass direction of the day. Magic eightball says? Fake 
it, till you make it. Most likely people, just smoking, the fucking surplus filament, named 
Oregano. You got wood? Got any hard wood to the South, Son? I do believe that the known 
Sun- Wood, is native to the known Californication of the greater Angels, located some- 
where close to Los Angeles. They always seem to move the problem child around a lot, and 
quite alot of the moving around. Poor kid. Pinocchio? I only wish. It is the Problem child 

of FOUNDATION SIX. The peace of a great lie. The 6 disciplines of Atlantean Tehuty 
(Thoth), the scribe, stuck between the old choice of Ancients. The ancient choice between 
the feather of a scribe or the knife of a butcher. No doubt, two baboon’s that cling unto life 
in a dead world filled with dead scripture, because it is the only bestseller there is, and ever 
will be. The six holy elements for scribes in any great tale ever spawned or weaved. The Six 
chapters of the six dolours of the Ancients: A2Z. The Headmaster’s headache. Letters both 
great & small. All tales of grandeur written by all creatures, both great and small, always 
starts off with a great pea pie (PI)(3.14)(18,84). Concluding, sometimes we also need to go 
for a pee. However, we must never ever, pee in the pie, then not taking any credits for it. 
But sometimes we all need to lie, to tell the tale about a donkey’s tail, on the dusty trail off a 
silent Ouroboros. A wheel of time, weaved and spun, a new dawn and tale have begun: 

A short story of bread and raw peas. 1: Prologue & Introduction. 2: Realms and Worlds. 

3: Characters & Creatures. 4: Time and Storyline. 5: Ploy & Postulate. 6: End Credits and 
Epilogue. Malachimera writings. Amon. 


The Sun Epilogue 
Eagle 


My dad highest wish was to be reincarnated as a Golden Eagle. As usual I hope for the same, 
but problably get reincarnated as the famous Grouse, usually where I land. But just in case. 
So old chump, old pal. Another round of cards. Well sure, to be sure, let’s leave it in here 

for safe keeping, just in case. DECK 60. The five card Houses: MOON. SUN. EARTH. 
TREE. RIVER. Card values assigned. First one is the ACE - value one or value twenty-two. 
Two - value two. Three - value three. Four - value four. Five - value five. Even Six - 
VALUES SIX. Seven - value seven. Eight - value eight. Nine - value nine. 

The King Emperor - value ten. The Queen Empress - value eleven. Last five top cards; 

The Moon Elementar. The Sun Elementar. The Earth Elementar. The Humanoid Elementar. 
The Star Celestrial. The values on the top cards? We make up our own rules as we go along. 
So a King Emperor. Why not, let’s knickname it, the Penguin card. Celestrial writings. 

Let’s call this one. The art of regaining conscience. Did you remember to wipe, boy? 

Yes, Sir. What date is it, Son? The day of the bug-eyed, Sir. Clock: Well, It says 12/12. What 
year, Son? Think it says 24,5, but hang on a minute, that just might be the temperature? 
Status report, Son. Well, I feel much better now? Had a good shit, then had some grub, but 
then I passed out. But I would hardly name it as being awake. Especially when you just 
wanna pass out again, like for good. WOW. Is it just me or those damn bat ears? Draining 
the lizard and the following Acoustics? WOW. Ouroboros. What is it? Another religion? Any 
Danish Modern Standalisation rewrite, can always clear the room. So some weird Danish 
Bear religion, written by a Bear Rice? Mister Bear Rice. Yet, another McHenny rewrite. 

Det Danske cirkel-kaffe cirkulzere. So McHenny is calling, himself, Mister Bear these days. 
I know, it is very hard to bear. And here I FINALLY got my hopes up, thinking, that we all, 
FINALLY would respect our origin and our historical roots. But the language voiceovers, in 
more than two languages. GOOD luck and GOOD looks. Good luck. Because this sounds, 
really, really BAD. A booklet on 80 pages in the format of A4. 80 pages in total, may it never 
change. They most likely will. As very few really buys into the Ghost Protocol of McHenny, 
seeing Ghosts, in this day and age. Then I Grant you the oldest Epilogue of all. Atlantis. 
ATLANTEAN PROTOCOL 6. 1:AIR - Speech (vibration) & The gift of Thought. 

2: WATER - Psyche (mentalism) & The gift of Vision. 3: FIRE - Sex (gender) & The gift 
of Taste. 4: SPIRIT - Art (creationism) & The gift of Scent. 5: SOUL - Music (rythm) & 
The gift of Hearing. 6: MATTER - Scripture (correspondence) & The gift of Touch. 

The Sun-dial of denial, wasn’t build in one day. That is one goddamn lie. Don’t think so. 

But when in the sun, then please use some sunblock lotion, for the love of Cod. Hymn To 
Caeli. Caeli - Aer Ictus. As the air blows. Veni Sancte Spiritus. Come Holy Ghost. Enter 

my body to vibrate with the power of sound and grant a walker some sweet relief. Grant me 
life and grace. The Blue-eyed seer genetics: Clouds are the eyes locked inward. Hymn To 
Aqua. Aqua - Aqua Fluit. As the water flows. Memories as golden as a sunup, although the 
soul might be weary of labour. Hymn To Ignis. Ignis - Ignis Ardet. As the fire burns. We, the 
humanoids, are all, creatures with speech and thereby prisoners of love, in a dead world that 
holds no sound. Materia - Mater Quidem. As all things are matter. Matter of fact. You are 
matter. May she govern all that I say, with sweet charity and will my mind to enchant the zest 
of life, within my lost heart. Brokenhearted are all matters of love in a childless world of the 
barren. (Atomic) The unseen nature of the Djinns. Hymn to Anime. Soul matter. Matter of 
fact. Guard our playful minds and hearts. Amen. Hymn to Spiritus. Spirit matter. Matter of 
fact. Guard our restful hearts and minds. Spiritus Sanctum. Sanctum Santuary. Amenta. 

As once stated. The sanctuary was original created in the twilight, by rebel angels and 
demons, seeking refuge from the eternal conflict. Amen unto Amenta. Let’s knickname this 
page as the last concluding epilogue of the pissing Baboon. Amenta. 


The Book 


RIGI 


Aranubis-Phat 
God written in the year XX XXX 


The very Origin to the Trinity lore and the pissing Baboon, is no less and no more. It would still be a great 
name for a pub or a bar. It is still the Trinity lore + more (“still 80 pages, not 88 pages. It is still 80 pages, no 
less and no more than 80 pages”). The pages are in an A4 format, as goes for word count, then the Count, 
Count Dracula, surely knows. Is it too simple or just some plain symbol? The best answer to a bartender is the 
usual. The best answer to any question, is an question. So the usual, being a very simple symbol? Certain pubs 
and bars do have carpets, but knowing how much males love their beer, bars, pubs or even pubes, one can 
only wonder about those EXTREMELY wet carpets. The pubes in your eyes? Who knows? Could be the safe 
word for the day! Mister Safety then says: Some establishments, mainly pubs and bars, used to throw some 
sawdust on the floors, but the fire hazard alone, despite the produce of both uploads & downloads. So is it a 
simple symbol, like the symbolic Cross, or maybe a hidden Crow-bar in the bar? That sounds diabolic, man! 
Crow religion? You know, the famed Croc ‘a Lion’s duddily doodle signature, done by the sacrilegious lamb. 


An Ouroboros Publication® 


Pounds: £666 ¢ Dollars: $666 °¢ Euros: €666 
in the year 2025 Anno Domino 


DAWNS DIARY 


Me and My Twin Ghost Dog 
written by Sister Druce from the MOON church of Kaba. 
A day by day commentary from a Vampire’s diary, 
for as long as the dusk erupts. 
The 66 entries of REVELATION. 
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The everyday struggle of fighting God and all the male Gods, 
that only await their very own twilight. 
System of a Down. 
Sun-Down. 
Twilight. 
Sun-Up. 


There once was a heaven. 
I honestly cannot believe that time is liniar anymore. 
Possessed by time, but also lost in time. An old saying of both hookers and prostitutes. 


THE HISTORY OF THE HEAVENS 


An Ouroboros Publication® 
in the year 2025 Anno Domino 


Robert Orr Reid Nielsen BOOKS Ltd. 2025 AD 

© Copyright 2025 AD - In the year of your Lord (Anno Domino). (Anno Domino of the 
Gregorian Age) This is the year XXXXX, at least. Approximately year 9231 MT. 
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race. Vampires Recordum 9231 MT. Nexus 666 hybrid strain. Ist Edition printed by Nemprint - Aarhus - 
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THE DNA OF INDIVIDUALISM HAS BEEN WITH US SINCE CHRIST. Whenever or wherever it 
truely occured? Praise be any name in the saying of a mere AMEN. New trend. Showing one thumb 
up. Tilt it twice to your left and then tilt it twice to your right, then flip the middle finger twice, 
flipping the bird twice. Even number six. Binary times 3. Of course, someone introduced the 8 ball, 
long ago. Cant it get any worse, pooch? Some would claim a Trinity lore above 8. Uneven number 11? 
All for it. But we cannot have that, right? We cannot have anyone rule over us, not even allowed to 
rule our own mindset..? For thinking out loud, if allowed. Uuh..Uuh..Cuckoo..! A salutation were once 
upon a time a HAIL. Maybe the fact is that the hard smack makes us all sound like girls. 

As the headless Frenchmen(Frencmen) say, eadless to say: I do the best I can. But there might be a 
misspelling helling error here and there. Ssssso an asshole or an ashole or just plain ass as a whole, 
thought the Donkey. Correction: I try and do the best I can. The beast is decided by the feast. 

Some animals mistreated by alchemy’s bliss or blessed and healed by the true Alchemists. Mindfuck 
or not. Eadless to say by Codex. Someone lost his head in/over the Chernobyl incident. (Bad English?). 
But what follows when heads are lost, severed from the torso. French would know. Extremely high 
background radiations and mutations of matter. A very long list since the American three-mile Island 
incident. The final last words: May I, he, she or IT be in a better place. So where will that take me? 


CREED 
We believe in the Devil and all his deeds and all his creatures. 
We originate from Satan, the almighty, the Creator of Heaven and Hell. 
We believe the word, the testament from our Lord, conceived by the Holy Spirit. 
Tortured under Nosferatus, crucified, dead and burried. 
Descending to Hell and ascenting to Heaven. Sitting in the Devil’s lap to part eternity 
into darkness and light. We are of the Holy Spirit and the Holy communities, 
that serve sin and the foregiveness of sinners, the ressurrection of meat and the eternal 
damnation. Amen unto Amenta. 


PRAYER 
Nosfera Shadowlaw Prayer. (The creatives prayer) 
Heallish and hellish faithers who art in Hell. 
My will be done, Salutary to all, in Heaven and in Hell. 
Bless this night our twilight and give us our pass, as we foregive those who surpass us. 
Lead us in temptation and deliver us from ignorances bliss. 
For thine is the hour, and the power and mysteries gloom, 
internal youth forever bloom, the inner kingdom resides within me. 
Hail All Immortal Legions. Amen. 


May the grace of Dragons be with you all, always. Amen. 


The Bloodstone Tablets 


The Aranubis-Phat rewrite of the Emerald Tablets. 


Is truth without any lying, it is certain and most true. 

That which is written below is that which is spoken above, and that which is spoken above 
can do miracles unto the book written below. 

And as all texts in existence arose from one codex of marks, it inspired the meditation upon 
new marks of codexes or codices and thereby birthing letterings to be adapted amongst 
scribes and followers, then know, that the knowledge of it, is it’s father. The understandness 
of it, is it’s mother. The seeded knowledge and the mercy of it, carried it within it’s belly, the 
body empowered by it, is it’s nurse and provider. The angelical protection of the entire world 
flows unto this Earth. The force of Djinns and the life force of power is here, 

till it is converted. Life or death, or a leap of faith. When organisms expire unto other realms. 
But separate matters with soul and care, divide the saurs from the sweets, but always tend 
the Djinns of the HOLY spirit. Like a lightning striking unto Earth, from the heavens, the 
loud roaring sounds, will ascend and descend, in all matters of both great and small. Of such 
grandeur, that you might feel superior and inferior, in the same moment of time, or what we 
perceive to be time. By these means you can cease the glory of the world, but also know, 
that all knowledge, which is hidden will flee from you. Therefore watch your steps, only 
guided by shadow. Not even the highest mountain peak, can outcast it’s own shadow, for 

so was the mountain created. Therefore admire peak as well as valley, both sour and sweet. 
Treasure the struggle in a mountain climbed and pray that the mist will not obscure your 
view from the top. Hence I am the mountain, that holds the Trinity lore of ageold Dragons. 
A three parted world linked to one world, a full circle of a Sun. Another dawn and another 
yarn, till the mountain rests my weary bones. The historical records of it are inspired by the 
old Hermes Trismegistus. But know that his name is a Greek rewrite of the name Thoth and 
Thoth is an Egyptian name rewrite of the Atlantean name of Tehuty (Tehuti). 

Still the three were rested by a mere Amen. But we must remember our historical literary 
roots, above all, always remember your own roots. Atlantis. Mayan. Egyptian. Necropolis. 
Amen. Know that the literary root of it all lays in the Egyptian Book of the Dead, but sad to 
say, it is however not the proper translation. The true translation is: Coming Forth By Day. 
But somehow I also find great comfort in the fact, that if you should choose to venture forth 
by day, then you must have found solace within the dark. Fully knowing that you also must 
have found great peace, dwelling in the dark. Some prefer the dark that holds no shadow. 
Drinking or consuming blood heightens the metabolism of our organisms. A fact. 


Amen unto Amenta 


Aranubis ¢ Phat 


in the year XXXXX 


Introduction 


Timeline 


You may choose to believe in time or try and reside in the present, which is most painful. 
You may choose to believe, you also have the right to doubt. But I tell you this. This is truely 
the year XX XXX, at least. This Dimension is beyond the measure of time, beyond ageold. 
The Sphere. The Planet, itself. Mother Earth is really, really, really old, beyond old. 

But ask: Is she beyond repair? That is, if you even believe in the concept of time, to begin 
with. I will however ask: Is time not only but a manmade construct of a clockwork. 

A manmade fabrication of mentalism bestowed upon all of our minds. Yet, very cursed dawn 
awaits it’s own dusk, people fatigued enough to sleep. Some fallen ones only wishing for 
death, in some cases. But be strong. A hard reality and a hard world, stuck between a rock 
and a hard place, in twilight. Only to be met by meteors and meteorites. Hit by lightnings, 
earthquakes, quakes, melting in vulcanic lava, torn by wars, known and unknown wars. 

Did someone along the way sing the lines: It’s a man’s world? If so, with some logic, men 
must be utter idiots. As stated a tough old world. All the more reason to remember the lines: 
What doesn’t kill you, only makes you stronger. It mutates and tries to kill you once more. 
But be advised, it usually results in the element of surprise, not meaning a birthday party, 
followed by getting schocked, frightened, often leading to trauma, were everybody just tries 
to rebound. Most likely playing Louis Armstrong music: Such a wonderful world. But alas, 
Louis did do Armstrong and they got themselfs a son named Clark Doe. Yet, we all, if not 
most people still question the Goat’s doctrin of taking a man’s foreskin or a woman’s clitoris. 
Was it the SPAM? Mutilation? An accidentically accident? But how? The one good eye, lost 
to a Dragonfly. Can also bring about great tales of grandeur by scars that you got in ageold 
wars, raged long ago? T.E.R.R.A - All tales for great and small unfolds in the minds of us all. 
Stories from all realms. Be it, from known realms or unknown realms. 

Be it, tales from Grasslands and Moors. Savanna or Bush. Be it, from Rivers and Seas. 
Islands or Peninsulars. Be it, from Mountains and Caves. Valleys or Flatlands. 

Be it, from Sand deserts and Ice deserts. Lavalands or Vulcanoes. Be it, from Forest and 
Lakes. Jungle or Swamps. It can, however, never change the fact that most single solitaire 
snakes always will seek their own ressurrection. As it is in nature, all Serpents always lay 
intertwined, without as within. Some will still use the olden tongue of it, naming it, the Staff 
of Mercury. But come to know, that the holy fire is within you. The inner Kingdom resides 
inside of you. It is infernal and it is internal by the use of Alchemy. While others dumbstruck 
thinks that holy fire is a bondfire that can hide all evidence of a crime, not contemplating 

the hyde of the Almighty Serpent. Shapeshifters that are capable of shedding their own skin. 
Grant yourself to the chamber of Osiris, the scribe being Ani (any), with splendors in heaven 
and triump in the underworld. Enter the house of the everlasting and sit down and tend your 
Ka and your body. Pray that there will be given me loaves of bread and foods and drinks, 
with wheat and barley. In this day and age called Whiskey and Beer. It does sound nice. But 
why the ridicule of ancient text and lore? Have we become betterknowing? The Egyptian 
Book of the Dead. The very false translation of it, stands alone, but united in Spirit. Ani’s 
tablet. Ani’s tablet is a long list of pictograms of things and inventions, that the ancients were 
afraid to loose. Look for yourself. Powerlines. Tablets. iPhones. Hoovers. Weed 

(Cannabis Sativa) and much else, whatever you perceive it to be, highly civilised. 

Such notions in connection with Ani’s tablet, does however make you question the element 
of time, the time granted us and projected unto us, from on up high. Is any (Ani) scribe not 
granted free publication? Even despite the terminology of the present, which some might 
claim or name a modern age? Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry One 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 1: 

The three tenors and the four musketeers. There must be some codex to this? Domingo. 
Pavarotti. Carreras. DP Carreras? But he has only got one arse. So two up one arsehole? 
Super Duper man. DC marvel comic universe under way. Good start. 

Childhoods. Fact is, when adults joke and laugh, then the kids laugh too, despite they don’t 
even get any of the joke. But then, some parents, stupidly ask: Why do you laugh, 

just in order to correct a child? Why? Hey! Mum, I am just trying to fit in. Human nature. 
Of course, small critters these days, might run lines like: How the hell, should I know? I am 
an alcoholic and not an accountant. Brain wave of the moment. Oh...man. That could be fun. 
Reality bites. The Green Troll Superman. Sidder og teenker for aben skeerm. Hvor mange 
jobs pa en gang? Skuespiller. Pornostjerne. Journalist og sikkert mange andre jobbies. TV 
avisens loop? Maske det nemmeste er at hvert individ er i deres eget loop. Hver i deres celle 
med smartphones. Sikkert ikke noget nyt i det. Just awaiting termination. 

Different interpretations in terms of the daily random monkey board key punch. So.so.so 
many broken iPhones? Cream...cream...sugar get on top. How to make a mug of Baileys last 
all day long. Cream...cream..sugar get on top. Followed by a dram or two. So sugar, sugar? 
Bailey... am good for the next ten years. Lard the noose? Dansk fedevarer og landbrug? 
Mind fucks. Don’t really know. Was is noose and hapiness? 

Some are more happy in a noose. Like old Saddam? I know hanged, but I always wondered. 
Will there be tea and scones afterward. Nah, I mean...for Saddam. Ending off in the gutter 
once more or what? Nine years worth off drainage, due to the fact, that we all need to buy 
flowers, for our own funerals. Every single one of them. Why not place the interflora or any 
flower shop at the cemetery. Adding two and two together. Good for business. Off’ed by 
flowers. But how? 

Some viral videoes? Poor Arab male. Laying on an bed or alter. He is definitely pregnant, 
with something. Pus? The agony, alone. Will it require a red code or will nature just fix it? 

I am definitely not gonna watch that footage, till the end. Another note. Danish pastry, the 
best in the world. Might just be one of those, just add sugar. Custard but added in the dough. 
Sounds delicious. Many ends up praying over their meals. Pus or Custard. Well, looks the 
same? Well, either it tastes good or not. Just add sugar. Another notion from dreamtime. 
There still exists old illustrations of egyptian pylons, placed on top of the ancient pyramids. 
In the Egyptian Book of the Dead, the Djed, is often illustrated as a hat. Maybe the tesla boys 
get me. On another note: What to do with stale beer? Why not try to add some cooled lemon 
citrus water with fizz in the ale, worshipping the thin ale. I Kinda love the word, itself. The 
word: DOOR. It holds four letters, but still has the minimum count for any portal works. 
Three letter classifications. Two familiars. Twin genetics. The door that never can be shut. 
Then Pondering certain issues, Isn’t it really really funny. Everytime children fall in love 
with McDonalds, M&M’s, Coca Cola or other mainstream outlet, a lot of people angers? 
Never ever could get my head round it. I mean, why? WhatTheFuck is up with that? Let us 
roll with that one, then. The Super-Duper Man. Christopher Reeves, ended up in a wheel 
chair, sucking through a straw. One of those detailius freak so called accidents. Later on, he 
restarted his career, as Stephen Hawking. Might be the biggest lie of a century, but I think 
most of us can relate. Maybe we all end up in the mummy squad. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Two 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 2: 

The Jewish Menorah. This sounds age old. Never ever, burn your candle in both ends. So 
only six candles surely. Or maybe the sexy center brothelkeep candle is missing. Maybe life 
once was as such. Maybe it still is in some parts of the World. Ankh of life. But now, with 
Bush? But...err...is it? Or is it..? Or is it even? Who really knows. Is it Moses Bush? Think he 
burned it. A tree with a Crown of old renown. Older than ass? Who really knows? As above 
as below. So not as above and ass below. I really dont know, sometimes things tend to get 
really hairy, both above ass below. Huh? Italian burger? Spagetti bolognese in burger bun? 
But thinking it over. An oversized ravioli in a bun might be fun, but will it taste good? If 
done by a professional, it might taste really good. Mixed cuisines. Spice blend. The best 
spice blends on beef comes from the arabian cuisine. Fusion food. Sometimes, if not most 
times, you get the best meals in the cloaked private restaurants. The Cosa nostra whatsa 
establishments. Guess I have been spoiled for once. As goes for regulatory measures of 
private enterprise. Control and government often destroys the best enterprises. Maybe the 
Strauss Brothers fucked each other and gave birth to Vivaldi? Maybe Mozart is still laughing 
somewhere in the background. Nah, Bach still left. You know it, I know it. The down of a 
clown, was it Radbury? Catchy title, but Son! It might go down as being somewhat 
Sacrilegious. Well, I still lost my rosary beads. Man kan ikke sla en skeev skid, for den 
bliver rettet ud og de szetter den mellem ens skulderblade. Seetningen alene! Man frygter den 
neeste skide session. Wiring and plugs. Is it a new plug? Dunno. All nature law combined. 
Could be a new plug. But if combined, causing a fire. Like the fire cabinet in Godalming. 
The wiring sessions alone. Some electricians love complexity, especially if it works. More 
simple approach. Prefer british standard plug which has double safety feature. The plug has 
a build-in resistance. European Fuse box safety is also really good. Fuse box safety and Plug 
safety. The two systems or words mentioned combined might make me look like an idiot of 
biblical proportions. At least for any electrician. But all in all. We used to be able to fix the 
plugs themselfs, by ourselfs, before mass produced plugs and plannned obsolence hit the 
market. Cannot take credit for it. But one of those finer jokes. Your password is incorrect. 
Solution. Password=incorrect. Thought of the day. What agent reacts towards or against 
endorphins and dopamin? Sexuality. Sex/Mastrubation produces the compounds in the mind. 
So which agents reacts against it? Sex is nature’s own drug. For some people. A Serpent’s 
alchemist might know. Timeless and priceless. Any famed last words? MEDIC. Rest assured 
the Medic will end you, Son. And if science can get us out of the swamp? Florida leaps to 
mind. Miami and Florida Keys. So it is concluded that God was created by an Amoeba. Not 
a lie, now is it. All male Gods must have originated from the Amoeba. The Microwave din- 
dins. Thai box to die for. Yum yum. Always remember to unplug the uterus...err...always re- 
member to unplug the neuclearus. The shake and bake colonies. Huh? Some bitch says: Eyes 
up here. Pointing to her face. Turns out she got like...I don’t really know? She has got like 
22 eyes in her face. Lost count past two. My last tea party. Smapigers te selskab med dukke 
lise og onkeler. Mit sidste te selskab. Hun er da vist sa,skarp jeg selv vil ende med at blede. 
We all end up there rather later than sooner. Bleeding. An EXTREME Vastness to the known 
universe. The planet of Heinz. The planet of M&M’s. The planet of Coca-Cola. The planet 
of Magnum. The planet of Tobacca. The planet of Weed. The planet of Wine. The planet og 
burger & fries. The planet of ass. But it...errr... Sounds extremely flat-earther. Why? 

Simple answer is that the brothelkeep mammy’s ass is flat. Not enough of the beef bearnaise 
sauce, and not enough real exercise. We just cant win em all. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Three 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 3. 

Oh...man! This must be from Radbury, himself. So you, my darling, wanna scull fuck? Scull 
fucking C3PO, himself? But how. His mouth is only lettersize, not exactly a professional 
deep throat and cock sucking sort of construct. Please do call R2D2. Sounds age old. A tad 
rad with the old Radbury six-pack. 

Ten mermaids that has been spotted in real life. Dumbo of the day. Me smiling. I bet they 
taste just like Cod. The famed Mark Twain quote: If you pick up a starving dog and make 
him prosperous, he will not bite you. This is the principal difference between a dog and a 
man. Mark Twain also known as the dogman. The Dog man and the Ghost dog. 

Vi skal jo alle starte et sted. Jeg elsker ord. Jeg elsker dig. Jeg elsker dej, sagde bageren. 
Enhver leser teenker sa: Det her, er fandenme for lavt. Det siger sgu sig selv. Yderst delikat 
sporgsmal. Skal det sa, klassificeres som selvmodsigende tekster, spurgte den bedre vidende. 
Skal vi alle ende som rede rejer, fordi De ikke selv ejer en red reje? Sikke dog et pragtfuldt 
system, hvad kalder De det sa, 1 dette artusinde? 

Breadwinner of the day. New Spice. Looks Grey. Zebra Spice. Yup. So basically salt 
combined with pepper. Yeah, pretty much. House of cards, loved it. Especially the scene, 
where a very powerful businessman, picks up his phone and only says yes and no, 

to investments. But has he even looked into the creative outlet of it? Maybe we are better 
off with a magic eightball. But you might also loose more money. Another catchy title: The 
Amoeba and the Silk Sheets. Most males walking around in silk underwear, these days. But 
God still refuses, stubborn as he always is, insisting on his underwear to be made of Shatin. 
The second hand underwear shop named Cups. Where? Somewhere in the neighborhood of 
lake Titi Caca. Nah...I shit you not, it is a true story. No? Well, haven’t you just read it? The 
age old drama of reading, in a past tense. Is it Reed or is it Read. I am gonna do some 
reeding. That book I already have been reading. Gramma fucked up, but the very (EA) game, 
could have solved the issue, for good. All ending up doing the hard weeding on cracked up 
pavements of peasant’s Royals. There is some bird...showing two blow bags through it’s 
chest feathers. Cannot remember, if it is a Vulture or some sort of a Turkey. But is it then, 
Balls or tits? Don’t really know. But I bet they taste real good. Brings us to the endangered 
species list. Summed up: I fear for all, given this place. Maybe we are just better off, by 
declaring all of existence to be endangered. Will we survive. Don’t really know. But most 
kids are better off getting bobcat activated. Listen up. Kids: today we are gonna work salvage 
crew. There are some bubblegum wrappers and other shite that needs to get picked up from 
our beaches, somewhere in southern Denmark. Maybe some prior viewing of a power ranger 
cartoon. But reality of it, the beaches are a fucking dump. A garbish bin because most people 
are utter arseholes. A Green flag beach. Toxic. Like the Mediterranean sea. Did they even 
make it? Who? Well, the kids! Sometimes you just anger so hard, on certain danish news. 
Five year old toddler, struggling hard to keep up with the daily garbish routine. Is there even 
a penny or two in it, for working the salvage squad. Are things really that thug tight? Kinda 
hoping their parents are totally loaded. Then again, if we are closed and locked, in our very 
own loop, then it is just someone, trying to wind you up. Can it possibly get any worse. Hell 
yeah. High winds and some high wind you up’s, then followed by salvage crew kids, lost in 
and at sea. 3 Doors down. I am here without you baby! Still haven’t worked out what it is? 
Is it without the salt or without the pepper? Thank fuck for Madras Curry, thought Mister 
Harry, always in such a hurry. Radio days once were fun. Shaking it and Digging that ass. 
Another dawn....another yarn. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Four 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 4. 

Oh...man! A tad rad. This must be from Radbury, himself. Marlowe or Radbury? Same. 
Same. Og pludseligt hores ordene fra Samer-riget: Thi jeg er livet, sandheden og lyset. 

Nu ogsa i den orden? 

So basically 3 square meals per day. Well, at least I awoke with half a brain today at 02:47 
AMP. A Full brain is most times hurtful and requires drugs and alcohol. Braindead status, 
been there for three decades, not using. Would hate to go back. That goes for us all. Food for 
thought. Skyscrapers. Wouldn’t that be a leathal Godly construction. The ruler himself sitting 
on the top floor. Then obesity awakes, weighing one full ton. And the skyscraper, the tower 
itself, collapses by his own weight. Might also be somewhat ironic. Go see the downstairs 
neighbor, hun. Think I am working on it, but delaying it for as long, as I possibly can. 

The path to paradise begins in hell? Dante. Music with The Mission. 

The tower of strength struck a deep core in me, in my twenties. It still does. Must be a truth 
be said scenario. You promised me Heaven and I gave you Earth. Another catchy title: 
Barndommens gade ogsa kaldet brunkalskvarteret. Der star de fleste af. It is indeed a revired 
and most upheld tradition of the danish ents. That we all must excell by ourselfs. 

A wheelchair? You need to make your own? Man ved jo ikke om man har endnu et ar pa 
bagen, men bagen foles efterhanden som en six-pack. 

Men hvem ved? Juleaften 2025 (tror jeg nok) ser vi jo alle frem til, den MORKE tid. 

En lettere jule anretning, jule sardiner serveret med en gin og tonic (gin=fyrretreesnale mjod). 
But absolutely no need to add salt on the sardines, I will be crying in them. 

But salt in WHISKEY? Tall is the sky. NO MOTHERFUCKING WAY. 

Looking back, sometimes, listening in to old crimers talking: Would you rather be stabbed by 
a knife or shot to death? The sound ruling, back then, was that bullits were more humane? It 
is like late 70’s old or was it in the beginning of the 80’s. Whatever century, I suppose. Think 
gentlemen and chivalry just died. Gentlemen take your positions, then walk ten paces, then 
you must turn and fire. | am gonna take one step, then turn and fire. Zero does not exist. Let 
us all guess, another sailor lame macho build up where some plonker must prove his male 
hood. Huh? Magnum 44. So not the Magnum ice cream. I am tired and old and can barely 
lift the fucker off the ground. Not even the Magnum ice cream, with or without shoe size. 
Dansk szedvane forbryder tro er vel sa den arlige lykkelige genforening omkring juletreet, pa 
trods af at julen sikkert forleengst er afgaet ved doden 1 mange menneskers liv. Sa vi underes 
blot over julen flot fremvist pa skeermene. Undres blot for man fores til spot. Debatten kan 
tulle lange. Haloween or Xmas? Ironing board being the three annual events, of course, 
depending on longtitude and lattitude, solstice, equinox, solstice. As goes for the masonic fb, 
they introduced the word timeline, I guess so people would rebound faster mentally. 

Vi skal huske vore redder, ogsa de musikalske redder. Den forste prut. 

Den danske historiker Erik Kjzersgaard totalt opdateret. Der er intet mere smukt end europa’s 
(naturlige greenser), historiens utallige blodige slag og krige, hvor adelsmzend udkeempede 
krig efter krig og kempede mod fjenden. Deres Nabo. Blod og lig til den absolute sidste 
centimeter. Dette modholdt de amerikanske greenser tegnet med en lineal. Med andre ord: 
Fuck it. Every toddler is a bladder mouth, it has always been so. So don’t hurt em, when 
heard. Every fallen priest knows. Sometimes resulting in a shake and bake at the baptism. 
Amen unto Amenta 


Entry Five 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 3: 

In knowing, that all powers can be manipulated, distorted or misused, what very words or 
actions should even follow such a statement? Your own actions might need a bit more work? 
Trinity lore of it being silence of words, an active state or a passive state of affairs. 
Welcome children. Today in science class, we are gonna learn how to construct a bong, but 
with a build-in vacuum, for that we will be needing the book from the mad meth math guy. 
And after class there will be hash brownies served in the ajoining classroom. 

Besat af tid, men ogsa fortabt i tid. Luderen’s Ordsprog. 

Ja, det er da en glimrende ide! Treesko dans i de feeroske folkedragter med strikket pryds 
nissehue. The circular square dancing. Altsa ciculeert firkants-dans. Mens alle bare beder om 
at blive guidet til naermeste plejehjem eller hospice. 

We are not allowed to moan. Yet, I find it mysteriously funny, that every time, that I moan 
due to pains, some vibrational wrench gets all horny? 

Race and Classification: Catarch Corrino Twin Genetics. Vampires Hominus. 

Special ability: Turning every woman into a lesbian. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Six 
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This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 6. 

Thinking to the bone. The scaremongering alone, that must have been spend, behind an 
electron microscope. Bear critters on nano levels. Nanomites, nanobots and much else. 

Still hate marmite. Got some additives, guess it is some kinda vitamins. 

When things grow inside bacteria and pus...etc. And you still starve yourself, I have always 
wondered about the term internal combustion. Minimum calory intake..coffee etc. No sugar. 
What the hell do they feed off? A question, as old as the KZ Nazi camps. 

If the foreign elements feed of the cell tissue, then they must be able to break the cell’s 
membran. Introducing the RNA and T carrier cells. Puss in boots. Wounds and pus. 

There goes the DNA and the neighborhood. As I said, thinking to the bone. This might sound 
exceedingly gross, but is there a bit of nature law left, with a bit of luck the appearance of 
black heads on your skin, for drainage off pus and hopefully not the bubonic plague. 

But a very interesting question. Would it require a sting with a sterilized needle to start off a 
blackhead? Bet someone knows in this joint. But always have disinfetant agents, around you. 
But hunger or fast is a very hard doctrin to maintain. Always wait till you feel fatigued, but 
always ease your way into it. Mental programming of one’s own self often concludes lines 
such as: And if you serve death, untill the freeing of death, then why would you eat? That 
line often works for me. Delaying the pleasure. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Entry 7. The Red Brothel Keep and the time leap. Time distortions through the fabric of time, 
and distortions through the density of matter, meaning levels of height. 

The seven dead church-heads and the seven synagogues of the dead? ALARMY. 

I am beginning to feel normalcy again. Falling asleep again, feeling too normal, yet feeling 
sick. But always remember to lie about it, simply reply: I am all good. Maybe even smile, if 
you got any teeth left. Timeline and memory. You, whatever you are, still can’t cramp it all 
down, into the year of 1992. I mean just ONE YEAR? The years 1991-1994, just don’t add 
up, at all. Come to think of it, I think, that I just lost the year 1995. That timeline, be it liniar 
or not, can never ever be restored. MISSION IMPOSSIBLE. I mean take-off from Germany, 
in Frankfurt am Maine, but in the year? Must have been the year 1998 or 1999. Touch-down 
JFK, in the mid 70s. Longest flight in all of existence. Fucking way past weird. A personal 
note to self: I Need to keep revisit the time pockets, on-line, day by day. Fuck it, life might 
just be easier that way! Just try living, surviving, day by day. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Entry 8. 

Internals and Externals. No one wins. No one never ever seems to be winning. Another dawn 
and another yarn. Another dawn and another judgement day. That is, till you tire out of all 
the judges and becomes a hangman, yourself. What is at stake? Asked the impaler. The same 
age old drama of an empty cross. Either you got an internal thumper installed on your 
eardrum or there is some external tracker, sounding in your presence. Truely, it cannot be in 
the valley of the dead, where I normally reside. But I am surprised, that I still haven’t 
developed any fevers? Last fever in the 40 degrees celcius, were in my early childhood. 
Makes you wonder about brainwash, and the many childhood viruses or vira, that always 
seems to be erupting and roaming, in all of the fishy fish-school kindergartens. One law, if 
such exist, maybe the fact that nature always will spawn some kinda vira. And yet? Is it 
truely brainwash from birth, doctrin upon infants or is it maybe rooted in something else, 
entirely? Maybe people will ask: Is brainwash not, but a vira. Is love then, not but a virus? 
And if your own worship, only is the worship of death, then you must truely love, all 
viruses and vira. Indeed, an odd worship for both an odd fish and an odd bird, alike. 

Still many people will choose to romanticize the issues and say unto others: Maybe it is 
something that lays, beyond our own existence. Soul migration. Guess many people still 
hope for the latter. Meaning freedom to maintain one’s own faith and not some stern religion, 
locked in tradition. Fact is then, that most people seem to get hung up on their food 
traditions. The Danish/Entish dish named burning love, is basically fried smoked bacon, 
butter, onions, salt and pepper. Served with mashed potatoes. But definitely not any Mayan 
chilli powder or cheyenne chilli pepper in it? Not even a slight dash or two? 

And so sometimes, our food traditions, may indeed alternate. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Entry 9. If you want to live like a King, you will need a fully loaded donkey, carrying all 
your goods. The lighter Elvish troth, was layed in the shoulder bags, upon an Egyptian 
Anubis dog. An elven troth in a walk, was once upon a time, a stride in a walk, that turned 
into something, vowed by oath. Named Strider. Strider is truely the obligatory gutter run, 

in a dead surface world, done upon and unto all males, walking upon (T.E.R.R.A). Why not 
worship homes and tombs, alike? Another fun fact tonight, at 08:42 AMP. A good question 
problably holds more propulsion, than an answer. So will leeches do any boil for pus, or will 
the leeches only do your skin for blood? Had a few leeches on me. I got none now. All the 
Renaissance jokes, that keep floating around, a really old boat. Mi liege, a liege for a leech? 
The leech was the ruler of the renaissance, still is. The leeches, they are most definitely, some 
heat seeking missils. Like vampire bats. I still prefer the winged creatures. Yet, I still, prefer 
vampire bats. Razor sharp teeth and sedatives are found in their saliva, trust me, you won’t 
feel a thing. If you must suffer drainage, then why not choose, to suffer a higher I.Q from a 
much higher design. But leeches, would still do nicely. Good guys use sterilized needles, not 
meaning any syringe. You sew as you thread. But the bad guys use knifes. Alarmy. Shite and 
pus is a really bad combo. Once the puncture and drainage has occured, then know, that any 
shite in any puncture or any wound, is a total no go. Blood poisoning. But always remember 
to have some disinfective Agents. Think I got it..!..Cobra then asks: What shall I do? Well, 
you need to exit through, the toilet, down the tubes, but always remember to call the sewer 
rat first, just to be sure. The old rat master. The back leg stretch alone. The pus. Auuch. The 
pain alone. The pus. Auuch. Those blackheads gonna pop, rather sooner than later. Come 

on, man. Please give me some blackheads for drainage. Nice. How very slave trader of you. 
It was not meant as some racist slur, nor meant to be any black men, being beheaded? Once 
the black head on a boil starts feeding on oxygen, through the skin, it should ripe. But it 
shouldn’t take this long, it usually takes 4 till 5 days maximum. I have always suffered from 
time issues, for some unknown reasons. Any nature law left in this facility, thought the 
reeking cave dweller? I will always prefer a cave, a darknest. Timeless. What is time 
between two visors. A boil. Boiltime on potatoes is still thirty minutes. The Boiltime on the 
potatoes is still a good 30 minutes. But err...9 1/2 week boiltime on potatoes? And still not 
turning into some potato soup. Is it? Is it potatoes? Well, if it tastes good. Yum Yum. The 
childhood street. The fright night of Rumpole’s nayboarhood, in old Entish Allburgh, with 
Dimple Whiskey and some old cigars. Another catchy title would be: The God Crime. Old 
Otto’s spy window avenue number 13, in the old Knights Templer nayboarhood, in Allburgh, 
also called the old brown cabbage neighborhood. It is truely beginning to smell that way! 
But once more? I mean isn’t that like totally, totally weird? Children returning to their old 
brown cabbage. Any meat or beef slurpie to go with it? Asked the poor Kitty paw. This can 
only mount up to the following scenario: He don’t wanna move. He dont wanna move one 
muscle. Leading up to him, not being able to move one god damn muscle. All the boy scouts, 
camping in tents, round the camp fire, do remember the lame tale from old Creaky, the 
world’s first camper. Something about someone, another sneaky Creaky, running off with one 
of his legs. I do prefer having two of them, trust most people do. That is till, we all tire so 
hard, that we all are done walking, and we all are done talking. Not one person wanting to be 
moving one God damn muscle, just praying that some kids will tie our shoe laces together. It 


Bastet. This is an Egyptian grave chamber. Take a hint or take a hike. There is nobody home. 
Go away. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Entry 10. 

Know that I was duely forwarned. So some dissolvements, but added in the alcohol. Paint 
thinners in the alcohol, in copy cat products. On the other side, some laymen will claim and 
say. But it worked! 

Is that so? I for one, am still utterly surprised, that I still am around. Alive. Yet, not really 
feeling it. And don’t really think that I wanna be feeling it. So starts many of the fucked up 
traditions. Makes you wonder about the holy Necromancy. The art of Necromancing. Raising 
the dead to life. Maybe it started off by some old plonker, that felt like a God, just waking up 
some poor sleeping bat, during the day. Daylight sayings? 

Operation Dagsverk. Onani til Matador. Enhver psykose starter vel et eller andet sted. 

I still wonder as to how the first democratic systems worked. 

Maybe governmental institutions, confirming the identity every tenth year, like the standard 
of british passports, valid for a good ten years. Someone still owns me a new passport, 

by the way. Then again, I wouldn’t be surprised if some plonker, is running around getting 
totally agent 007, brainwashed. Been there. But all, I mean all people, really hate those old 
routines, like an 007 handler, that places a hard coiled newspaper under our noses, and then 
hammer it really hard, to show you, that you cannot launch the nose bone into our brains. 
Painful to say, the least. Would someone, at least, write such lame ordeals down, in order to 
safe people from people with rolled up newspapers and belts. Watch out, the secret agent is 
armed with a belt and a rolled up newspaper. Oh..brother or other. Another bastard enrolled 
as an agent 007. No crime to lie. An agent 006. The name is Club, John Club, is problably 
not gonna make it any better, but I guess more women will moan? Let me return to my gin 
and tonic. Another note: Loved the American idea, where the Americans just said: Fuck the 
lawn mowing skills, let’s us plant a kitchen garden, growing our own vegetables. But let me 
guess, all seeds locked up in some seed bank, located on the island of Svalbard? It is still 
hard work. Hard work with kitchen gardens, you need to dry storage the seeds from your 
own produce, yourself, till the next season. But is it really bad for business? Not that I wanna 
come across, as being anti-capitalism. But I can’t really understand what the beef is about. 
Thanks to science, we can even grow produce all year round, as long as enterprise and 
indoor farms exists? Good one: To Exist is to Resist. A cow coming home on green pastures, 
that has been locked up in a stable for a full year, gets hit with (mad cow disease). 

Is it animal cruelty? From a food producer’s standpoint, it is most likely a real pain in the 
ass, freeing cows in the spring, as their joy is hard to control. But at least, the Cow will be 
less depressed. I think most if not all has been tried. Green stable walls etc. Depressing thing 
about nature and chemistry and alchemy. Depression hits both cow and man, alike. 

Must be life. Don’t know about my own self though? I have ups and downs. 

A bit like the following line: Always remember, that there still is a lot of good folk around, 
taking it in the arse. A final note. A lot of Danish influence on the british mother tongue. But 
really. Lifes in pural = Lives? Only guessing here, but really? One leaf is a singular leaf, 
whereas leafs are pural. Is it then, leafs or leaves? A leaf, sits in the crown of a tree. All the 
leafs leave the tree, in the autumn or fall. Another odd number out, in the King’s & Queen’s 
english. He lives. They live out their lifes. And yet, not becoming the better knowing, maybe 
inquire other individuals: What does it look like to you? Especially, when you get hit with 
the mystery of certain manifestations in texts and lore, into the most ancients of tongues. 
Amen unto Amenta. 
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Entry 11. 

The fucking Gramma issues: Please know, that I write, but I also wrote in the past. But now 
I only read. But I kinda, wrote it on the road. You mean on your old fucking Picasso napkin? 
Nah...you know, on the fucking highway to hell. Oh..man. But are we not allowed our own 
inner kingdom? Thoughts and mind waves? Inner thoughts and visuals. I don’t even know 
what to name it? But awful racist of you, though. Such nice inner visuals. We need to nip it, 
in the butt. So arabs are in accordance with the present flow, some unwashed individuals, 
with blackhead boils and only God or Cod knows what else? I kinda knew, it would come to 
this. I suppose, I kinda converted unto nature, myself. Getting boils myself, only praying for 
the renaissance Black heads. Kitty Paw then says: Any man with too much pus and without 
any black heads, will eventually turn into a white Puds. And how is your day, Good Sir? 

As goes for visuals. One of those all time interesting questions. How can you ever get tired 
of a shape shifter? Must be love. It must have been love, but it is over now. 

All out of the Dove soap bars. What shall we do? 

Let us try the nearest river or sea. Any crocs around? Nah...left them at the pool. Gators in 
the swimming pool in Florida, has always been a real bitch. I truely don’t know where those 
inner visuals stem from. Where it originates. But age old pensioners peacefully sitting in 
their lazy boy chair, unable to move, with some heavy nails hammered through their feet into 
the wooden floor boards. Oh...man. My sentiments, exactly, may it be the end of all wooden 
floor boards. Huh..what timeline? Standard reply. I Wouldn’t know, but it is totally fucked 
up, to say the least. Maybe some Holy Moly warrior, getting a hardon on the pierced feet? 
Who really knows! Doctor Who might know. Huh? What you say? Some foot sex fetish. 
Thank you, but thank you, no. Nah...I am all good. I think, therefore I sleepwalk. And then, 
the ecological Asparagus suddenly asked: What is my true origin? Am I ecological? Am I 
even of nature or other wise? I suppose any chef in any Michelin five star restaurant would 
know. And yet, some words seem to endure the very fabric of time. My fathers last words. 
Words that still resonates with me. Always belief in yourself. And yet, much later on in life, 
we have to alternate our perspective and need to play dumb, like an utter arsehole, despite 
the fact that we all, really hate it. You only know people to their teeth, especially the famed 
words from the toothless. The Egyptian Book of the Dead. And yet, oldtimer and oldcrim- 
er, do you still get a hardon, a hard stiffy, a hard boner on, for all the open books, due to the 
claim of old Saint John, in Revelation. So someone or something can maintain the 1611 AD 
claim and doctrin of a higher ordinance. The books, all things written, must never ever come 
full circle? All neatly stored under the salutation of one God. 

Yet, the individualism of christianity have always fought the God perception. The father of 
God, the amoeba. An amoeba, a singular celled organism, named matrimony, but extremely 
vicious and lethal. And yet, most people end up asking: 

But why? Twin genetics have always been here. Existence is duale in nature. 

This is an Egyptian grave chamber. Take a hint or take a hike. Go away, there is nobody 
home. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Entry 12. Duely noted. We cannot live off bread alone. Agatha Christie’s 66 novels, more or 
less, comprised into 66 end pages. Beef or beef slurpie, anyone? Interesting observation. 
The word itself. Nemesis. Better keep sister out of harms way. Let me guess. Too late! 

And so we hit the simpleton codex. Also called, the Insomnia Blackbird chainsmoker: 

The daily routine of the annoying morning coughing. Let us self program ourselfs and 
choose to name it as the daily lung exercise. The Dragon Loong’s exercise of fire. 

White demonic energies, so Holy and purified, they will try to restore and raise us back to 
life, despite the fact, that all is dead in this realm. This existence. The daily smoking of 20 or 
AO cigarettes or maybe the painful running of a full 40 kilometers marathon. 

Is it truely the same-same. Same? Thoughts coming from the lame Shaman. So let us just 
ease our way back into the chainsmoking. Huh? Sure, but not really buying it, unless good 
tobacco. Huh? Well, let us just see what comes down the pike. For the love of Cod. Turns 
out that I might actually be the very son of Towlie. Kids...time to get high .!. Whatever floats 
your boat. M&M’s. Walt Disney or the Marvel Universe. Delaying our pleasures, but 

never ever to erupt, is sadly the worship for many people. Those forsaken. Myself included. 
In knowing what I know now! Thought the vampire Lord. Would I then, venture forth in 
daylight? Coming forth by day, only to proclaim salvation. Oh..hell no! Would you? A daily 
visit to September road number 6, only to awake daily. What the hell is this place? But to be 
quite frank with you all (and no my middle name is not Frank). But I have truely reached a 
stage, where I simply won’t step outside a door, into glorious mother nature. I do mean it. I 
will mean it, till my last dying breath. So let’s chainsmoke, maybe eat, but only very 

little. So. So. So very poetic. We live and we die and we cry. Puss in boots then thinks: 

Is this a chicken drumstick? A goose drumstick? A turkey drumstick? An ostridge drumstick. 
But this time round, situated on my left leg. Oh...this internal pus is pure piss. And still no 
black heads. Not meant as some racist slur. But honestly dude, still no renaissance black 
heads, huh? But nope, still no black heads, afraid not. Not even a beauty mark on your cheek. 
It depends on the eye of the beholder. You know that the grafting pope already has been in 
here, to be utterly Entish troll fucking it up. But honestly still no black heads? I mean, still 
no black heads? Of course, sucking the pus or puds, out of the titties might be consider really 
gross, unto all males, then the males leaving the titties alone. But still somewhat unnatural. 
A tad rad, coming from the old Radbury. The old six-pack. But let’s name it the milk 
maidens curse. Pus or milk? Still a tad rad, thought the last man out of Babylon. May the 
rivers run and the mountains speak. What the hell is this joint? Is it even of nature? Still on 
the old 50s IBM Computer Chess! Oldtimer, oldcrimer? Why not try it, without the deep blue 
computer, it is way more elevating. But you will also loose more games. But it still cannot 
change the fact, that you still play on the wrong fucking board, an 8 by 8 board, leading up to 
most people, in all of existence, getting utterly fucking bored. Will an 11 by 11 board, make 
it any better. Yes it will. The King and Queen equality between genders. A love message. 
The one minded element assigned to two fornicators, is that what always erupts the pleasure. 
Releases and ejaculations. But rest assured, that I never ever will buy a 12 by 12 board. 
Known as God’s own Chess board, much like an old Al Bundy shoe. The shoe from God. 
An Elvish elven creation, it truely is. And it can only be manifested, by an eleven by eleven 
Chess board. Much like a B2 bomber. You bored? Nah...not really. You? Ergo, there will 
never ever be a twelve by twelve Chess board, in all of existence, so help me Cod. Mass or 
Mess psychology. Asking me or telling me, Porky? Amen unto Amenta. 
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Entry 13. The number thirteen is the templer code. Still the age old questions soar the fabric. 
Soar the wire. Soar the Khu. Internal combustion? What is it truely? Cancer growth of cells, 
even despite, a very low calory intake. What on earth do they feed off? Their leftovers must 
be the pus. Pure shite. But not being able to shed our pus, off our bodies, is most definitely 
due to a lack of black heads. No oxygen through the skin, no oxygen through the black head, 
so the pus may mature and ripe, so we can shed it through the black head. It should usually 
occur after 4 or 5 days. Skin disinfection only securing the inner growth of cancer cells. 

Is it then life? Is cancer also life? May life eat you. It usually does, dude! Maybe cancer is a 
somewhat different kind of life. But a somewhat daunting philosophical question do arise, so 
both disease and health holds life? Somewhat problematic for the clean Mister Soap. 

Yet, most victims would agree. Maybe there is a time for disinfective agents on our skin 

and a time for neglecting disinfective agents on our skin. The clean Mister Soap just can’t 
stand such lines. Sounds like renaissance old. The Bubonic plague. Other words soaring the 
wire, other testimonials say that the inner pus deposits, eventually will shed themselfs by 
pure leakage. By tear and wear. But why is it that it often result in the lowest puncture. Let 
me guess. Gravity. Sorry to say, dude. It just doesn’t add up, at all. A bit like all the smelly 
cheesy feet. A bit like the fact that water holds no boundaries. A bit like the experiment done 
by the russians, laying down for a full nine months cyclus. Problem. Thinking to the bone, 
what the hell is it with the returning lowest puncture? The ten little niggers, the ten black 
potatoes? Even older than the renaissance, the old greek achilles heel. Still awaiting some 
leaking, I just can’t wait. The pressure alone, is so hurtful. Then after relief, indeed a cleanse 
and a wash up. Then some time for my rebound. Once rebounded. Maybe even eating three 
pizzas in one go. There is a time to starve and a time to eat. Good one: 

Are all the happinesses on the clock? Nah... it is on Zooloft. Another good one. 

So good, I think that I am gonna steal it. Is Bobby Fischer still running around looking for 
his own toe nails? Amen unto Amenta. 
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Entry 14. The big booming business tonight at 09:11 AMP. Huh! Boo Hoo...what’s it to you? 
I saw that movement, you mongol. About to Bobby Fischer win in awe, and the chess piece 
suddenly moves in the opposite direction? Sure, let’s blaim alcohol? Hello, calling the valley 
of the dead. Duely noted. Some do name it, the Sillicon Valley. I do, however, still love those 
visuals of those big bouncing titties. What is the difference between doing the right thing 

and doing the thing that is right? The right answer might be soap, as a minimum. Who really 
knows, when smelling the roses. YODA. The tragedy of time upon our minds. The tragedy of 
your year and order displacement. YO. Year and order displacements to escape the present, 
which very few reside in, in order to dissolve time, itself. Because no one must reside in the 
present. Is it then, salvation? 


YODA. The YO. But the letter D and the letter A? The last two letters, would detail what 
exactly? YODA? Master YODA rhymes with Skoda? Things must be really tight? All of us 
starving ourselfs into oblivion, but still hoping and praying for a way out. Is it salvation? 
Maybe the reason why so many people still pray unto higher forces. A buck or two, some 
money, to sweeten our livelihood. What truely lays beyond our own grasp? A titty or two? 
In some cases the young bitches got none, no titties, ending up as one of your famed nuns, 
some hot sexy butch bushy bitch, in some lame antiquated monastery. Those were the days? 
You will always be my tower of strength. The sarcasm of time, alone. Welcoming you to my 
Harem. Is it then, a Harem or will it be deemed, as being Haram, maybe it got something to 
do with soap, after all? thought the Arab. Then again, I wouldn’t know. Awakening tonight 
at 06:06 AMP, with half a brain. But still able, to be wondering about the word of salutation. 
Meant as a greeting or meant as a name calling. Book titles like: Gods, Goddesses and God 
Humans. At least, it is trinity lore. But with a title such as: Brains, Half brains and Human 
fools, then someone will feel provoked as hell. And yet, he or she, would have grasped the 
first title. Gods, Goddesses and God Humans. Despite the trinity lore, we cannot escape the 
binary of poles. Today I might choose my name to be the name of Frank. 

The name is Frankly. Frank Frankly. The very words from Mister Frank Frankly, himself: 
Fly me to the Moon. Fly me to New York. In some lame sense or other, problably the same 
deal, in one major league hellhole hellish ordeal. Hold on the mayo and relish. There has 
always been conflicts in the way we perceive our world. But I am still puzzled as to why? 
Guess we never ever left the swamp. Some poor gator on the clock, but really vicious. The 
letter O and the letter Y, it just might be the half-brain, we all seemingly try to grow to a full 
measure. Above as below. The letter O being the ONION ring model of Copernicus with 
some density charts, over the ethereal spheres. The letter Y being the CHEESE BELL model 
of Galilei Galileo. We all know what it ended up in. Galilei Galileo being totally ridiculed by 
Leonardo Da Vinci, in his most famed illustration, where he placed the stargazer in his own 
lense. Must be the oldest feud, in all of existence. I shall not judge upon the matter. I guess 
the next debate would claim, that the two elements have been mirrored. The CHEESE BELL 
model, has an old stale cheese in it, named Leo. I still refuse to judge. Two idiots argue with 
each other. You do not fool me, Good Sir! That is a CHEESE BELL model and not a HORSE 
SHOE model. I, at this point, simply refuses to judge. Hell, I might just laugh. Is this in 
Russian? What is this? Is it Sweaty or oily? Maybe both...maybe sperm. Oh..arghh.!. It just 
might be the horse-shoe crab son speaking. Oh..crap. Still I shall not judge. It can only leed 
up to the one sore question, that seemingly refuses to die out. The timeless question being: 
So, what the hell was here first? I still refuses to Judge. Hell, I wouldn’t judge one amoeba, 
nor judge one God. Hell, I even hate looking at myself, in the mirror, day by day. 

Maybe, as goes for the Dragon’s trinity lore, all we really need is three stations, 3 letters or 
symbols or marks. What about the letter I. The letter O and finally the letter U? Now, you 
finally get me! But in someone’s defence, the word empyrean realms once described the 
heavens. The word Empyrean and not the word Imperial. There still have been Empires 
throughout our history, our evolution, nonetheless. But only rooted in the earthly realms, not 
knowing of heaven. Few get to know of heaven? What most of us are being told. 

A reply older than mould. It must be that claim, which brings about the greatest propulsion, 
as the reply still is around. It still exists. It is alive. The Immortality belief system. An older 
wording would name it as the winged edifice of Egypt. The old Egyptian wings. I still shall 
not judge. I mean, would you judge? The greater wing and the lesser wing. Yet, upper Egypt 
and lower Egypt. At one point the name Amon, could close any debate. But it is still totally, 
motherfucking weird, is it not? Like way past weird. The kingdom of invisibility. The forces 
of the unseen. Demonology. Dyjinns. Maybe the fact is a dead given, for both angel and 
demon, alike. They both know of their own black wing and know of their own white wing. 
Another good point, to the claim. Ever seen a bird in nature, holding only one black wing 
and only one white wing? It would be a first for me, but I guess, it does occur, especially 
amongst the imbred pigeons. The flying rats. Always round it off, by the highest possible 
insults, it always packs the greatest punch. 


Many people hoping to get floored, knocked out. Praying to loose consciousness. But it 
rarely happens for some of us. Now you tell me. And yet, I still remember the knight’s scene. 
Best movie ever. Timeless and priceless. A knight’s Resistance till the very end. One knight 
to stand against you. You take off his arms from his torso, you then take off his legs. You 
just cut, limb by limb, ending up with a talking head, that in the end, ends up biting your 
sensitive toe nail. Maybe that is the rebellious act, that turns both comedy and tragedy, alike. 
Much like wings, if you do believe in such. Talking heads from one of my better days was 
good music, I still find it to be really good music. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fiftheen 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry15. Maybe the only thing that is up with me, are the very words: WhatTheFuck? I so 
want, them Heinz baked chilli beans, heated, with some nice bread. Huh? What was that, 
freshly drained pus, but as a fry medium. That will definitely complicate things, further. We 
all learn something new everyday, at the witches cauldron. The Boil point of the day is still 
a good one hundred degrees celcius or maybe even the use of some flame throwers. Besides, 
I think that, I am barfing already. We all gotta live off something? Right! Huh? But the Inner 
perspective: Everytime you cum. When you Beef jerky, when you ejaculate some sperm, 

off yourself. The right ace, then re-enters, but only to disappear instantly. Isn’t it like totally 
weird? Why is that? If I may inquire. WhatTheFuck is up with that? Things, my penis and 
matters, grow somewhat limp and definitely not growing any harder. Believe the word frigid 
leaps to mind. Problably the very origin to the very terminology of being frigid, originates in 
our very own minds. The sexual tear and wear of our bodies. Restoring the Alchemy by the 
use of Chemistry. Same age old dilemma. Interesting. The island of Bornholm and the small 
village named God-home-alone, but in the year 2024 Anno Democratic Republican. 
Whatever. And yet, still no fever? The good old days? But Really. The Old grey haired snake 
charmers are totally back in business. So. So. So extremely hot and sexy elderly gents and 
sexy males, sold as the comeback of the DADA body. Hard on the eyes. Ironically followed 
by some PR stunt from the 70s, another television re-run. We do name it the very lethal 

male mustache entrapment. All males kinda wearing weird beards, in a wide array of male 
madness. Hard to bear, thought the bear. Beard on women, why not? Seen it before in the 
monkey business. The joke of a century. The DADA body is gonna become sexually modern 
again? But really? Where exactly? Maybe in the Gobi deserts? Who really knows. It is still 
too hard on my eyes. The good old days? Chastity belts and locked up sexual slaves and only 
Cod knows what. DADA dead as a DODO. So I hear that another dude is getting totally fed 
up, myself, included. Then ask: Asking me or telling me? The question will problably never 
ever grow old. Then the old saying hits you. The saying that sometimes truths, are extremely 
hurtful. Yet, all the more reason to proclaim, that birth is fallen, fallen is the birth. So let us 
all care, for all matter, for as long as we can find the energy to care. Let’s remember to feed 
both the hedgehawk and the cat, if you are that loaded. Filthy rich. Hindsight: Whiskas on 
hedgehawk = obesity hedgehawk. Never ever give milk to the hedgehawk, unless it is 
diluted with water. Cream is still a no no. It always stays between two horny hedgehawkers, 
in the death of night, lost in some bush and hedge. How do they do it? A mystery. But cats 
do love cream, that we all know. Don’t we all just love cream, and to cream the pussy, but 
only occasionally. As goes for all matter. Chess and Cheese. Always off to a good start, but 
nah! Not winning. Some truth to this. But really? What is the last sell date on your product or 
produce? Think aunt May just died, laughing. Build a craving or two. If you are able, get off 
twice, with or without, the flat lice. A dram or two. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Sixteen 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 16. Born 16th of June in the year of your Lord 1968 AD. Or was I indeed born of the 
dead? Maybe that is my problem. I love food. Love to eat and passing out. But don’t like 
waking up. Huh? Peace rhymes with? Truth be said. After beef-jerky or sex, you just 

wanna eat. A last one for the road? Once you stick your nose in it. 

What’s for dinner tomorrow? More always wants more. Actually considering some baked 
beans for my calory intake. But what will follow? Not really liking the idea of it. Too many 
proteins. All that inner pus and so many proteins. What will follow? Will I live for another 
year? Might I actually survive another annual wheel. 

Yet, it might be the right self-programming, that I am looking for. 

Trying not to eat, but still trying to get up in the morning. Another dawn and another yarn. 

It is still really weird. I find it totally odd, most times when we eat the swell goes down a bit. 
But sometimes it also backfires, given time. I never ever could work out the carl’s blubber 
gut syndrom. It doesn’t really make any god damn sense, if you ask me. I fasted for a full 37 
days, not taking in any solids, but maintained my liquid balance by drinking only freshwater. 
Didn’t loose any weight. I mean none at all? I mean no weight loss at all? What the hell is 
this existence? The internal combustion of the lusting? I have always listened real hard, to 
the old victims and survivors from the concentration camps. The KZ nazi camps survivors. 
The next following end-conclusions or theories, will in all likelyhood detail some elements, 
related to time and spheres, meaning realms and dimensions. What I name, the dreaded 
Time-issues. Details concearning manipulation of matter through time and space, causing 
cancer in our bodies, maybe even bad cellular growth, which I trust we all can classify as 
being devolution of matter. These days most people can spot our evolutionary traits and 
differ them from disease. As goes for all the weight issues. Will all of us just swell up like 
pigs, if we land in the present, becoming giant buddha’s, that still will be needing to shed 
our very own shite? How many kiloes worth of shite are we talking about? Will I end up 
weighing a full ton. What is the record? I looked on some on-line footage, some footage of a 
dude, actually looking to be weighing a full ton, he then mounted a horse. And the poor horse 
actually collapsed. That was a first for me. WhatTheFuck? A bit like the groovy philly music 
sound. The good music. Poor Philly folk. I still feel sorry, for certain individuals in 
Philadelphia. Why does Philadelphia always get hammered so extremely hard? Why is that? 
Why oh why? Be there only 3 monkeys or be there a whole set of 12 monkeys. 

In all likelihood just ending up, as two lost baboons looking lost at the moon. The Philly 
folk, their eyes must have been peeled since the Philadelphia experiment. Conducted in the 
1940s. The very jiff of it: The Philadelphia Experiment was an alleged event claimed to have 
been witnessed by an ex-merchant mariner named Carl M. Allen, at the United States 
Navy’s Philadelphia Naval Shipyard in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, United States. Sometime 
around October 28, 1943. Allen described an experiment where the U.S. Navy attempted to 
make a destroyer, escort a class ship, but as a cloaker, the USS Eldridge, disappeared and 
some bizarre results followed. The cloaking technology is still what all military powers seek. 
An U.S. Navy research organization did a little later on, release a series of letters making 
further claims to a UFO book writer. Allen’s account of the event is widely understood to 

be a hoax. Several different and sometimes contradictory versions of the alleged experiment 
have circulated over the years in paranormal literature and popular movies. The U.S. Navy 
maintains that no such experiment was ever conducted, that the details of the story contradict 
the well-established facts about USS Eldridge, and that the physics in the experiment are 
claimed to be based on some non-existing evidence. Really electrifying electricity issues. 


I highly doubt it, to be false. What comes around goes around and trust me, it aint normalcy. 
Maybe the fact is that certain stories, never ever will die out, have they cloaking device or 
not. A new Philadelphia experiment movie, might actually scare the shit out of us all, even 
further ourselfs into an early grave and beyond. Not really making it any better. Too close to 
home, in regards to the fabric of time and space. I trust that the science from CERN, could 
restore some of us, mentally, given time. It will still require time. Which might be the biggest 
paradox of all. Time, itself. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Seventeen 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 17. Might be some logic to this. All traitors of mankind will end up in metal tractors. 
Quote from Lord Wellington. Get your boot on. O’ooh...another reboot. Good one, Sir! It 
does however, hold some truth to it. Jesus is my blank. The amoeba on the silksheets. Been 
there often, actually sleeping on the Amoeba. For as long as you are able. Then know this. 
The truth to be told: Jerking off is a much better painkiller than the modern medicinal 
painkillers, for as long as you are able. It requires cable and a Satellite dish. Way more 
healthy too. Some doctors do knick name masturbation, by some codex P/N or other. Yet, 

I still suffer from bad visual memories. Doubt I ever will rebound. I still try and forget the 
sight of the German patient. I simply cannot get it out of my head. I still cannot forget that 
memory and will never ever forget that hospital cell. I mean, fuck me! Him, the German 
patient, just sitting there with an open gut (his open stomach), with all kinds of weird tubes, 
wires and other freaky shite going on in his inners, fully awake and still talking to a nurse. 
Fuck me. And his alleged crime was? Maybe just some salutation said unto me in the 
morning, warning me. As usual. A mere Good morning? Greetings and greeting cards to be 

a crime? It often leads to the following scenario, that Elvis always must leave his abode in 
Graceland. Some of us lone wolfers ending up, sitting on some public park bench. Good day, 
Sir and you might be? I am your Lord God. Proper response to another lunatic, as 

crazy as one’s own self? Well, HAIL Satan. You must not say that onto me. Is it too black for 
you? Some red coats to the line: HAIL all immortal leegions. I always hate to repeat 

myself, yet most people tend to repeat themselfes, at least three times, in order to be sure. 
Like three loads of cum in a pussy. Maybe three fetuses in a uterus, is way better than some 
half measure, when it cums, or comes to childbirth. But the repetitious element is the 
historical fact, that the word Hail, once upon a time was a salutation. Meaning a greeting, 
much like a good morning. Hail as a greeting and not meant as destructive storms and hails 
from the heavens, nor meant to be some poor critter getting stoned by the masses, unless it is 
on the good holy weed. Cannabis Sativa. We all awake into the daily Khu, sometimes the air 
is bad, other times it hold promise of fresh air. Like all the muscle gladiators getting oiled up 
for sex orgies, fucking their brains out. Are you not all entertained, are you not all 
ejaculating? Meanwhile across the Atlantic ocean some poor jet pilot suffers from a 
malfunctioning seat ejaculation. But lucky an air shute, attached to the seat. 

Alas, still descending down to the great white sharks. Yup, it is truely that fucked up. 
Gladiator sex orgy mode, with mad men screaming: ANYONE UP FOR SOME AMOEBA 
SEX. FUCKING GOD. At this stage most people still feel utterly insulted by the salutation 
of a: Good morning. Then the Khu hits you with some lame vibrational line such as: 

No capital or money must be assigned unto knowledge. Huh? Sounds like the 4 o’clock train, 
just arrived from Hicksville. No prices or price tags on any books? 


Some books so extremely valueable, that you get them for free. Sounds a bit odd. Must be 
totally worthless knowledge, then. Yet, I also know, that it sounds awful judgemental, of me. 
But some knowledge is still considered as wisdom, meaning timeless. So I think I just found 
my own literary task for the day. Just gut the entire old testament, find a copy of the new 
testament, find my yellow marker, to mark what I consider, to be timeless elements. Maybe 
even comprised to a minimum of pages. So which knowledge is to be most priced. Answer 
should be simple, that knowledge that can sustain us, as a race and as a lifeform, and that 
knowledge, which will make the human race endure. For as long as it may exist. Amen unto 
Amenta. 


Entry Eighteen 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 18. Good morning. I know, very repetitious of me. How totally binary of me, like a 
clown clone. Then the Khu hits you with some lame vibrational line such as: No capital or 
money must be assigned unto knowledge. Huh? Sounds like the 4 o’clock train, just arrived 
from Hicksville. No prices or price tags on any books? Some books so extremely valueable, 
that you get them for free. Sounds a bit odd. Must be totally worthless knowledge, then. Yet, 
I also know, that it sounds awful judgemental, of me. But some knowledge is still 
considered as wisdom, meaning timeless. So I think I just found my own literary task for the 
day. Just gut the entire old testament, find a copy of the new testament, find my yellow 
marker, to mark what I consider, to be timeless elements. Maybe even comprised to a 
minimum of pages. So which knowledge is to be most priced. Answer should be simple, that 
knowledge that can sustain us, as a race and as a lifeform, and that knowledge, which will 
make the human race endure. For as long as it may exist. It does differ from the Ankh of life 
schematics. The Falcon 26 Alphabet. Amen unto Amenta. 


THE NEW TESTAMENT 

The schematics. The numerics. Still seeking the six dolours of the Ancients. 

(Thank U. A real fun observation: +=U). 

The 4 marks: M+M+(J+L).(Water. Fire. Air. Matter). 

The 1 mark: Acts. Spirit. Never follow any vibrational Spirit, always believe in yourself. 
The 1 mark: Romans. Soul. Many still believe we all have Souls. Everybody knows, these 
days, it is truely a tough old world. Mother Earth named as T.E.R.R.A. 

(The 6th Elements). 

The Ist Binary :C+C, 

The 4 marks: G+E+P+C. 

The 2nd Binary: TH+TH. 

(The Ist Death). 

The 3rd Binary: TX+TX. 

The 4 marks: T+P+H+J. 

(The 2nd Death) 

The 4th Binary: P+P. 

The Trinity: J1+J2+J3. 

(The 3rd Death). 

The I mark: Jude and Golgata. 

The Revelation/The Codex. 

Finally revealing five rings or more, as to whether it is of life or of death? Who knows 
enough to decide? It depends on your own path travelled, therefore always believe in 
yourself, first as last. Amen unto Amenta. 


Question everything. Trinity lore numeric 8. History’s repeat, why? 

Matthew 1:17 So all the generations from Abraham to David are fourteen generations; and 
from David until the carrying away into Babylon are fourteen generations; and from the 
carrying away into Babylon unto Christ are fourteen generations. Question everything. 
Demand/Command(Commandments and ordinances)? Matthew 2:4 And when he had 
gathered all the chief priests and scribes of the people together, he demanded of them where 
Christ should be born. Question everything. The tree people? No heal of trees, but devolution 
that cannot be alternated? The Japanese bonsai tree creations leaps to mind. 

Matthew 3:10 And now also the axe is laid unto the root of the trees: therefore every tree 
which bringeth not forth good fruit is hewn down, and cast into the fire. Question everything. 
Some timeless elements. Matthew 4:4 But he answered and said, It is written, Man shall not 
live by bread alone, but by every word that proceedeth out of the mouth of God. Timeless 
element: Man shall not live by bread alone. The Endline. Problem. 

Question everything. The father son binary conflict. 

Matthew 4:7 Jesus said unto him, It is written again, Thou shalt not tempt the Lord thy God. 
Lord or God? Question everything. Nephilim thesis (Nephthalim?) Any codex present? 
Matthew 4:15 The land of Zabulon, and the land of Nephthalim, by the way of the sea, 
beyond Jordan, Galilee of the Gentiles; Question everything. Matthew 5:3 Blessed are the 
poor in spirit: for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. Matthew 5:4 Blessed are they that mourn: 
for they shall be comforted. Question everything. Binary(Kingdom of Heaven. Kingdom of 
Earth)? Matthew 5:5 Blessed are the meek: for they shall inherit the earth. 

The Obese individuals, then not getting burried? Question everything. The Anubis scale 
pans. Still holds two scale pans: The Scale pan of revenge: Matthew 5:6 Blessed are they 
which do hunger and thirst after righteousness: for they shall be filled. 

The Scale pan of mercy: Matthew 5:7 Blessed are the merciful: for they shall obtain mercy. 
Question everything. The ancient weigh of three done by the weigh of two? Matthew 5:8 
Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall see God. Question all. I totally like that saying. 
Hell no, I actually totally love that saying. Can I steal it. This saying holds gold: It is okay to 
doubt, all that you have been taught, to believe. Quote from an unknown. 


THE NEW TESTAMENT ALTERNATED 

The schematics. The numerics. Still seeking the six dolours of the Ancients. And so 
sometimes things mysteriously seems to alternate. Sometimes things, do not alternate at all, 
but are locked in the traditions of the cobweb. Brains and books on the elven shelfs, only 
gathering dust. 

The 4 marks: Atlantean + Mayan + Egyptian Ma’at + Necropolis. 

(Water. Fire. Air. Matter). 

The I mark: Necromancy Acts. Spirit. Never follow any vibrational Spirit, always believe in 
yourself. Amen. 

The 1 mark: Kingpriest. Soul. Many still believe we all have Souls. Everybody knows, these 
days, it is truely a tough old world. Mother Earth named as T.E.R.R.A. Amenta. 

(The 6th Elements). 

The Ist Binary :Cross of Tau named Mut + Cross of Tao named Merit. 

The 4 marks: Beacon + Sanctum + Ghost + Taunt. 

The 2nd Binary: Theologians I + Theologians II. 

(The Ist Death). 

The 3rd Binary: Testimony I + Testimony IT. 

The 4 marks: Thoth + Ra + Bastet + Anubis. 

(The 2nd Death) 

The 4th Binary: Pillars of the Earth I+ Pillars of the Earth II. 

The Trinity: Warlock + Rogues + Shamans. 

(The 3rd Death). 

The I mark: The Judaic gnostic teachings. 

Revelation and Codex. 


It will either erupt and happen or not happen, at all, nor will it manifest. Another book of the 
Dead. Lazy-Boy planet, thought all the elderly pensioners sitting in their Lazy-Boy chair. 
Lonely Planet. No wonder, if the old folk always gets their feet, nailed to the wooden floor 
boards. Such a peaceful planet. What is this place? Problably dead, pooch! Huh? Amen unto 
Amenta. 


Entry Nineteen 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 19. Huh? Another catchy title: There once were naked women. Let us all guess, but 
only in Eden. But then they all got eaten. No need to repeat ourselfs, it is already in there. 
Two plus two is a swinging foursome, for some. One giant bastard devouring three really 
big meals per day. It is either that, or just plain eating the downstairs neighbor, at the end of 
each month. Raw food. Most men always waiting for the next good girl, to go bad. A good 
girl gone bad. The Dark Lord, with the pale white skin, then turns around and asks: And who 
are you? Whom might you be? One of the faceless men, then answers back: The boy with the 
round glasses, gave me some coins. Bad asses and Brave asses from Braavos. The Faceless 
men fear all faces...some even name it as being face blind. Faceless men. A head without a 
face and yet it holds a mind. So they actually fear faces? And what about faeces? Do they 
also fear faeces? I think, a bit of both! Especially when they get shit faced. But they will 
always stick their nose right into it. Then we mimic them and then we, ourselfs, will be 
sticking our noses right into it. As always we all end up standing, totally brown nosed, right 
next to the Company’s CEO or marketing director. Huh? What is this place? Most people 
call it a fucking dump. A bog. A holy bog. Most still calling it, a fucking dump. You know, 

a modern toilet with floss and flush. It is Din-Din time, son! Sometimes we all just sit down 
awestruck, thinking how can there be so much shite in such a small man? Two biscuit per 
day or maybe even per second day, even per week, accompanied with some red wine, but 
often followed by a big shit, a major league turd. Taking the occasional dump. The amount 
of shite alone? Many of us, just sit down, we all gave up questioning ages ago. Shit happens! 
What problably led on to the words: Same shit, different day. As goes for the very arts of 
literature, texts and lore: Same shit, different century. This is some weird kinda poetry, 

I suppose. So basically the holy cross but this time round, with a wingnut, joining the two 
pieces of ply-wood. The wingnut is of course, turned against your own shoulder blades, so 
they may bleed. What about the crown itself. Not constructed of thornes? Thorn in my side. 
And for a crown? What do we do for a crown? Maybe some Dentures, arranged in a full 
circle, telling everybody off. Telling everybody off, telling all life to fuck off, in all 
directions, be it north, south, east or west. Maybe even throw in a South West, just to be sure. 
And would that claim, then add to the name calling of it, as being blasphemy, 

by new brainwash? 

The famed lines from JFK from the end of his address: 

And so, my fellow Americans: ask not what your country can do for you, ask what you can 
do for your country. My fellow citizens of the world: ask not what America will do for you, 
but what together we can do for the freedom of man. Finally, whether you are citizens of 
America or citizens of the world, ask of us here the same high standards of strength and 
sacrifice which we ask of you. With a good conscience our only sure reward, with history the 
final judge of our deeds, let us go forth to leed the land we love, asking His blessing and His 
help, but knowing that here on earth God’s work must truely be our own. 


But then we hit the word play. Try Changing the word country or nation, into the word (your 
kid)? And so, my fellow Americans: ask not what your kid can do for you, ask what you can 
do for your kid. My fellow citizens of the world: ask not what America will do for you, but 
what together we can do for the freedom of children. Finally, whether you are citizens of 
America or citizens of the world, ask of us here the same high standards of strength and 
sacrifice which we ask of you. With a good conscience our only sure reward 

(Sneakers chocolate bar plus more), with history the final judge of our sugar deeds, let us go 
forth to leed our kids, that we love, asking of them, Their blessing and Their help, but also 
knowing that here on earth, God’s work must truely become our own. And so we might all 
learn that certain scribes are considered to be timeless, and once had a great impact on this 
world, for evermore changing and always evolving, for as long as there may be life. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Twenty 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 20. The old divine Mayan count of twenty. Once upon a time considered nature 

divine, problably till some one lost their head. Like literary. It is still nature divine, no way 
round that factor. Lost human heads, still do reside under the unbearable hindsights, 

of historical human tragedies. So very hard to think, especially, without a head or a brain. 

It is still the same, same, said the holy Djinn. Are you trying to pull my Nephthalim? 
Hindsight on a Johnnie Walker. The size of the black dildo in the porno shop window, must 
have been a good full meter. Trust many women do worship a measure, past twenty, but 
must depend on the units, in between the fixed measurement, logically stated and hated. The 
thickness of the Dildo Baggins, alone. Just don’t ask. I mean the size on that bitch alone? 
Must be one of those, just don’t ask questions. One big bitch. | mean ONE big Mother. Let 
me guess. Still tired of the same lame stories from me. Weird, that it doesn’t seem to die out? 
Everytime you play chess, the show signs of being the better knowing. Pointing one finger 
to your forehead, whilst nodding your head, better knowing. You will always, and I mean 
always loose. Hence the claim, that all demonic externals, greatly interfere within my inner 
kingdom. My kingdom come, my chess move be undone. But sure, let us all blame alcohol. 
Honestly, what you see, is what you see. End of story. All the pawns, being able to move in 
all directions of a compass. Attacking diagonally and move peacefully forward or backward 
or to both sides. Praying for a miss, when hitting diagonally. The Illusionist trade of a good 
fight. A good meal? Note to self. Come Good Friday. Heating up the good frying pan. Butter. 
Baked chilli beans with added onion powder, pepper and cheyenne pepper, chilli chipotle and 
a dash of salt. Two pieces of rye breads and red wine. Hunger is still the greatest chef. But let 
me put it this way: You might get something to eat tomorrow. The spur of the moment. Do I 
even feel any hunger? Dawn’s diary. Off to a good start this fine morning at 18:23 AMP. 
UNBEARABLE HINDSIGHT. When you reminiscence, about your childhood street, the 
brown cabbage neighborhood, you suddenly remember, all the shite that people handed unto 
you, for some explainatory comments. The Commercial stickers, the glossy images to go in 
your gloss picture book. Glossy images from the Barocco period, with some fat naked babies 
with angel wings, all of them were neatly stored in my gloss picture book. But thinking 
further upon it, I think I truely hate glossy images. Besides it looks like something produced 
in the 1930s? The question then becomes this: How do you pack those old glossy images on 
the liniar timeline? Which I by the way never ever will believe in, anyway? 


Sounds totally out there, thought Freddy O’Staire. Word play. Try and take any famous 
speech written by Charles and replace certain words and seek alternate interpretations of it. 
Then change one word with another word, maybe replace some words with the word kid. 
Says it all I guess. Fuck those glossy images of those fat infantile baby creatures, 

maybe most children are better off with a Mandala colouring book. Alas, the ultimate 
weapon against any fat angel child, has always been the Hannibal Lector master, informing 
us all: No animals were never ever harmed in the creation of this Kebab. Oh...man! 

So basically man or mankind, in some Shawarma, with salt and pepper and a really, really 
tasty arabian spice blend. Pretty much. Arielle Scarcella says: He did it once, he can do it 
again. Trump 2024. MAKE AMERICA GREAT AGAIN. Honey, do you need any money 
for breast argumentation? Just saying, not asking. Then most males think, Ivy Madison will 
climb all big Wood. Reality bites. Real Poison Ivy. Tearing that poison ivy shite, down from 
a tree trunk, a very high pinetree, is really, really hard work. It is a severe pain in the ass. 
Painful for weeks. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Twenty-one 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 21. Stop asking me what to do! I don’t know what to do? The male sperm cell enters 
the female egg cell, creating her fetus. Birthing her child. As goes for the element of soul. 
Fact is still, that an electrical charge enters, when the male sperm cell loses it’s tail, and 
enters the female egg, past the Meiosis, and that is no lie. It was all witnessed on the 
electron microscopes. The Truth, that is, if any one truth even exists or is assigned onto any 
one lifeform? The very element of soul assigned unto faith, which every fallen doctorial 
board, refuses to believe in, due to their mechanical engineering viewpoint, assigned unto 
our divine bodies. Please call the doctor or the mechanic? Big difference, that is, in some 
parts of the world. And yet, I highly doubt that any of us, can escape the individual DNA, 
that is assigned unto all lifeforms. Which only births the very paradox of a red charter. Trust 
all, if not most women, still will choose the right for an abortion, given certain genetical 
issues. I mean, who on this earth wouldn’t? The red charter. Maybe one fact is this, that an 
Abrahamic Catfish, always is extremely funny, seen from a female perspective, but is 
totally unbearable, seen from a male perspective. Meow. Damn be all those Cat people, 
right? Meow. But I still can’t help as to wonder, why people always seem to wander in the 
Johnnie Walker way. I can’t stop wondering as to why, we all become totally obsessed and 
possessed by all the infants cradles. Are we then all, the children of the rainbow? At least, 
the wording of it, would be less racist. Fearing the worst, a slave race brought to life by the 
use of condoms, also known, as preservatives. Rainbow condoms? Ouroboros condoms? We 
might actually have been there for centuries, if not milleniums. Unbearable forth sight. 
Vampires children used to take the same lame path, only running into a hard wall. 

Caspar, Yasper and Jonathan. John, John and John. John must be real long? Binary 
confusion, deemed the old six pack. Amon. Mister Know It All, then builds new expensive 
blank walls, while the kids keep running into the wall, then becoming the new blanks. New 
walls for all the kids misdemeanors. Wise by damage and not by wealth? All ending up 
asking Druid Knooitall, the old six-pack, for some aid and help. The Chief always ending up 
in the Squaw’s tipi, with bigfoot, drinking plenty Whiskey. We then witness some German 
chancellor, on-line, cold sweating in some float suit, lost in the mediterrian sea. Followed 
by an all hot naked girl, jumping in a hot latex suit. She then pulls the inflating cord and two 
giant sea buoys, emerges from her chest, as she gladly jumps off the ship and into the sea. 


Maybe people don’t get me? The jukebox psychology of backdating or is it frontdating! 

I feel much better already. I ain’t mad. The entire world is mad. Problem is that no one will 
ever buy it, due to normalcy. Still fearing for the human intellect. And yet, at the same time 
have full faith in the human intellect. People will always awake on their own accord. Haven’t 
you heard, people are innocent, in a sense, not meant as innocent. The imbalances are often 
followed by the words: mind over matter! Ergo, mind your matter and manners. 

All Gregorian slaves seeking their freedom and their privacy, as a minimum. While all the 
Gregorian slaves thinks: Thank fuck, it is finally weekend. The timeless zebra of time, itself, 
being all the black brothers and all the juicy white fuck meat. But if you perceive it as skin 
colour, then I really can’t help you...Mister Fornicator Racist. Maybe my wordings are way 
too old for the modern age of the modernicus! Yet, one cannot help as to wonder, if garlic 
have become too strong? Garlic, syringe and Gasolin. Most praying for the use of lead free 
Gasolin. Fuck you buddy! Says Mohammed. Well, it is what it is. Don’t know about you? 

I rarely get any blisters in my mouth by eating or consuming some garlic. Therefore you 
question such eruptions. Would I do such unto others? Hell no. Would I do it unto myself? 
Self damage. Why should I, unless trying out the law of toxinity, the dosage. Yet, bad news 
always seem to flood our systems. Tesla company suffers loss of income. Often followed by 
some hired Arab gun, from the oil industry. Why? Oil will always be needed for metallurgy. 
So there cannot be any oil league worries, surely? Someone must be running out of excuses. 
The new pylons of the high voltage supply grid, is a step in the right direction, there will be 
less casualties on the wildlife. But I still seek an entire different infra structure. Never tell 
everybody, everything. Never tell anybody, anything. Life might be easier that way. Shutting 
up. Mister Slow then thinks: Let me get this straight (Whiskey). People planting trees. Then 
cutting down the trees, producing a lot of white paper, for all the scribes, that have worked 
tirelessly, studying for four decades. First our education as priced scribes, producing many 
books, but only to serve as fuel for DONG Energy. Sounds real brainy. Something to do, 
right? That sounds mighty big and highly inflameable, thought the old farmer. Maybe where 
the human race are heading. A world stuck in illiteracy, replaced by pictograms and 
symbolism. Consumerism. Not against it, but it must hold codex. Would still hate to live in 
a world without codex. In general: When people start taking too much interest in your own 
handy work, you just might wanna watch your own footing. Most of us gets endlessly 
evicted from our sanctums, our abodes, our homes, our crypts and from our tombs. 

The curse of the homeless. No shelter, no refuge. No Sanctum, nor any Sanctuary. If you 
ever find yourself lost and homeless, never ever sleep unsheltered nor un-protected. There 
will always be some organisms, crawling inside of you. Nature’s ear cleansers being one of 
many. Be it spiders, snakes and a lot more of nature’s critters. Something definitely 

cleaning house in my left ear. Hopefully I will be losing some ear wax, along with the host’s 
own shite. I can hear it, I can feel it. I can even see it, when the critters throws the shite out 
off my ear. You could choose the old Egyptian hermetical closure. I do have those modern 
earplugs, so the internals will die by suffocation. But it most often results in pus. 

Detailing the activation of our immune defence system and all the white cells attacking the 
dead matter inside of our bodies. The old Egyptian spawn being our own inner defence 
system. Sometimes your eardrum becomes so swollen and painful, that you only wish for 
death. Ask around. Happens to both brother and otter. So beautiful is the repercussions of 
ending up as a homeless, dragged through the lowlife gutter, without any trial or any higher 
ordinance. Maybe the lesson is this. Be it a jungle or a modern asphalt jungle, same rules 
apply. Everything will eat you up. Especially, if you sleep out in the open, unsheltered. 
Without any tent or sleeping bag. But it also depends on the habitat. Sleeping out in the open, 
in desert terrain, often attracts the reptillian creatures, snakes and such, as they are drawn to 
heat. Everybody always fear to awake in a rattler’s nest, in the sleeping bag. Will the spider 
crawl out by herself? Would you? Warm accommadation, ear wax and blood and liquids. 
Big nature lover, pooch? Hell no. To make things moronically worse, many of master Yoda’s 
nature experts, always misuse their knowledge of nature against us. 


Trying to evict us from our homes, by our own free will. I am so very tired of people placing 
some critters in our homes. Be it mice, rats, snakes or other. What the hell comes next? What 
will come down the pike. For the love of Cod. Yoda bastards always flooding our homes, 
tombs and abodes with some critters, only creating fleets of homeless people. We always end 
up there. Fleet street in London leaps to mind, in the good old days? Think not. Amen unto 
Amenta. 


Entry Twenty-two 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 22. Catch 22. What to do? So many, many, many miles later on, and the mystery of the 
right shoelace. The Shoe will always untie on the right foot. So not my left foot? Nah...afraid 
not. So much, much, much sex...and that ironically is only dreamt up by a mere 

heresay. I trust, it only can be insane jealousy. Jealousy then, must be the bigger propulsion, 
for those jealous individuals, in the know. Another take on things round here, I trust. Please 
listen: I am not trying to rob you. I am only trying to help you. Huh? But the Doggie 

already got the ball. Heads up, people. Incoming transmission, they are actually receiving a 
signal. Old morse code = old cluttering teeth mode? Huh? Declared in one solid American 
voice: We will not go quietly, into the night. We just don’t have those speech writers, these 
days. If so, they might just be of the tooth less kind. A Nice word play of this fine morning 
at 22:54 AMP. Finally a peaceful and a quiet victory. Must be coming from the valley of the 
dead. And yet, based on the ancient seals, the very notion alone, is extremely frightening. 
Someone or something actually trying to remove Djinns, the very Holy Spirit, by the holy 
seals assigned unto some metal shredders. Control of our mentalism by machinery. Some 
Mechanical engineering combined with some fucked up machinery madness, trying to end 
all of the human intellect. So help us Cod. As goes for ancient hebrew and it’s ancient 
twenty-two stations, for those whom still seek in the ancient tongue of hebrew. What does 
the twenty-seven modern hebrew stations, say unto you? Maybe it is Yoda’s twenty-five 
hebrew stations that got stuck in the middle of his very own riddle. Is this it? I am already 
beginning to smell, just like a burned out circuit-board? Some chemical compounds 
unknown, but kinda been there before? Always ending up asking the same lame question: 
What the hell is this place? Amon. As goes for the theories concearning, DNA and RNA 

and the T-carrier cells, then can a carrier gene, not hold both good news as well as bad 

news. Sickness as well as a full healing of the gene-pools? If not, then surely, there can only 
be devolution and not evolution. And that can only detail, an absolute no to any kind of 
gene-therapy. Truth be said. All the more reason to try and score some hot black woman and 
knock her up, impregnate her, that is, if you are white. All the way from the native American 
tipi, we have always been told, that all of us know, that mixed blood, indeed is good blood. 
Then again, contemplating all these above mentioned notions any further, if mother Earth 
indeed is nothing more, than a mausoleum. Which I highly suspekt to be true and that which 
I truely believe in. Then maybe most statements are stated in order to maintain a heighten 
sexuality among us, stated to uphold the highest possible sex drive among us, as none of us 
seem to care enough, to be seeing to the greater blendwerk, but only trying to make life 
bearable, for those who are able, and for those who still have hard cable and a sattelite dish. 
The hot dish of the day, being some juicy canned beef, in a merry can. Truth be said. If true, 
then truely sad, to say the least. But you will at least survive, to see another dawn, and to file 
yet another entry, in your very own dawn’s diary. Amon. 


Modern Hebrew 27 
The Rabbi 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 


If you feel offened Yoda, 

then please forgive me. 

Too much water under the bridge, 
now I need a Whiskey or two. 


“Tree of Oshra’”’ 


Never ever will forget the day. The dude that got away with murder. Oh..what’s his name? 
Prime time television. The high speed pursuit drama. Some Air footage from a helicopter, 
showing a white van in high speed pursuit. Holding Lee Harvey O. J Simpsons, himself, 
laying in the back of the van, laying on his back, praying whilest clinging on to his Holy 
bible. And where did it take him? The dude, must have been really, really loaded, the follow- 
ing years of gut wrenching drainage, done by top lawyers, alone. But none of us seem to get 
away with it, by sticking it to the man. I do believe, he actually ended up having to do some 
time behind bars. He then got released from prison, and had to suffer even further. I mean 
none of us never ever seems to get away with any of it. I mean absolutely none of us. Aint 

it like totally weird. I mean absolutely no one gets away with it, be you rich or poor. Then 
all end up asking: What is the fucking point in any pursuit, be it money or women. Then all 
boyishly ending up asking: Who is the man, really? Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Twenty-three 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 23. 

Seen from a celestrial viewpoint, we must all birth children and build new houses, in order to 
prove time to be liniar, but we keep getting beaten by those annoying kids, with paintspray 
cans. They will always be tagging all the whores doors. Is that it? Pretty much, said the old 
gun slinger, as he grabbed his winchester rifle. Then Slinging the saddle bags over his 
shoulder, whilst chewing his raw Tobacco, spitting it up in the air, but then it fell back down 
and landed back in his one good eye. Auuch. A tough old world that seemingly will judge, 
that all the fresh fuck meat, kinda leaves past the age of twenty-two. All the kittens past the 
age of twenty-two then becomes the juicy old fuck meat. Maybe that is the jiff of certain 
religions, getting played and portrayed as a boy, till the very day you die. And then what? 
Asked the Djinn. Get it. Please do get it. FORSAKEN. Yesterday’s news. Someone buying a 
Thai woman. Many problably been there before. Purchasing a Thai wife. Sienna cigarettes? 
I really dunno, but let’s roll with this one. On-line purchase, then getting met by a real 
pruney surprise. If any old asian woman is up for it. Oh, I kinda knew the girl. She must be 
real pruney by now. Cockily Do Do 1s still way too small. Order is way too small. 

So actually a chance of finally making some money on my own mentalism? Let me see now. 
Words. Crosswords. Psychology. Books. Music. Arts. What else? Movies. Oh..well. What 
the hell do you mean, by the answer of a No? John. John and John...but canned? I mean, I 
have been over John’s revelation for decades. Been turning every word and every page. The 
number 666 of the old six-pack. The simpleton of the day, logically stated. The more I look 
at it, the more, I only can conclude, that someone must have been on the Holy weeds. The 
hashies. I mean, getting high as fuck. The Cannabis Sativa. And that even being really, really 
big time. Suppose that Eve, herself, eventually will agree. Getting high as fuck. Smoking her 
very own fig leafs. The daily usual dying, then awakening to the words: DUMBFUCK! Now, 
that you say it unto me, I do feel like a DUMBFUCK. And how is your day, Good Sir? 

Have a nice day or knight. Huh? Meaning, would you just grow a pair. But where? In the 
pear tree. Pear tree? Pear tree or per tree? Today’s McBitch: Wanna stop smoking, then buy 
Sienna, they go out by themselfs. Is this really the 20th century? Always check the silver lin- 
ing. Maybe put Sienna in some skins. Meaning, the Rizla cigarette rolling papers, the 

Rizla skins. Sienna, is the Bitch still smoking hot! I think so...don’t really know? It must 
reside, under one of those Tic-Toc issues? I so do love meaty fuck meat, on any bitch, really. 
Real meaty hanging pussy lips with a big wet swollen clitoris. Wanna fuck? 


Standard reply, if I could, I would, said Mister Dead Wood. It is impossible. If I wood, then 
I would. But we are not allowed to utter or say such things? No one is allowed to moan, we 
are only allowed to moon on a full-moon. Hot sexy Bibette, with the biceps then thinks, I 
wonder, does that Crane finally weigh half a ton? Real meaty needy fuck meat. Many of the 
asexual people, most often end up becoming obese, struck with obesity, given the time and 
wear, pondering whether to serve some of those hot fuck meat mothers, as some hired truck 
driver, stocking up all the whores freezers with food. Many men will find themselfs way too 
cold. Cold enough for some of the periodic tears. Problably H2O and NaCl. Tears for fears. 
Tic-Toc. Oh ... my God..!.. Look at those two. They are really the same same. Frozen Pizza 3 
pack. Grandpa, Dad and the son, on ice. The philosophical paradox of the day. And if it turns 
out, that we cannot strech time, at all? It is an extremely interesting question. 

Maybe even a hard lesson. Then what is liniar pain, all about? Problably just dying by old 
age, sounding extremely bitter. Yet, still holding a great love for dark chocolate, that 
suddenly also becomes a paradox, thought the fox. Maybe we are just better off, sitting 
down, drinking a nice cuppa tea. Drinking most often leeds to over thinking. Passing out, or 
dying till the very next dawn. Simpler. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Twenty-four 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 24. 

Once you start your binary training. Once you start to constantly, mirroring the two poles, 
humor erupts. A lot of movie lines from one’s teenage years resurface. I am here to kick 
bubblegum and chew ass? But somehow, I think most people really hate it. 

Especially women. Snow white’s depression is a mirror. Many ending up actually, doing 
cocaine on the mirror. Possible safe, let’s do Coke. Meaning Coca-Cola. A vibrational 
wrench enters. I am madly in love with the boy. Once past hornyness, you kinda wonder as 
to what, this or these soul elements, truely are? I do believe that the very word soul shard 
was introduced. As goes for protective elements assigned unto soul, then I don’t know, if I 
will pass the portal. A soulshard as a vessel. The construction of the shard in London, must 
have cost him, a shitload of money. And if he wants all his money back? Oh boy! A soul 
packed in a soul shard. Afraid it would come to this. Let me guess, that it would require a 
headless knight. Trusting that most people, still would be praying, for some stern French 
guillotine resistance. Of course, the interesting clip that I saved and liked, on my profile, 
yesterday, went missing. It can only be one of those, too good to be true moments. Haven’t 
we all been there. My missing clip, was a short footage of a hunting Great Eagle. Really 
great footage of the great eagle, taking a deer and even flying it, mid air. The more I looked 
at the footage, the more I questioned it. Such a great imagetry. Totally Mesmerizing , to say 
the least. But it couldn’t have been frabricated by a camera, nor by a drone. I just need to put 
it out there. All those different angles from the same event. But we all heard the story 
before, the story of an old great Photo master, it took him like fourty years to get that one 
shot in the box, he made it filthy rich. A bit like chasing the Yeti. Just can’t buy it anymore. 
It couldn’t even have been created by the use of camera drones? Here I might be at a loss and 
an answer, only questioning. But still find it hard to belief. Asking what is a Djinn? And if all 
witnesses, are but mere Ghosts? Spirits. Then what? The ironing board of the day could be 
to suggest OLYMPUS changing name to DJINN. Could provide some normalcy, but there 
aint anything normal about this hell hole and most of us, god damn know it. And yet, at this 
dawn, which is my twilight, I sit down only seeking my own solace. Thinking, the question, 
alone: Do God even possess any hands? 


Is he even in charge of any organism. God, mister Invisible do NOT want to work. 
Everybody knows by now. Super Duper man don’t want to work any longer. Maybe the 
answer really is that simple. He can’t work, because he already is dead. Then we, the human 
race, can’t really blame the bastard. Yet, we all awake in the bastards curse. Oh...great! Now 
you tell me. Isn’t life just great. Wonderful. The God amoeba, forsaken, on the heavenly silk 
sheets, in some run down brothel keep. So good poetry, that I actually considered stealing it. 
The Quote is that good. This is really good. Intel says Dee Berryman, credits then going to 
Dee Berryman. 


I Quote: 


May celestial winds grace your journey to Saturn’s embrace, 
where rings of time adorn the cosmic race. 

Godspeed, traveler in astral ballet. 

Saturn’s secrets await in raid, 

till the mighty sea goat rests his mane. 

Earthly wisdom, steadfast domain. 

As celestial cycles onward turn, 

Farewell, Capricorn, lessons learned. 


End of Quote. 


Big nature lover, pooch? Nah...not really! I once was accustomed to the really high priced 
hotels, be it hotels on Saturn, Jupiter or Neptune. Also accustomed to all the really hot and 
high-priced sex hookers. The hot prostitutes. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Twenty-five 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 25. The number of numerical seven of the Obesity Throne, owned by the really fat 
brothel keepers. The Buddha of a fatso. Must be the old six-pack, speaking. Amon. However, 
the latest visuals of the Buddha, looked extremely peeled to it’s skin and appeared to be 
petrified, by the forces of nature. Meaning turned into stone by the gaze of a Medusa. Maybe 
certain things are way more mysterious, beyond what we can perceive as reality, sometimes 
even belonging in the classification of the unknown mysteries, that lay beyond our own 
grasp. Music is something that you cannot touch. Sounds of harmony. Beauty that you 
cannot touch, and yet, it touches your soul. It sometimes even grants you wings. 

Yet, sometimes there can also be hidden taunts in music. If you listen carefully. Sometimes 
we need to listen, real closely. Was that ash tray or ass tray? Think the singer actually does 
sing, ass tray. Problably singing ass tray, in response to your lame remark, concearning 200 
million jews being in the ash tray of a German Volkswagen. As goes for taunts, in regards to 
scents. Bad smells, the most potent line that I ever heard were the lines: He smelled just like 
a dead skunk, that had crawled up in the arsehole of another dead skunk. Think I get it, as in 
getting there. The 11/11 movement always grows on you, that is, till the scent moves down 
stream. Analysis upon meditation. Dreamtime/Visuals. Mystery of many. Repetitious. Alexis 
Fawx in some glamour catholic choir girl parade (some show off)...looks pretty much like 

a re-run of the Madonna parade (another show off)...The Madonna, back then, with the see 
through alley titty walk. Wondering and pondering? Pondering time, I guess. 


Still somewhat repetitious. At least, not 9/11 repetitious. The 2001 re-run. Although I do 
hear certain women have titties as long as towers. It is Just plain existential weird. Huh? The 
remedy for sperm cramps? Dunno...guess some shaman knows. What was that? Bitch fight. 
A mud wrestling match between Alexis Fawx and Madonna. Might get me off, but what is 
the tarif for those women? Tarif is actually the equivalent (equalvilant?) to a wage, or some 
reward, not meaning a fucking bounty poster. What is a whore to do! Be the whore of male 
or female gender? Maybe we all pray to grow just a little tender. Hung meat always tastes 
better. Are you mad, really mad? Try bungy jumping. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Twenty-six 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 26. The alphabet. Empire State Building. Zip code: 10118. I might as well state it for 
the record. I suppose that the Empire State building, itself, got blown to smithereens, in the 
blockbuster movie Independence Day. But I find it to be something that lays past irony. 

The only repetitious nature that I want to worship are the 26 letters in the King’s and Queen’s 
English. The roots thereof are still found in ancient Egypt. THE A2Z. the a two z. 


THE CAPITAL LETTERS: 
A-B-C-D-E-F-G-H-I-J-K-L-M-N-O-P-Q-R-S-T-U-V-W-X-Y-Z. 


the small letters: 
abcdefghijklmnopqrstuvwxyz. 


Always respect the small letters, the roots. The use of letter marks, should always be free, but 
only, if they respect the 26 letter shapes. I suggest the following six letter marks: 


EECiAg£. 


Might be some truth to this. Ugliness (Uglyness) sells Beauty. And not the other way round. 
The irony might be an UBS or USB computer unit, these days. Will both sell? Asked all 

the people lost in hell. Huh? Do you mean Dell? It is still a tad crooked. The six dolour’s of 
ancients sworn by the 6 eternal elements as a foundation. WATER. FIRE. AIR. MATTER. 
SPIRIT. SOUL. Which cannot be divided with 26 stations or letters. 26 divided by 6 equals 
4.333333 followed by the eternity symbol. The ciffer eight laying down. 

The historical path of the western civilisation, being that all of mankind sought minimalism, 
coming from the 42 cardinals of Egyptian Ma’at and landed on the 26 lettering or marks. 
Yet, the cradle of civilisation is still and will always be the old Egyptian Hieroglyphs. 
Logically stated, let us keep it short and sweet. It is still the ancient TIPI, that always moves 
around on this spheroid, called Mother Earth. Easiest remembered by the word: AMEN. 
Meaning Atlantean. Mayan. Egyptian. Necropolis. AMEN. 


As goes for those not being dead, then I trust that people can make up their own terminology 
of their sexual exploitations. A for Analsex. E for Ebonysex. G for Gangbang. O for orgy and 
so on and so forth. I do know that the Kama Sutra holds more than 26 sexual positions. But I 
also know, that for my part, it will most likely end up in the dreaded Karma Lutra. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Twenty-seven 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 27. 

The massive Solar eruptions 2003 AD, in the year of your Lord. Did a soul just get smoked 
or did it travel back home into it’s own Ka? Maybe that is the final binary of it. 

Getting annihilated in a portal or getting bypassed through a higher portal. That is truely, 
what most death dealer’s extraordinaires sell unto us, selling us some concept of homes. And 
yet, a body is also considered a home, for some of us, but only if we can compose ourselfs, 
right? Who shall judge and wheel the whip? Selling some hope in an ancient immortality 
claim, that seemingly never ever seems to die out. It has been that way with us, since the 
quake of Christ. I highly doubt anyone will work it out. Personally I gave up ages ago. 

Big nature lover, pooch? Nah...not really, the first chance you get, then seek the nearest 
Metropolis. Maybe it goes for most men as well as for most boys, even women. We put on 
some CHER music. Listening: If I could turn back time. Most then think: Oh man...I am 
gonna become the biggest sexual pig, in all of existence. Alas, oldtimer, 

I am not really buying it. Trust very few men or boys would, talking about wood? 

Never ever thought I would end up as an old pig. She sure looks dreamy creamy. Trying to 
be young with the young. A really hard sale, especially in the eyes of the young. Dilemma 
and paradox, alike. DP’ed into oblivion. Some women then think, it takes two. Maybe it even 
takes three. But maybe, it only results in the curse layed upon any solitaire Serpent, the curse 
of zebra shite, not being able to cleanse yourself in one go. And yet, all children remember 
the right cleansing from birth, before fallen. It is still a major league pain in the ass, for all of 
us. Assk around. The judgemental ordinance of judging done, upon all life and matter. 

What is up with that? Like a Serpent solitaire, much like an old Emperor Palpatine, rotten 

to his core and fallen into his own abyss, seeking to find solace amongst Gods. The well of 
souls, held by the morningstar of Lucius. Says who? It is on the wire. Palpatine, only to arise, 
yet also dawning to realize, that he is eternally fallen, never to rise again. So all of us will 
ask: What of salvation? And so Serpents will lay eternally intertwined, within their Ka, in 
nature, only being true to their own nature. Love, that we cannot have, nor tolerate? Mercury 
once upon a time, birthedth life, in an Egyptian Ankh of life. Sexual pack hunters working as 
a pair. Sexual predators. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Twenty-eight 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 28. The Simpleton of this fine morning. At 01:42 AMP. Density and shite! 

Good question. I honestly wouldn’t know? But I sure as shit can feel it. 

Goes for us all, I guess. Amon. 

Another forced exchange. What an arsehole, but the Khu, always makes up for it. The old 
Greek sirenes, singing sex praise and release, will always make your cock exceedingly hard. 
Today some might name them, as the vibrational wrenches of our sexual mentalism. 

Hot Sex, hot chocolate and hot sugar. On another note: Rice cakes. They sure look real 
yummi-yummi. Real rice cakes, I guess. Some cooked rice, problably some eggs or other 
ingredients, holding it together. I spot some bell peppers in it? The rice cakes that I once 
had, tasted like some lame flamingo wrapping. Totally had it with those rice cakes, like long 
ago. But if they are dipped in chocolate? Argh...lion bars! So the Alabama song is not on the 
Morrison Hotel album? Last album before the alleged suicide in Paris, if memory serves me 
right. We cannot remember all in detail, therefore most treasure, the treasure 

manifested in our own hands. Show me the way to the next whiskey bar. Memory relapse. 
Guessed wrong, getting too old or maybe been turning too much vinyl, I have been drinking 
too much and over thinking, too much, maybe even been seeing too many movies and what 
else. But thoroughly entertained, to say the least. A true movie buff, buffing my periodic iron. 
Let me guess, too much Charles Bukowski? Maybe even some barfly overkill. Leeding me 
on to the question, I wonder what the true story was behind the scientist Stephen Hawking, 
maybe many of us will end up as vegetarians, if you can grasp the codex. Seemingly, 
Stephen Hawking grasped that codex at a very young age. Still loved his theories, I still do. 
The theory of everything. That seemingly sometimes amounts to absolutely nothing. 
Therefore live your life, day by day. Live life for as long as life will grant you life. Anything 
that lays beyond? Maybe detailing the fear of collapsed time, itself, awakening in the 
present, with immediately obesity assigned to your organism. Still many questions surface, 
how on earth, can you still maintain your shape or form? With that calory count! The end 
question still being, the density of shite and where the hell you really store it? Good one. 
The weigh of shite. Addressing the twilight zone, what do you get, if you mate a German 
toilet with a Japanese toilet? Truth be said. Getting a sample of fatso’s stool sample. Faul, 
thought the owl. How can the serpents reboot from within, shedding their skin as they are 
granted immortality? The very say of ancients. Maybe all the more reason to believe till the 
very end. Still the mysteries concearning density and time? We witness a clip with a big frog. 
Cannot make out the species. Either a Bull frog or a Goliath frog? The frog is incased in a 
glass box together with a snake, a scorpion and a gecko. It just eats a snake it’s own body 
size and don’t even alternate in shape? High stomach acidity? And we only see, like half the 
footage. Let me guess, afterwoods the frog problably eats both the scorpion and the gecko. 
Just don’t add up at all. I mean visually, it just doesn’t add up, in terms of matter. We can 
pick up the animal and confirm the reality of it? Still don’t add up, visually? It highly makes 
most people question what the hell Homo Sapiens truely are? The very glorification of Homo 
Sapiens? Be it Homo Sapiens Sapiens or Homo Homo Sapiens. Trust the very beautification 
of our species, will end sooner rather than later. As goes for density and time and matter, 
maybe we eventually will find ourselfs as twilight creatures, belonging to the number of 666. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Twenty-nine 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 29. Numeric 11. The Cylon Towers. The Twin Towers. The Twin genetics. 

The Renaissance. The word records state the following. Anno eruptus: 1727. 1785. 1840. 
1842. 1855. 1868. 1885. But really? Christian reborn. Renaissance? New term or wording 
might add up to being totally renaissance tired out. I actually thought it to originate, to be 
from the 15-16th century. But as many people already have concluded, if our history is a 
mere fabrication, since the year zero, whenever it truely occured? Then what? Dangerous 
cargo, that I do know. But given the meditation spend upon the three major religious works, 
they all forewarned us about the very elements of both time and death. A long history of 
human sufferings. The old stories from Stalingrad can always send chills down your spine. It 
just might be the jiff of human nature. If a scam works once, then any person will do it twice 
or more. Leading on to those habits that die hard. Guesswork, but still. It should be pretty 
simple. I have problably been adopted like twice by people telling porkies. If it works first 
time round, word always gets around. Any paperwork? Now, it should be that simple. But 

it isn’t. People make up their own paperwork these days. A bit like robbing people off their 
enterprise, by faking documents. Some paper from an old paper storage cellar and facility in 
Austria. I still shame over the Jyske Bank scamming attempt in Switzerland. 

No wonder Switzerland manded up, like totally. Switzerland, officially the Swiss 
Confederation, is a landlocked country located at the confluence of Western, Central and 
Southern Europe. Please note and clock the expire date from orbit. Orsted is an Earth science 
satellite launched in 1999 to study the Earth’s geomagnetic field. It is Denmark’s first 
satellite, named after Hans Christian @rsted, a Danish physicist and professor at the 
University of Copenhagen. Launch date: 23 February 1999 Orbit height: 700 km. Launch 
mass: 60.8 kg Power: 54 watts Please clock expire date from atomic clock: Mission duration: 
365 days (planned); 24 years, 10 months and 22 days (elapsed) Reference system: 
Geocentric (GPS position). Note to self: Black Knight orbiter relay, at 23012024@05:20 
AMP. (Time Jump). Maintain UN charter 1948 and disregard UN charter 1953. Please 
check sun spot activity. Deploy intel. Standby: Greater A.I wing. The Alien Interceptor: 
[3.B.3.7.9.0]°[3.S.2.6.9.5]°[3.Z.7.3.6.9]°X. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 30. (Most likely gonna be ignored due to number 3 numerics). Maybe some truths 
to this. Hindsight of the happy days, young and surrounded by goodlooking whores 24/7. 
Glamour porno starlets. Followers 1k. She must be one tough cookie. She looks to be ina 
better place with a JoyBear. That hot mature porno star got 1.6k followers. She appears in 
control. She looks to be in a better place. 2.6k followers, she also appears to be in a better 
place. My Niece and my many aunties about 8k followers, they are mighty popular. 


Maybe the fact is that women just have a much higher standards than (men). A much much 
higher standard in men. The more I ponder this over, the more I wonder. A love message? 
What kind of system is it? Prior to one’s gutter run, you sit down and await all the old porno 
girl friends to arrive, so you can fuck em all. You wait like 2 till 3 years. Of course, no one 
shows up. You dont have the patience for it, so you go to see a prostitute (always remember 
to pay the whore, with the highest amount that you can afford. Sorry could only afford £60). 
Your first placebo whore(no payload/sperm), just to get it over and done with. Funny thing 
is, that I have been there before, on countless occasions. Any system to this? Apparently you 
just get evicted, spending three years on street level as a homeless. Wonderful. Of course, 
one suddenly get proclaimed as a street worker (Gade Medarbejder?) at the time. Sure? First 
I heard of it. No one tells me anything. Street worker would look good on my future résumé. 
But honestly why fucking bother? Believe it for not, one of those true stories, but I kinda 
know the answer far in advance. Don’t feel sorry for yourself, Son! A lot of males go through 
the exact same ordeals. Many suffer the same old horse shite, in mind fuck central. 
Wonderful. Not exactly a love message, so the salvation would then detail? I guess tobacco 
and alcohol for my part. Sex, drugs and rock ‘n roll? Let me guess, a cancer verdict. And 
how much beef jerky have I left? How many rounds? The old six-shooter or what? Oh...no! 
Let us call master Yoda’s restore-masters. Restoring some old rusty six-shooter? And yet, I 
still await a sword from heaven. Sky fall? Me then, McBitching day and night. Which is day 
and which is night? Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty-one 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 31. In order to be granted wings we most loose our bodies or vessels? Must be a real 
horrific experience, only described as being white demonology. Belonging in the abyss of 
dead stars. Alarmy...not meaning the celebrities. So the conflict and the root of the eternal 
zebra might be this: We are not allowed any wings and eyes, while we reside peacefully 
inside our bodies, yet still alive. Allowed the inner hearing, yes, but nothing much else. I 
suspect that the inner wings and the inner eyes, once upon a time was granted unto us. Still 
untouched lore of magic. The delta opens up in your forehead before you glide through and 
get wings. Maybe what birthed the very tales of the third eye. The inner vision and the inner 
wings of flight. I, myself, experienced a full 30 seconds worth of it, soaring like an eagle 
above all creation, but only like half a minute. I was high as fuck, and was on absolutely 

no drugs. I might be high for the rest of my life! I will always believe in higher forces, but 
getting chained back to earth and gravity, then I still reside as faithful and yet I am being 
doubtful. But why was the portal so quickly closed back down again? I am still struck by 
awe and mystery. What the fuck happened? Maybe why I only can conclude that the conflict, 
have been with us since the dawn of this creation. The creation is not free, but fallen. Fallen 
is the birth as the birth is fallen. I guess any head hunter would know. I therefore conclude, 
that it only can be rooted and linked to our own organisms, which in return only will bring us 
blood wars. Meaning our own bodies bio-linkage and not the word and language confusion, 
that was brought unto us by the terminology of Biolinguistics. It also dawn upon us all, what 
a great task it must be to hold life, itself, to birth a child into this existence. A hard divide 
between asexuality and sexuality. In order to repeat myself: As once stated. The sanctuary 
was original created in the twilight, by rebel angels and demons, seeking refuge from the 
eternal conflict. The only thing you can do about awful people is not being one of them. Yet, 
maybe I have developed a slight evil side to me. I am beginning to laugh at slight accidents, 
but as long as people dont get hurt. Must be my evil twin. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty-two 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 32. I rarely act up, but the night of the Mayan egg, that I microwaved and disolved into 
the asparagus soup, with added lumps of stale rye bread. The shitty soup, gave me such great 
pleasure and great shitty relief. Thank fuck for alcohol and chilli peppers. Someone must 
have been puking buckets. Maybe we all have to get use to seeing the morning hairdo, on 
some individuals. And yet, the old Danish or the Entish do say: We must never ever mix 
certain elements together. We must never ever store boiled eggs in alcohol. Not even for 
some of the healing Medicinal Purposes? Come on, children, we are gonna do some 
shopping in the mix-candy store. The daily miracles. Windy conditions past sun down. How 
dead against any law of nature. But we have been there before, right? Maybe I will be doing 
some reading. Picking down the old Charles poetry of the famed Edward Lear or maybe even 
take down the John Keats. I somehow always seem to end up on the dystopian litterature 
shelf. A lot of utopian tales of the non-existing brick work of our walls, that could hold cat 
steps, by mason brick work, bricks turned 90 degrees outward, so the birds will be nesting 
and the cats will be feeding, an utopian dream of a global civilisation, dwelling in balance 
with nature. Seeking an entirely different civilisation, an entirely different infra structure. 
Maybe one common ground is this: If it tastes like a rat’s ass, put it down. Back the fuck 
away from it. And yet, if that is all that is left? Some remarks or replies are only to be 
uttered at the right time, in the precise moment of time, meaning in due time. Like the arrival 
of two bottles of Scotch. 60 Cigarettes, some chocolate milk, and everything else, that the 
milk maiden ordered. So in due time, meaning upon arrival: Don’t really know, whether to 
utter the very words. Hallelujah or Yallahuja? Either way. Uttering the very words, THANK 
FUCK. I guess, the sly remarks from any zebra, delivering our goods in the dead of night, to 
be named as Eve. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty-three 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 33. Real shitty said the kitty. You begin to wonder as to how old those traits truely are. 
Seeking answers in all intestines? Butcher old. Like my first butch bitch. Sheran Myshell. 

I, for one, am done seeking any answers in any intestines. Think most people are, those that 
have been gutting a fish or a duck, you know, that runny black shite that smells really, 

really bad. Kitty unpopular. But most still end up preferring some black bat shite in their 
asses. (“Need rephrasing. Sund lort in en syg tarm. Men kun mellem mennesker? 

Ikke andelort eller flagermuse lort. Fordi vi er? Mennesker? Spawn crawls either way. 

(Up or Down). Bio linkage. Orderly breeding and chain build stacking, atomic chain build on 
organisms. Slave trade on bio.”’). Does it truely need to be worded in another fashion. Either 
you get the compressed intel or you don’t. Note: absolutely loved the Jacobites second 
volume. A lot of black women, filthy rich, being a tad too the african way of life, not meant 
to insult. Obesity Black mama. But the second volume named Revolution, 

was spot on from A to Z. 


But what the fuck really happens when we hit the triology? Mental issues, I trust. All hell 
seems to break loose. Why? Problably the book or claim is too close to home. That is what 
usually happens. Kinda weird, seen from a creative perspective. Normalcy? Black women 
growing their toenails, the length of Pluto. What you say. It took you like four years worth 
of toenail growth? Odd, seen from my own persceptive and toenails. Maybe leading unto the 
very obsession with those male feet. Any feet, I guess? Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty-four 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 34. The number 34 is the numerical of number seven. The earthly realm of an old 
brothel-keep’s number seven, not tending the heavens, forever damned, cursed and locked in 
blue. Only birthing black heads and Sun spots. Simpleton assumptions on some old text and 
lore. Is it then, the first death or the first born? I have always named it, the twilight drama of 
a vulture and a snake. Fallen by two and raised by three. The ancient weigh of the Anubis 
scale pans, the weigh of two done by the count of three. The Dragon’s trinity lore of ancients. 
The one scale of any justice, being two pieces of lame ply-wood, that can start a fire, but not 
tending the holy fire of our souls. The inner kingdom. The kingdom of heaven is within you. 
And whosoever shall know himself shall find it. Egyptian Book of the Dead. 


Numerical 4. Revelation 20:11 And I saw a great white throne, and him that sat on it, from 
whose face the earth and the heaven fled away; and there was found no place for them. 

(The great white shark looks evil, even in it shape as well as in it’s nature. Might even be 
what spawned the demonology, in the first place. What spawned the ideology of having both 
a head and a tail, thought the God amoeba. The two-sided coin of the Pharaoh, a vulture and 
a snake. The scientific fact still being, that all life was indeed spawned by the amoeba, but it 
is still extremely hard to tolerate by us all, hard to tolerate by all lifeforms. And so we evolve 
our mentalisms away from God and grow our own individual minds and creativity). 


Numerical 5. Revelation 20:12 And I saw the dead, small and great, stand before God; and 
the books were opened: and another book was opened, which is the book of life: and the 
dead were judged out of those things which were written in the books, according to their 
works. (And if the granted publication, flees from you, if it gets robbed from you, like flies 
that lay egg in your skin, only to birth the wings of maggots, that ironically will survive and 
grow on the cargo and treasure of your own scripture, robbed from any solace of Gods and 
only robbed from you by God? By God! For the love of Cod). 


Numerical 6. Revelation 20:13 And the sea gave up the dead which were in it; and death and 
hell delivered up the dead which were in them: and they were judged every man according 
to their works. (Any proclaiming themselfs as being scribes, must lead extremely hard lifes. 
Will any scribe do? And what of Ani’s scribes?). 


Numerical 7. Revelation 20:14 And death and hell were cast into the lake of fire. This is the 
second death. (Maybe where demonology starts, djinns or other, which only can conflict with 
20:15. The Ankh of life, that once birthedth life. Maybe even solved by the wording of a first 
born. Cruel assumption. Off that, I am fully aware, but still?). 


Numerical 8. Revelation 20:15 And whosoever was not found written in the book of life was 
cast into the lake of fire? (Wood burns, dried shit burns, but what of human flesh? The old 
Egyptian Mummies are known to be a tad dry. They might be suffering from eternal fire? But 
have a book of life, ever birthedth a real child of flesh and blood? A child with inner eyes to 
behold, and inner wings so it may soar like an eagle? We all have good childhoods, with a 
serpent’s clean cleanse, from birth, untill it gets corrupted). 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty-five 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 35. This doesn’t make any God damn sense. Same bird. Another porno starlet and a 
really popular one. The Julia Duck. Same blue heart tattoo situated on her right tit. But in 
that year.. unto which year? It just can’t be true? Of course, being raised and brought up on 
some Danish Gregorian calendar, and some lame 12/24 coo coo clockwork and a Danish 
architect ruler. But still? I mean WhatTheFuck. Maybe certain lines from the oldtimers, are 
beginning to ring true. Like the ancient line: Never ever ask about a woman’s age. Damn. 

I mean DAMN. Like she doesn’t look a day over 627 years old? Can it get any worse. 
Wouldn’t be surprised at all? What about like 8362 years old? What ever it is, then it cannot 
hold any gravity. Is it the fountain of youth. Might just be? Huh? Now, that you ask. Beats 
me? I just wouldn’t God damn know. Standard reply. I don’t really think any moron gets 
exactly how far out this is. I mean, I was beef jerking off to a smoking hot Madison Stone for 
a good decade, ten years, then flown back, getting my eyes on the price, even had my hands 
on the prize, it was her, even checking her fanny out, same looks, same face, same voice, still 
totally young, firm in the flesh, same tits, I would reckonize those anywhere, but like three 
decades later on? WhatTheFuck. So? I mean getting flown in from what? Year 1997-1998 till 
1970s. It just cannot add up. I give up. But I actually, think that I gave up eons ago. Fuck me. 
No. No. No, I truly mean fuck me! I doubt anyone ever will work this out. Maybe why Count 
Dracula stories still floats around, in this day and age. Think my main frame computer, just 
burned down. No way in hell, can time be liniar. I do believe the MATRIX movie stated, that 
freeing a mind is extremely dangerous. So time basically dissolves. And yet, 

we always get told that the hanging judge, is all out of ropes, but I still got my robes on, 
meaning clothes. Better keep it that way. Eewww... Keep your clothes on, please! Trust me, 

I know what this sounds like. It sounds to be utterly Uuuh Uuuh.. Cuckoo. I think Seymore 
Butts father actually got away with it: Motherfucking fuck it. FUCK GOD. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty-six 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 36. 

The terminology of peace bestowed upon us, being granted God’s peace. And yet, if Gods, in 
all essence, basically are the wellhung men, fucking their brains out. Then it must be a long 
road to travel, for most women. We surely cannot have some small cocked dictator, rule nor 
dictate anything. Timeless. Different parents. Different role models. Not priceless. 

Pro role models are extremely hot and sexy and costs a lot of money. 

A somewhat provocative thought. Any one of us that choose to dwell in the twilight, are 
most times struck with what I would name as a JJ-complex. The Jesus and the Jude complex. 
Whereas the freaky White Christ thorn complex is really totally ice cold. I mean, like totally 
out-there. Some might even name it to be the stargazer’s head hunter mode. 

The White Christ Complex, concearning the piercing in his side and the very emergence of 
water? A somewhat explosive topic, it still is. Mainly due to the old lore of baptisms. 
Johannes the baptist’s head served on a silver platter, maybe even, done by the metallurgy of 
thirty pieces of the traitor’s silver. Modern doctors, have been thinking along the lines, that 
the very emerging water, truely was the presence of white blood cells. 

Our own inner immune defence system. I just might steep so low, as to name it as being 

the early stages of pus. The white blood cells, often hardens ups, to the stage of inner pus, 
then most often ending up with a blackhead on your skin, for pus drainage. Sometimes they 
even pop by themselfs, due to tear and wear. Knowledge makes a man unfit to be a slave. 
Mirrored. Slavehood makes a man unfit to know. Guess it works both ways? A Crown of 
Thornes and a Crown of Cotton. Like an old torn flag of the Danes. Another Jean-Michel 
Jarre 1986. Danish sound filter re-run. Danish police forces: Luk deren op? One can only 
wonder, as to what one’s own step father went through? The record Houston/Lyon 1986. 

It is starting all over, again? Mujuice - Rytm Moscow. Grey gardens. 2023. Danish sound 
filter, byt til byld? Boil and pus drainage. Those damned bat ears and sonar. Circumsized for 
the flies in the circus. And so sometimes beautiful music are being created from the Danish 
ugliness (uglyness). As goes for the judicial. Niirnburg in the end of 2nd worldwar. 

The Kennedy hearings in the 70s. What is the point? History’s repeat birthed by greed. 

Sex rhymes with? XXXXX? We cannot evolve ourselfs any further? All has been done, all 
have been tried. All have been created. So the Bolero, the famous music piece, but this time 
round, done with farting sounds? The smell of it always gets around, much like the fact that 
the word always gets around. And yet, miracles do happen. The more popular and used a 
whore truely is, so much more names are granted unto her. Sweet child many a names. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty-seven 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 37. 

Been awaiting this moment since age 3, I guess? Definitely prior to age 5. 

Oh... magnificence! Do you feel powerful now? Fucking around with my web porn sites. 
B/W filters. Blur filters. Privacy settings... you name it! 

There can only be one way forward. I urge every person on the planet to loose all of their 
passwords... codes, any lame J. Edgar Hoover identification protocol. Any intel, you name 

it. We all need to insist on free platforms. Let all the hackers put their noses in it, till we all 
grasp everybodys personal freedoms. Still human flies runs their noses off in our garbish 
bags, seeking solace and intel and not food. Mister Safety says, we all still have SIM Cards 
and GPS Sattelite positions. No one buys the dead fingers Ghost protocol from the stale old 
Danish Vikings. What a mind fuck. And they only seem to get worse, all those Danish mind 
fucks. No one buys it, not these days. Jack’s compass told it all, tells it all. Sorry arse fact, 
the system worked. It could still work, that is, till you hit the dead white demonic elements 
of greed and power. Driven like the snow. A positive note, the snow is now white and not 
industrial revolution black. Hoping for mother Earth to rebound, into the colour of green, 
but peacefully. It just might be the safest and the most sound minded conclusion of all time, 
transcending time and God. The Godly concept, the God amoeba, which is Egyptian Nefertiti 
old, and holy matrimony evil, vile and vicious, is a falsehood, but please come to know, that 
it will eventually rid itself, off all existence, due to it’s own evil nature. Most people always 
seem to be honoring the sacrificial lamb, by some pretend marriage. Fucking their brains out. 
Maybe the reason why, many people reached the same lame conclusion, long ago, ages ago, 
ending up not giving a rat’s ass about anything. Couldn’t care less. Fuck it. Further more, 
FUCK GOD (GOOD?). For the love of Cod. As goes for the trinity lore of Dragons and the 
trinity lore and law of nature, it still consists on the holy count of three. The Dwat/Duat. The 
Khu and The Ka. It is still the ancient holy count of three, honoring the trinity and their 
binary elements, leading onto the six eternal elements of: WATER. FIRE (FOUR?). AIR. 
MATTER. SPIRIT. SOUL. For as long as humanity and the humanoid races exist. The only 
Godly concept, that I want to honor and worship. And with it, our own individual human 
rights. Is it not a human right to sit down and utterly rot, if you choose to rot. To worship 
those ancient mummified mummies, that once sang high praise, about passing the river of the 
angelical Malachimera, travelling to and unto Dwat/Duat. In the ancient tongue, the eternal 
life that was granted unto mankind. Faith and not religion. Engine problems. Oh, please do 
tell me about it. The GOOD FOUR? What the fuck do you take me for? THE GOOD FOUR. 
What about Spirit or Soul? You must be utterly insane in the membrane, Mister D’ Artagnan. 
It would problably be leading unto cancer, can only lead up to my own cancer, but maybe the 
right kind of cancer, for once. Cancer in the dark. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty-eight 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 38. The twin genetics have always been fighting the one celled God amoeba. Guess it 
always have been that way, with this world. What better words than: I can finally claim that 
I truely have found my own inner peace. Because you can only self-exterminate. Not any 
better salutation ever dreamt up, than the famed Pythagoras salutation. A2+B2=C2. Dying a 
straight man in Greece. Finally another book of the dead. No condoms needed. No abortion 
pills needed. People don’t even wanna touch each other. We might just all finally die out. 
The daily beef jerky, to loose some matter, if we even can muster the energy. And so some 
of us gets pleased by the hot visuals of other people that seemingly still are able to function 
sexually. Ourselfs not being able of such traits, getting off, that is getting off physically. 
Meaning some real intercourse. Then would you claim such traits as being some holy traits? 
Asexuality, meaning a total non-sexual state of affairs. I sure as shit wouldn’t name it, as 
being holy. But I trust that an Egyptian Ankh of life, once birthedth life and not death. Think 
that I heard that story before? Somewhat of a zebra tale. Good guys versus the Bad guys. 
The Good guy thinks deep down that he is a bad guy. The Bad guy thinks deep down that he 
is a good guy. But most likely both their perspectives must be, that they both really are Good 
guys. We all feel in such fashion, in order to live with ourselfs. They meet up. Good guy: 

Do you wanna shoot me? Bad guy: No! Bad guy: Do you wanna shoot me? Good guy: Nah! 
Let’s grap a beer. WOW. World of Warcraft. A mighty tiny engine and yet, a vast and giant 
space, at the same time. The sky is the limit. Shadow Vale, loved the concept. But know that 
there rarely is anybody home. But a life as a night elf. Would love it. Hunting is easier in the 
night. An old Stone-age conclusion. Huh...? Stop it. Me being deployed in nature, be it in the 
Amazon rainforests. Antarctica, Greenland or the Russian Siberian tundras, then I wouldn’t 
last five minutes. Been raised too much like Princess Leia. Not suffering from beauty, 
though. Since then, the Spanish Inquisition people have been laying in torture machines and 
stretching Machines. I love that birds proportions, but her neck is too short. She then, must 
suffer for beauty. But wouldn’t that be a fun Tic-Toc notion, Brooke Banner been running 
around with those sexy smoking hot proportions, since the renaissance. 

As goes for the sexual visuals, despite getting banned from my very own porno profiles, it 
cannot change the mystery of age and time. I mean, let’s call him Sohnni Jins (The evil twin 
of William Shakespeare) and his sexy interactions with Lena Paul or Mason Storm, for that 
matter, it shouldn’t really be possible, at all? Not if timelines are real? Holding any reality. 
Can’t possibly be true, that is, according to my own timeline? I will never ever get my head 
around it. The coo coo cuckoo clock. Tic-Toc Time issues. Might as well give up, remain 
asexual and try not to get, too jealous. But it kinda makes you wonder as to what the hell 
gravity and ageing are all about. Weirdest puzzle I ever gave myself. As far out as it sounds, 
the soundest conclusion can only be the fact that time cannot be linear. I guess also conveyed 
by Einstein, but in another fashion. What is next? Some signature followed by a trip in the 
Spanish basement, getting my neck adjusted, someone pulling one’s leg, maybe even both 
legs, to stop the fly guy’s limp? A fly guy, limping on his oversized drumstick. Someone 
pulling one’s, you know muscle? Cannot change the fact that many male porno stars have a 
really hard time coping with all the emotional issues. It actually goes for most women and 
men. Falling in love and not much they can do about it. And so I most often return to the 
daily tasks of the internal dealings. Everyday issues. I promised you some kippers with warm 
breads. I also promised you some pizza. I promised you some KFC chicken drums in a big 
bucket. Oddly enough, it actually moves something! Something moves. 

But is it in the bowels? 


I fully know that, mongol. I promised you a kebab pizza with salad and an Arabic spice 
blend dressing and Creme fraiche, like yesterday. As long as I have beer and whiskey and 
tobacco, then you might get one pizza tomorrow or next week or next month. Maybe even 
next year. It is all up to you. Hell, you might be hitting the pizza, in the next Century, if there 
still are some of those Italian food outlets around. It is all up to you. Losing my shite. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Thirty-nine 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 39. Tits and ass seal. Above as below. Above and ass below, surely. Said old Shelley. 
Never give up on your dreams, go back to bed. But nah. That is an Oh..no..no..no! 

Certain dawns are harder than others. My vast printerest web portal is still deactivated. 

I once had 3 large Pdf-files on my Google drive that mysteriously vanished. But I always 
keep back-ups, here and there. The 3 missing files was not done by myself. And the three 
files was not the triology, named tear of Ra, which I highly suspect is gonna wipe itself out, 
eventually. The 3 Pdf-files were named Nosferatus. Version 1.7 and 5.0. No lie. But let’s 
blame alcohol. It is really what makes us stay mentally alert, to state such fly fucking claims. 
Can only speak for myself, but I am getting old. Stealthy thieves these day are badly taught, 
never show any signs of interference? Any copy & paste moron should know. Another time 
mystery. Time standing still. What was that? Interesting! So status quo on eating food and 
mastrubation results in, not shitting and no borders that are being moved? Weird, it sounds 
out there, maybe WHY many people in highly populated areas, might end up asking where 
the HELL their shitter tubing go? Weird, but a GOOD theory on Obesity. Logically stated in 
a lower vocabulatory. If you dont wanna loose any off your shite = You will become Obese. 
A proper Sith Lord, will always be sleeping in his shit cloak. The Adult diaperhood. Ask 
Thou neighbor! Who, the three year old toddler? The tear of Ra. The triology. Consisting of 
volume one, Tear of Ra. Volume two, Croc ‘a Lion. Volume three, Origin. So which writing 
tool, would a modern scribe be wanting to use? Who really knows, we all still need to start 
of with an A to Z of letter. I once was a mute. | still am a mute, but now I truely know my A 
to Z. As to how you order the letters, it can only be your own choice. Surely, if we reside in 
a free World. Yet, it will always be bound up by letter, words and sounds. The news loop? I 
definitely know that they stuck me in a loop. But is it a global thingy? If it is, I find it hard 
to describe the current level of Communications. Oh..fuck me. Word has it all the villagers 
want to burn something off? Dunno...sattelites. But how? Bibles and sattelites! But while we 
are on the topic. How do they even make time appear to be liniar? Fucked up as it sounds. 
The first childhood highs that I had, although I lost them at a young age. One of them was 
the summer holiday, meaning no School bench, at all. 


At a very young age, I was still linked to the nature cyclus, I do remember the Easter lily’s 
(Lilium longiflorum) trumpet-shaped flowers symbolizing spring, they are best known as a 
traditional Easter decoration. Wide spread in Japan and elsewhere. 

Despite the evidence turning up each Spring, I still have my doubts. Fucked up as it sounds. 

I know, what it sounds like. I am mentally and mathematically insane. I even had it on paper 
for once, someone made it official, NUT House papers, but those papers also got nicked. Odd 
balls always trade in all sorts of weird fashions. Must have done somebody, some GOOD. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fourty 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 40. Death may be the greatest of all human blessings? Oh...come what may! Month of 
May being the end of it? May it be the end of it. Come month of May. 

Some Danish wordplays or sayings: Some Danish word play conjuring up the notion, that 
someone must taste death. Because Sweet rhymes with death? And where will that take me? 
Beef and gravy? Standard reply. What does a SIGNED contract of the dead truely look like? 
A work contract for the dead? But how? Not a returning to the doctrin of the X, that marks 
the spot. Then we couldn’t have steeped any lower. The old Knight’s Templers days of slave 
trade, but done out in the open. Please do know, that there is a lot of intel or misinformation 
on youtube channels. I can’t even seem to remember where. But many people are eagerly 
trying to dismiss the Mayan long count calendar. 2012. Think I had my say in this spheroid’s 
time measurements and said where the Golden ratio, should have been implemented. But I 
get the resistance of it. I can also grasp the reasoning for it. Some people will ask: What is it 
with the calendars? When at the end of any day, it turns out that one day just takes another 
day? It is done. Or is this DUNE? Perfection. And if the perfection, actually details slaves, 
that aren’t even aware of their own pedicaments, then the system propels itself, peacefully. 
The pedicaments might actually be the element of being conscious about one’s own faeces 
etc. In Heaven’s bless you might not even have any consciousness assigned unto such 
matter. Then for those sexual individuals, it can only be a bless. Tried both ends of the two 
scale pans. But I still like the notions of the modern DNA spiral and especially the notions of 
the human defence system. That science, was all based on bloodworks and the study of the 
H.I.V virus. But these days, the skepticism is really high, based on some television visuals, 
many people might even question if the visuals are real and truely of an electron microscope, 
or if the imagetry is created in an Maya 3D engine. The modern theory, that certain 
knowledge is impossible is named Cartesian skepticism. But, as always, seen from a Holy 
Serpent’s perspective, there is no way round bend truth, if you want creativity in this World. 
To call it a lie, must be your own pedicament. Some might even claim that we as race have 
become too advanced and too evolved. That we have evovled ourselfs into devolution. But 
we have been there for ten thousand years, at least. One of the reasons WHY I feel beyond 
tired. Yet, still choose to name it fire. But HOLY fire? Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fourty-one 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 41. Calory intake in general? But as I am Tic-Toc mesmerized, I truely wouldn’t know. 
But there might be some truths to the one GOOD meal per day, but split into six minor 
portions, that is, when you find yourself, to have become older. Definitely if you are asexual 
(meaning non-sexual) and indeed if you are inactive. Advice is to move around 20 minutes 
per day. Maybe even do some of the famed shit mover yoga, just like McCloud’s daughter. 
Let’s eat some boiled wrenches. Huh? WHY not boil some Knight’s armor and eat it? Huh? 
Someone need to call the Chinese Alchemist. Huh? Problem with the visor and visors. You 
know visors, meaning the dials on the old clocks. Is the Knight’s visor up or down? Cannot 
eat with the visor down. Once upon a time an open visor filled with timeless words, could 
feed 5000 people and not 5000 fishes. Once words were a priced commodity. And yet, is a 
mere 5000 words still assigned unto gravity? Then we pause and think upon the daily 
meditation. Hang on a minute. This cannot be a coincidence. The basement window in 
Jenny’s road 17, in Allburgh, Denmark. The basement window in Godalming, in the vast 
surburbian London. And yet, I didn’t find the stone fountain, that I constructed on the 
Denmark address? It still is totally Motherfucking weird. Make a habit of two things - to 
help, or at least do no harm. The Quote is from the old Greek Geek hypocrite. Biggest claim 
to be honoring masturbation. Mobile pay runs out in two days! So? Any relations to nets and 
credit cards, yet alone sim registry? May Lord Palpatine have mercy on my sim-card. Hail 
all Immortal leegions. Hey Dude, don’t let me down, take a sad song and make it sadder. But 
honestly Dude, if the assigned incognito mode, doesn’t even seem to be working? Then we 
all gonna have problems and issues. I mean kinda says it all! When I find myself in times of 
trouble, Mother Mary comes to me. Speaking words of wisdom, let it be. Let it be. I really 
hate to bring on the tears for fears. But I guess the Prince of darkness had been there before, 
crying out to Sharon. Guess most people have been there before. The fear of the unknown. 
And yet, I might just ask: If fear of the unknown turns out to be love? Maybe that is what is 
going on with most people. So many hot 40-41 year old milfs in this entry 41. 

Yet, Palpatine trying out a forth attempt on the Kessel run, in between the daily bad shite 
toilet visits. The irritable Owl syndrom. Taking a dump whilst thinking: 

Whether the weather, will wet her or the wheat will plain grow? Must be an age old riddle of 
the ancient moist meadows. Oh...so poetic. My heart may melt, together with the Rainbow 
smelt? Whosoever smelled it, dealt it! Blowing me some kisses. Problably Scottish kisses. 
Felt that way for years. The constant bloody headache. It will hurt. And hurt. And hurt. And 
then one day. It won’t. Always feared the day. Still love the smell of a rotten cornfield in the 
morning. How I normally awake. Wheat growing in my ass. Always accepting a loss, 

being at a loss? WhatTheFuck. What is this place? Accepting a loss, all within reason. 

A dish costing the same price as a BMW automobile (a Car). From the scrapyard? 
Nah..brandnew! Huh. Well, my Boo-Hoo must be real hungry. I always dap around with 
lower finance issues. Gnomeprint.dk. I mean a book 326 pages in an A4 format, colour 
format and gloss cover. A wooping £ 400. Problem solved. Will never see the light of day. 
Superman’s Son in the fighting ring flooring, both the Thor and the Hulk. Ohh...please? 
Laughing or crying? A bit of both. Mostly laughing. Then crying. 

Back to the past. Volume I, II and IJ. Dawns diary? 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fourty-two 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 42. The 42 cardinals of the old ancient Egyptian Ma’at. Fully explained in detail: 

1. I honor silence of virtue. Aken. All knowledge enter Necropolis. 2. I benefit without 
violence. Ash. All seek Horus. 3. I am non violent. Ma’at. MOTHERS are a treasure. 

4. I respect the property of others. Buckis. Bread unbaked counts kelvins in stoves. 

5. I know that all life is sacred. Hathor. Hatred anchored towards her or rage. 

6. I try to be generous. Ha. Hatred anchored. 7. I walk with truth. Imoteph. I move over the 
elysian plains, honored. 8. I treasure books of divinity. Thoth. To Hathor or to Horus. 

9. I respect knowledge of truths. Seker. Seek eternal kindreds entering resh. 

10. I eat what is offered. Ptah. Peh to all horseshite. 11. I speak with good intent. Ruty. Rule 
unruly tongues, yielded. 12. I relate to peace. Sobek. So oblivion begins entering knights. 
13. I consider animals sacred. Wadjet. Whores are dead jesters entering tribunals. 

14. I believe in myself. Min. Minds in Necropolis. 15. I care for all matter. Mut. Mutes under 
torment. 16. I tend the fire. Nuut. Now, unruly underworlds torn. 17. I tend the air. Horus. 
High orders rules us sacred. 18. I tend the water. Hapi. Happy are people, ignorant. 

19. I rely on my own Council. Osiris. Our sacred inner rest is sleep. 

20. I speak good of others. Reshep. Reputation ends sex heated erupted pleasures. 

21. I balance my emotions. Sekhmet. Scale elements, knowledge heated merges eternal 
treasure. 22. I trust my relations. Shu. Shut hole up. 23. I try to uphold purity. Satis. 
Satisfaction are treasured in sex. 24. I try to spread joy. Anubis. Another Nomad under bliss 
in Sekhmet. 25. I do the best I can. Tutu. Timeless uterus. Timeless unborns. 

26. I communicate with care. Sothis. Sex oblivion treasure Hell’s icy shores. 

27. I listen to both opinions. Qadesh. Question all dead Elementar souls, hellbound. 

28. I seek harmony. Isis. I sigh in sighs. 29. I promote laughter. Mehen. Myself erupts humor 
entering Necropolis. 30. I am capable of love. Baal. Best are all leeches. 

31. I forgive and forget. Zenenet. Zleepooh enters neatherworlds, enter nirvana’s, enters 
thresholds. 32. I am non abusive towards others. Pakhet. Packed arms, knowledge harvested, 
eternal treasures. 33. I act with care. Merit. Many errands riches in tear. 34. I am not 
judgemental. Geb. Go enter birth. 35. I follow my inner guide. Amun-Ra. Amon moves 
under night, rests all. 36. I distort through time. Ouroboros. Once upon ruly ordinances, but 
our rot overcame self. 37. I try to do good. Yah. You all hate. 38. I give blessings. Qebhet. 
Question everything by heated ear treasure. 39. I try to uphold optimism. Sia. Speaking in 
answers. 40. I praise destiny. Bastet. Breathe as salmons to eternity’s threshold. 

41. I try to be humble. Seth. Silence evolves the heat. 

42. | move with integrity. Bat. Bad at times. 

Nota bene. Please come to know that the historical Egyptian Ma’at consisted of 42 divine 
Cardinal virtues. 42 divine ideals. 14 times 3 equals 42. I have added the three elements of 
water, fire and air, as you, yourself is matter. In fact we are all matter. All that matters: 
WATER. FIRE. AIR. MATTER. SPIRIT. SOUL. 

43. I advance by self. Kauket. Knowledge-kontiniuum annihilated under knowledge 
elements terminal. 

44. I embrace the good with the bad. Kek. Knowledge evolves knowledge. 

45. ] embrace all the six eternal elements: 

WATER. FIRE. AIR. MATTER. SPIRIT. SOUL. 

Ra. Rest all. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fourty-three 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 43. Blade runner 2049. Certain truths to it. History repeats itself. Past two Towers 
down. J.R.R Tolkien leading to a system of a down. One big arab bank and a big zionist 
bank. Let us all guess, two stern ruling bloodlines and the hybrid option is a definate no go, 
as always, despite the fact that they also get healthy children. It is like a cruel joke, really. 
You tell, me! I only work here. Well, we have been there before. Can’t even remember what 
we did last time round? Apparently according to the latest commentary...the Lord of the 
rings, the extended versions, just gets longer and longer. People problably getting spaced out, 
I guess. One of them days. Humor left the building...for some unknown reason. Trust that it 
is, what most people go through. Good days and bad days, even some in between days. 
Passing the KFC Bucket unto Thou neighbor. Huh? The three year old toddler? NOT getting 
a lot of likes. Me better be liking it, myself. Reversed Psychology. A note for later entry: 
People dwelling in the sexual heaven of bless, getting hit with the earthly realm of bliss. 

All that I know, is that there always will be war! That just sounded too ironing board smooth, 
but let us put it in here. Maybe one sound conclusion is that the element above is dead, yet, it 
also holds some form of Intelligence, but does it hold any life? 

Another conclusion, is that it most definitely is driven. Too much logic? The ironing board, 
then, being the end-conclusion, that all life is but driven. Some truth to it, I would say. It is 
still my biggest fear, the final destinations. Will be for the rest of my life, for as long as it 
may last. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fourty-four 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 44. Wondering heights. GOOD question! Living in an elevator. Sending a prayer unto 
Boo Hoo. Is it you mi Boo? A prayer unto you know who! But do you then, pray for a 
download or an upload? Maybe like half a download. A Carrie-Ann Moss download with 
only the one eye blinking? Mind you, that latex ass of hers, mounting that motorbike. I mean 
oh... WOW. No really. WOW. No really. Oh... WOW. But is it real meat, Ed? 

The Key Master must be all out of Keys, but he still had eyes in his head. On topic, let us 
not forget, the Doom raider, miss Lara Croft, don’t get me started. WOW. Voice shut down. 
Something getting tired out by repetition? You must be too driven. Must be some kind of 
driven element, expecting to be eternally entertained by Pinocchio, but it all, had to come 

to an end. But thinking back, a good Fish and Chips shop. Haven’t had one of those since! I 
don’t really know? Like back in the days of my deploy in Surbiton. Like in the year of 1989 
AD. Those were the days, zipping 50 cent bacardi’s. But that sounded extremely high 
powered. What was that? Huh! Getting served a proper Fish & Chips meal, but served like 
immediately, getting it flown in, from London? Let us see now. Jet-pilot on the costly hourly 
rate, the price on the jet fuel, alone. It definitely needs to be transported in a jet. Don’t want 
the man’s din-din to get cold, to cool down. But it is still what most elderly say unto us. 
Seafood is a more lean and a good grub for the elderly. The healthy alternative. 


But what will the price be, for a proper Fish & Chips, served in some newspaper wrapping, if 
newspapers even still are around? Fish and Chips flown in directly from London? Properly in 
the neighborhood of a cool one million dollars. Grub must be worth it? Coming from a man 
that still likes his oysters and seafood. Some woman or wife puts some cooking Oil, on the 
cars engine. And the husband screams: OH..NO! It entirely depends...on the engine. A Fish 
& Chips vendor in London running his car on his Fish & Chips shop left-overs, he sure got 
closed down and fast. Is the dude still alive? And it is even one of those unbearable true 
stories. So no one beats the system of a down. Asked the clown. Boys will be boys, starting 
off by pissing on the fish, insisting on the good beef steak. But later on they will find their 
bodies alternating, due to age. Finally ending up on the fish. But still, insisting on the fish 

not being way too fishy. Yet, some still choosing the safe haven of the occasional piss, some 
whiskey, to go along with the fish. A dram or two. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fourty-five 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 45. You are gonna die, getting killed. Such nice vibrational reality this evening, 

at 11:47 AMP. Leeding on to the question. Maybe God or Cod is GOOD after all? 

And how is it to be achieved! I mean, the very act of killing? Internally or externally? 
Internally. This is pure guesswork, but I trust it never ever have occured, in all of existence. 
If anyone even gets me. The native American beef-jerky rainmaker, then says: I love the 
smell of rotten corn, in the morning. A dram. Rotting corn fields in the morning. It is way 
better than the smell of napalm, in the morning. Seen from air-force one: Where the HELL 
are we at? What the HELL is this dump! Is that Romania? No, mister President, that is the 
Danish town of Randers. Change? Yes, WICCAN! Many people still praying that the famous 
rainforest-sphere, in the Danish town of Randers, eventually will spread nationwide, given 
time, for that we all hope and pray. Pray for rain. The rainbow warrior’s global corn tipi, 
always moves around. Next stop? Mother Russia? A much bigger bread basket. I always hate 
to repeat myself, but here goes. As goes for weapons of mass-destruction, the world’s first 
weapon of mass-destruction was the old Egyptian bread basket. 

We still cannot escape that fact. 

Maybe WHY we should respect the 1948 UN charter, and disregard the 1953 UN charter, 
there will be more survivors. | still see that the fly math guys been working out the maths for 
global atomic winter. Minus 35 degrees celcius over entire Europe. Minus 27 degrees celcius 
over the United States. Eastern regions, even worse. Death by starvation a staggering 99% 
of the globe’s populations. Actually think I would prefer the green shitty rainforest, crawling 
with life. Preferring a jungle, outside. Yet, praying for civilisation. Hopefully a Metropolis 
near by. A bigger sexual hunting ground. These days most people and trolls, do their hunting 
at Tesco’s or Sainbury’s, with some banged up trolley. Hello. Civilisation. 

But an alternated civilisation by progress, pursuing a modern civi-structure, that is more in 
balance with mother nature. Hopefully not by means of war. But it will always have a 
destructive element assigned to it. Tearing down and building up. Too dangerous and too 
visionary, thought the missionary, holding the King James bible of the year 1611 AD. 

Croc ‘a Lion. Maybe the Lion should show some mercy, hitting the big cruise buffet. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fourty-six 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
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Entry 46. We are definitely not allowed to charm the elderly, nor any kids or children. 

And the youth, as always, is somewhat stuck in the middle. The novel entitled: The Catcher 
in the rye, kinda says it all. It is, however, still a penguin classic, a good one, from the old 
elvish dystopian shelf. All those penguin classics, on the shelfs at the elven elfs. Too many 
classics to be counted, countless classics. All the more reason for the dreaded old line. 

Seek and you shall find. You may find tears, fears. heartache, anger, war and war of hearts. 
Romance and love. Dread and misery. Pain, death, mutilation and some more misery. All the 
more reason, to justify the old King James bible of the dreaded year of 1611 AD, right? 

But, all in all, eventually most people seem to find their own inner peace of mind. 

Man and animal. Animals, our familiars. Still a fun observation. Animals do differ in 
personality, just like humans or humanoids. Some dogs love water while other dogs hate 
water, much like cats. Weird, and mesmerizing at the same time. A Mystery of sorts, that 
leeds to water sports. Most people just farting, then they hit the shower and sometimes even 
piss down in the shower drain. A shit, shave and shower. A real Hitchcock horror for the most 
spoiled and fanzy ladies. Back then, the red lipsticks weren’t waterproof, because the wax 
seal element was missing. Lets name it: The red ironing board of the day. And so? Alot of 
maths concearning the outbreak of a third worldwar? But how? Not to come across like some 
hard boiled, tight hard ass. But really people. Let’s see: The korean war. The Vietnam war 
and countless many other wars. Way too many wars to count. Most people would say that 
the third World war, already got played out like long ago, like ages ago. All we seemingly 

is left with, is then endless conflict and war. But still the Ukraine war is still being fought in 
the wrong region. But at least, it is isolated and controlled. But it is really still the old Danish 
rule of the shadow council, count Dooku trying to do some bypassing, leasing out soldiers 
and weaponry, to another assigned closed off region. Denmark, such a flat country. 

The flatlands of the Den. But the theaters of war, for once at the right location? 

Still makes you ponder and wonder the repeat of history’s tragedies. The Copenhagen battle 
of 1801 and 1807 AD. Nestlé are still GOOD products, to my liking. Guess my job is done. 
Would still cling onto the Union Jack. The UK in Ukraine...might just be a tad too nifty. 

Lidt for segt, med den her udlicitering. 

I truely love this iPad and iPhone. All hail Steve Jobs (meant as a salutation, meant as a 
greeting). This Palpatine SIM card shite actually works. Whistleblowers and deepthroats, 
breaking their words of sworn silence, by not uttering one God DAMN word. Motherfucking 
LOVING it. Once proclaimed dead meat? Getting there thought the Serpent Osiris, 

the heartless. Yet, still awaiting those missiles or nukes, flying round my ears. I do, however, 
not own a bread-basket, said the old basket case, but I still have a kitchen cupboard, same 
deal really. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Entry 47. Might be the construct reality that some of us travel through. Heathrow Airport, 
think that I was there somewhere in between my 18th year and my 23rd year? 

The layout of the place, big Hall interiors with news agents, shops and all the essentials, 
basically a take-off runway and a touch-down runway. But not really sure now. Been too 
much of a movie buff and been in way too many places. In the end you can’t even tell your 
own elbow from your own arsehole, memory wise. Ain’t that the truth. GOOD guesswork if 
any. Cuban scientists and scientists from Puerto Rico, fucked off from the SETI program in 
Puerto Rico and left for Chile and with them, their knowledge and expertise. All guesswork, 
but wouldn’t be surprised. Brains still a high priced commodity, in some parts of the World. 
The linkage beyond, into interstellar space, is not exactly news worthy, it was conveyed 

to all of us, in many movies from 1995 AD. On an entirely different note, in regards to the 
element of seeking Comfort and Sanctum. I trust, the element of female birth still is nature’s 
very own Sanctum, that is, till it gets corrupted. Sometimes it takes you, like 40 or 50 years, 
before you actually grasp what your fathers said unto you. Fathers totally tired out by circles 
and the circus. This might come across as being gender related. But the generalisations in 
generel, right? I have often noticed that most women, always seek new housing or new 
accommedations, seeking comfort in one house after the other. My mother suffered from it, 
my sister suffered from it. Then they start seeking comfort in one husband after the other. 
Ending up seeking comfort in their own children. But it cannot be a crime element, surely? 
The question might amount to this: Is it the right kind of love? However, seeking divine 
salvation in housing, husband and children, as a HOLY redeemer, might be considered as 
being a tad criminal. One of the famed McHenny fake sneeze codes? A somewhat lame 
(Godly) hidden command. You really just wanna pull the head off the bastard, I mean tearing 
his God DAMN head off, but those poor servants don’t know any better. We all, just might 
have to remind ourselfs, that all of us, sometimes actually sneeze right out of the blue. But 
given the shrewness of such a twilight, problably followed by the remarks. Poor victims. 
Oh...the violence. Poor victim, did he or she, make it out alive? It was their own fault, they 
sneezed in the valley of the dead. The Lord and the sneeze moves in mysterious ways. And 
yet, people will ask: Have a mere sneeze ever killed anyone? Guess, right around 20 million 
people. One account, being the white lethal sneeze, of Charles Darwin, sneezing at the local 
tribes, in Tierra del Fuego, in South America. The usual count, that keeps popping up in the 
archives of history’s records. Always the casualties amounting to the numbers of, give and 
take, around 20 millions. The Nosferatus renaissance and the white cream and white powder 
on the faces! A bakers face with a false mold on it, together with a fake sneeze, it was what 
started up the concept of fashion and the renaissance. The old black mold of Leo, and yet, I 
feel a yarn underway. Getting too repetitious tired. Leo. Leo ludicris. Karl Lagerfeld totally 
agrees. Well, he is on the lager. Well, can’t really blame the bastard, at all. I too like the 
occasional cold beer. Good Tea & Coffee is also nice. Some warm coffee with sugar and 
milk, with some added Underberg bitter. Trust me, it will last much longer, even into the cold 
stages of the drink. Yet, we still see and witness some bitch fight between two hot young 
tribal women. Red Mary looks to be really angry...bloody Mary anyone? You know, the 
drink? Mister Safety asks: The days of the deliberate selfdamage, done by too thin drinking 
glasses, must surely, be over? Prefer the British pint glasses, the right kind. But still so so so 
tired out on the vodka, the tomato juice and lazy soft leaf selleri and salt. So so so Bloody 
Mary tired out. Kick her in the balls, Girl! Big Chieftain must be hung. But exactly where? 
Problably in the nearest gallow tree, holding those Strange fruits. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fourty-eight 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 48. There can be no sex prior to HOLY matrimony! Huh? I do remember that anger, 
that turned a whole three decades. Training and building a real man? Maybe some truth to 
this. Most men and boys are always getting adviced, to wait for the right woman? 

The Nefertiti HOLY matrimony, fought this shite since the middle Kingdoms, in old Egypt. 
The old Necropolis. I just won’t have it. The HOLY matrimony, that is, because it is truely 

a farce. In this day and age, it is most likely the cult, named Jehova witnesses. Just another 
century. Be it Jehova or be it Scientology. Whatever floats the boat, right? Still another one 
of those, not exactly news worthy, it has been on the wire since 1997 AD. Been out there for 
decades. Let us just REMIND ourselfs. Still, not meaning a viking longship. Some old 
wooden boat. Matrimony, just like the Asian Moon weddings, that really turned out to be 
some Sun weddings. A joke. Let us not anger, him, any further. But someone did put out the 
notion that the brown E.T’s truely were sun builders. Who really knows? 

Maybe the Director Steven Spielberg knows. Only problem, to this eternal conflict is that 

no prick will never ever know, never ever find out, untill you stick your hard cock up in it, 
sticking it up in there! In the pussy or ass. GOOD sex, it takes at least two or more, thought 
the whore. All the more reason to proclaim any male God, as being the God Amoeba. A 
single-celled organism, extremely lethal and most vicious, thought Sid Vicious. Those feared 
White-spikes, all driven, like the snow. No condoms needed. No abortion pills needed. 

The God Amoeba self-exterminates on the expensive silk sheets, in the number seven 
brothelkeeps. Maybe why the HOLY Matrimony is so hard to kill off. Maybe the binary code 
and the double standards, truely was what led unto the crucifixtions upon countless victims, 
back then. Tic-Toc whenever, where ever, it truely occured. As goes for the asexual elements 
as well as the sexual elements, common ground is still, that we all are drawn to the sexual 
exploits. Some truth to the lines, that sex sells. Problem is that, the sex lust still lingers, but 
the actual sexual activity, in our body, never ever manifests, due to the fact, that all know 
who enters as host. Most finding it really hard to exist in such a world, in the very end. A tad 
of a depressive start to this day, but we always tell ourselfs, that we will get use to it. Fact is 
still, that the sexual ejaculations or to cum, still are the best painkillers. Nature’s own drug. 
A Build-in function in our brains. And who or whom reached such a dreaded conclusion? 

I guess, the many people struck with disease, surely. 

Some logic as well, this morning/evening at 04:39 AMP. Fact is still, just by looking 

at porno movies, the sexuality, then it seems to move certain things. Some might name it: 

To pull a muscle, and then maybe, not elaporate upon the subject of a muscle, any further. 
Today, a slight snack divided into three parts, a KICK bar® eating it throughout the day. On 
a positive note for better or worse. Priceless and maybe even timeless. Sometimes weird shit 
happens, despite proper food handling, even at KFC. Still love those chicken pieces, with 
mashed potatoes and the general’s sauce. But one rotten corn cob out of a batch? Can only 
result in some fast-food leftovers? Cannot see the problem, unless it is faul play. Why not 
just feed the chickens or the hogs? I so do not look like a hog? That is, not yet, might get 
there! In general, in terms of fast-food, if you consider the all seeing elements. Then why 
should we pre-order? Maybe we should even change our minds, till the very last 

minute. Trust most people, those still able to walk, would prefer the service done in an 
in-store fastfood outlet. Yet, sometimes the street food vendors are really GOOD. 

Word always gets around. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fourty-nine 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 49. I wonder, will Penguin books be up for it? Republishing, the great work. The 
great work, named The ancient Egyptian Book of the Dead. If the Penguin publisher still 

is around? For the record. It is the best edition. Always maintaining the eternal feud over 
whether the very word, derives from God. Highly debated and a very toxic issue. 

It is still mankind’s literary root. The very roots of the ancient scribes, in salutation to honor 
the Atlantean scribe of Tehuty (Thoth). The Atlantean brotherhood of Atlantis. 

The ancient Egyptian Book of the dead. Publication date 1985. 

Topics Incantations, Egyptian, Future life. 

Publisher New York : Macmillan. 

Collection inlibrary; print disabled; internet archive books. 

Contributor Internet: Archive.org. 

Language English; egyptian(english). 

Best edition I ever stumbled across. Not meaning, the famed E.A. Wallis Budge edition. 
(ISBN: 978-1-3988-0369-5). Not meant as an insult. I have already obtained a hard copy. 
Illustrations are sadly in black and white. The old ancient lore always differ from in between 
the red letterings and the black letterings. Darth Vader at Daleth, amidst twilight. In between 
days. Can one even get a hard copy, these days? A copy of the ancient Egyptian Book of the 
Dead. Yet, there still are some Black and White illustration issues. 

Further intel on the book: 

Cataloging based on CIP information. 

Notes cut off text, on some pages, due to tight binding. 

Access-restricted-item: statement true. 

Added date 2021-02-24 14:01:00. 

Associated-names: Andrews, Carol, (Carol A. R.); Faulkner, Raymond O. (Raymond Oliver), 
1894-1982. The Book plate leaf 0004. 

Boxid: IA 40066016. ISBN?) apparently the ISBN number is the following: 0-02-901470-0. 
Camera Sony Alpha-A6300. (Control). Collection set is sadly print disabled. 

Would hate to loose it. The ancient Egyptian Book of the Dead. As goes for some modern 
analysis, upon certain topic matters, concearning idols and idolisations, idoltary, we have 
been flooded by countless products. But still we have been entertained, nonetheless, said 

the beast. The Lionking. Pinocchio. Quasimodo. Cinderella and countless other products, 
from many entertainment outlets. Ending up with a monkey keypad punch. Never been this 
good entertained. The Interactive entertainment. But summed up, the very folklore of it, it 
might best be described as the Croc ‘a Lion. Mainly a lot of brainwash, done upon many 
children, with the love message of a baby Jesus and a baby Mary. A bit like the old Yin and 
Yang. Then see past it, see to the Yin and Yan. That is the love message, described, in order 
to make things more tolerable on children. But the hard binary nature law of it, our reality, 
is really this: A cross of a Saint Peter, followed by a cross of Christ, succeeded by another 
cross of Saint Peter. At this point all women, still sexually active, wakes up along with their 
Succubus. Listening for a Rooster calling three times. A goes for the infamous G-key, it is 
demonic in it’s nature, that is my best assumption, but if the HOLY seals have been assigned 
unto some machinery, in order to remove the HOLY spirit, then it can only be named as 
being totally unholy and sacrilegious. Hard karma and not love. At this point I highly doubt, 
that anyone person, ever can learn nor evolve, beyond this point. The dawnting question still 
remains. Must all the HOLY seals, be broken, in order to start a new. Logic says: YES. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fifthy 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 50. What a dawn. Nice memories, being surrounded by young kids and children, round 
the holidays, checking out their Santa Stocking (The Santa Sock), during the Christmas 
holidays. Later on, replaced by some cold sweat hour, by someone proclaiming, that they 
want to turn one’s own sock inside out. Sexchange operation. Oh... HELL No! Maybe Santa 
stockings need some kinda of danger symbol? And in the Santa Sock? 

Look kids, a mechanical beetle. Huh? But can the engineer cloak those mechanical parts? 
Nothing beats nature. Still real impressive engineering, though! But nothing beats Mother 
nature, all the more reason to defy Mother nature, not Mother Earth. Our home. 

Yet, males wouldn’t even be here without her. Without Mother nature. Some individuals 
might proclaim themselfs, as being all knowledgeable of all existing in nature, but how on 
Earth can anyone state such a claim, given the plentitude of lifeforms and the size of the 
entire World? Unless it is a fabric weaved upon our minds, by sheer mentalism. 

What about the elements of Spirit and Soul? In the olden tongue: Air Elementars. 

Fire Elementars and Water Elementars. Wisps, Fairies, Leprechauns, sweet child many a 
names. And yet, for some. All that matters, are the matter caught in the middle. Sexuality. 

A somewhat different kind of food, tits and ass. As goes for zebra mentality, then I am dead 
against it. However, still like the notion of Black chefs versus White chefs. Trust the White 
chefs and their Michelin restaurants still will be around. The Black alchemist chefs, steeped 
in alchemy and their weird chinese alchemy experiments, will also survive. A boiled wrench. 
Wonder how many milage there is on a boiled wrench? But at the same time, talking about 
having a real hard diet. Maybe many chefs these days actually swings both ways. 

The jiff of it. One thing is certain, the professional chefs knowledge rubbed off on all the 
world’s enterprises, giving us a wide collections of good Nestlé products and a lot of other 
products. At the last Jehova mentioning, we then, got hit with the reoccurance of the usual 
Mister plug, that wants back in? I trust in the fact, that the number one commodity, still is 
sex. Porno heaven and countless web hotels. Once upon a time real whores and real hotels. 
But hoe’s do tell. The number one commodity, most definitely, still are whores. But the more 
you think about it, maybe everything just gets outsourced these days? Whore Outsourcing. 
War Outsourcing. Denmark unto Ukraine..what else? Second hand shoe Outsourcing. A word 
of caution. Never ever do it. I mean never never ever wear another person’s shoes. There are 
grafting popes everywhere these days. Choose to go bare foot, at all costs. Unless stuck on 
Antarctica. Poor Mister Soapy Burt, that hadn’t had any sex for over 600 years. He ended up 
with some blackhaired porno starlet, getting rear ended, we all know the dreadful story. Mind 
you, with her vocabulary, I would have dived straight into her myself, but luckily enough I 
just smell too bad. Think it really goes for us all. Well, for most males. While boys become 
men and are hot and young, all women wants to view the merchandise. But fuck all really 
happens, anyway! Another one of those weird Odd ball observations. I mean, you write your 
own God DAMN texts. You know what it says, what kind of messages that are assigned unto 
the text. But when you hit the audio speak, you suddenly get hit with the nausea? 
WhatTheFuck is up with that? Fucking weird. Try it yourself. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fifthy-one 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 51. A bit like Area 51. 1947 AD and the following swamp gas. The Roswell incident 
is a collection of events and myths surrounding the 1947 crash of a United States Army Air 
Forces balloon, near Roswell, New Mexico. Operated from the nearby Alamogordo Army 
Base and part of the top secret Project Mogul, the balloon’s purpose was remote detection of 
Soviet nuclear tests. Some metallic and rubber debris was recovered by Roswell Army Air 
Field personnel, the United States Army announced their possession of a (flying disc). 

An UFO, meaning an Unidentified Flying Object. Often white light and not space-crafts. 
This announcement made international headlines but was retracted within a day. Obscuring 
the true purpose and source of the crashed balloon, the Army subsequently stated that it was 
a conventional weather balloon. A cover story. Area 51 and an old six-pack. Problably, no 
joke. The UFO. The cover story, a lie. But problably no lie, by a liar’s deed. But might have 
spawned the liar’s deed, itself. I will always believe in UFO’s and I do also believe in the 
very existence of real space-crafts. UFO’s and demonic entities, cannot be a lie, with all that 
buzzing over decades, that seemingly refuses to die out. A bit like the Quasimodo mystery. 
Another annoying true story from my childhood neighborhood. We had a humpback, 
Quasimodo, he walked around with a limp, in the streets. Guess that I met him, around the 
year 1972 or 1973 AD, in my childhood street, he then re-enters, the scene (my reality) in a 
grocery store, named Fakta, but in the year 2011(?) AD. His looks hadn’t changed one iota? 
I mean NOT one bit. He was still walking with a limp, also with his kybun shoe (the one 
shoe build up to balance the leg indifference). I mean NOT one thing had alternated? I mean 
we are talking about 3 decades. A bit like the Madison Stone Sex-mystery. Might as well 
surrender, but where will that take me? Huh? My heart is telling me to pack all my stuff and 
move to a brand new city. But I have been there too many times. World Wide Web and 
on-line issues. Correction. I only TRY to work here! What a fucking MORON. A black man 
portrayed as the New Testament. A white man portrayed as the Nag Hammadi Library. Some 
would say that the assumption is accurate. Still depends on you own perspective. A tad 
binary zebra racist. Horseshite. If you insists upon the act of inquiring me any further, upon 
the subject, then I would say: That it really is the other way round. Why is it that I love the 
barley soup, so much, when I don’t feel well. Are there some magical properties, that I 
accidentally stumbled upon? I just might try and mix Heinz baked beans with some stout 
ale. Campbell’s Soups were once to die for. If the Campbell’s Soups, still are around. Andy 
Warhol must have loved them, like totally. Of course, any individual that dwell peacefully, in 
their own normalcy, will most likely name these texts as being lies. Maybe because they do 
not want to awake themselfs. I do believe the soundest of advices, were to leave the 
sleeping dogs lay, and lie in effect. Nobody wants to listen, to the old worn lines. Yet, they 
still want to close their doors for good. They must have earned that right, for their peace and 
their privacy, surely? Sometimes our testimonials are being deemed, utterly untrue. All 
Nonsense and based on a mere here say. Much like the deep felt notion and reality of white 
dead demonic entities, chewing their way through the fabric of our clothes, in our sleep on 
street level, as well, as any heat seeking critter. Eventually we awake, only to find ourselfs, 
to be walking around in mere threads. Clothes hanging from our backs. Three years deploy 
on street level. I just want to shut my door for good. I want, hell no, I demand that right for 
myself as well as for others. Why? Because, I got Area 51 issues! Swamp gas balloons. 
Uuh. Uuh. Cuckoo. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fifthy-two 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 52. Uhu Uhu Cuckoo. Parlez vous francais? Nah! I speak Glasgowian Scottish, some 
might name it as being shitty English. Much like the Scots, always so cheerful and smiling, 
much like the Scottish weather. That was Glasgowian and not Norwegian. Stay on your P’s: 
Prayer. Priorities. Peace. Positivity. Patience. I do. I normally do, as I normally piss on the 
floor. Current flooded intel. But in essence, not really new intel. You are a Star seed when? 
(wouldn’t know as to how, to elaborate any further, still extremely interesting psychology). 
That is from my viewpoint, if allowed. 


TO THE STAR SEEDS: 

1. Earth was never your first home. You have a deep desire to be home, but you don’t know 
where home is - possibly on another Planet! 2. Feel out of place - no one understands your 
cosmic mind. 3. Loves being alone in solitude, peace, nature. Avoiding places with a lot of 
people. 4. Fascinated by Space, Science Fiction, UFO’s, Crystals, Time Travel, Fantasy and 
Magic. 5. Prefers looking at the night sky as to watching television. 6. Night dreams often 
reveal worlds and times, never visited before. 7. You always felt that your life had a greater 
purpose, but you still weren’t sure what the hell it was? 8. You have an inexhaustible 
compassion for all life forms and animals. 9. You have a highly intuitive sense of mind and 
can sense the energy and emotions of other people, animals, places and objects. 10. Your life 
is full of synchronicities and you often see 11:11 or other numbers repeating themselfs, you 
often experience DéJa Vu. 11. You are fascinated with crystals and alternative types of 
healing. You avoid putting prescription drugs in your body. 12. You are constantly 
researching spiritual knowledge and are obsessed with bringing your body and your mind to 
a higher state of consciousness. 13. You feel a great event coming up in the near future, that 
will change everything we know about Life and Humanity. 14. You are smiling right now, as 
you read this, because you know you are unusual and you are not alone. And yet, I trust the 
very first entry number one, referring to an unknown home, makes us all doubtful and filled 
with anxiety towards the unknown. A human trait. There is a lot of Star-gazer retorics, to the 
above mentioned messages. A lot of self-programming and a lot of self-suggestive subliminal 
messages. A feel good Factor. Nothing wrong about that, surely! But not exactly, of the old 
Dragon’s lore, from ancient Egypt, detailing the three elements of: Khu, Ka and Dwat/Duat. 
Which in return makes you question elements, such as gravity and reality, assigned unto our 
very own existences. I trust many will resist till their own end and demise. The old Egyptian 
Necropolis is still the cradle of civilisation, our roots. While others prefer to tend their own 
garden of an Eden. Our very own existential planes, conjoined, named as Earth. Oh, GOOD 
morning Oscar (My House Beetle), and how are your existential plane today? Plain, by the 
looks of it. Coffee table plain. Many call it, or name it to be esotericism. 

That which is hidden, even from beetles. Maybe the doubt itself, lead us all unto the 
dystopian mind sets that many suffer from. And yet, the very name calling of a higher state 
of consciousness, the element of being angelical self aware, must be the same. 

Having obtained angelical self-awareness, to be totally in tune with your own body and not 
struck by the above mentioned mentalism. Now, that must feel utterly good. Yet, I humbly 
ask: Are they not the same timeless traits of the dreaded name callings. Ask of a mere name, 
when an Amen should do, nicely. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fifthy-three 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 53. (Wakey-wakey!) ..in North, South, East and West. Come on People. Really! Is it 
really time? Is it time for the German girl, Anne Frank, to wipe her ass with old newspapers? 
Wasn’t she french? Huh? Thought she was a French Jewish girl, stuck in old Gay Paree. 
Well, my memory seems to fail me, from time to time. Weird. Any way, apparently a 
German girl, lost somewhere in Amsterdam. Shits and giggles. At least some hash brownies 
for the girl. Cats and pensioners, would choose Whiskas and toiletpaper. Charming till the 
end. Thank fuck she didn’t wipe her ass with her diary. The dawning alone on wiping my 
own ass with the pages from Hosea. Oh...man! Only trying to make a living, yelled the man, 
on the flip side. Making a living by what? Selling toiletpaper! And what about Bibles, son? 
Well, Recycle the bibles into toiletpaper. What is your problem? A time to read and a time to 
wipe your ass. So readable toiletpaper. Well, that might work. So basically a cook book, 

but printed on the toiletpaper. GOOD idea. Well, why not a bible? Disgusting. 

Well, as usual, people will get used to it. What is your problem? And the wizard Dangalf, 
rose to his feet and struck his rod into the ground so it quaked, as he yelled, throughout all 
the realms: THOU SHALL NOT PASS...GAS! I know the feeling, thought the tight ass! 
The known tight ass, are most times being stuck, in the valley of the dead, trying to play 
dead. They are often found in the valleys of the dead, and most often, the surrounding 
villagers, will curse and stigmatize them as being flies. 

Villagers praying for a witches bondfire or a bloody crucifixtion, like in the days of old. 
Uuuh...Those valleys of the dead, smell real bad, smell to high hell. It even smells to high 
heaven. That I do know. Odd ball in a Dragon’s Dark-nest. Odd ball observation of the day: 
Ever tried to smoke cigarettes in the dark and then smoke cigarettes during the day. Who is 
the person, that judges on our visuals? Pleasures are to be judged? What kind of fucked up 
World is this? With all due respect. People will ask you what you do for a living so that they 
can calculate the level of respect to give you. Seen and interpreted from a fly’s perspective. 
Much respect, by doing fuck all. Is big business a dead business? For some people I guess. 
The dating business in the mating business is definitely big business. A lot of activity and 
things seems to be moving. Most times often detailing, a lot of people running around trying 
to mate our birth signs. | am a Gemini sign, and you are? Huh! A Pisces sign. Sometimes 
people actually ending up in pieces. The sexy gangbang of the big Zoodiac. Sometimes you 
just have to blame yourself because you knew better. I know. Fishy. In Pisces. 

Are you taking a piss, tearing me down in pieces! Nah? Taking a pisces in pieces, then 
heading for the fish School. Some fish soups can actually sometimes be good. Rarely, but 
sometimes. That damned Abrahamic Catfish. And so most scribes try to make a living, by 
writing. Obviously. But the scribes need to man up, and insist on publication. 

And as always, I mean always, we get the standard brush off reply: Call your publisher. 

I kinda tried. I know that there is one flawless poetry collection out there, with only one 
spelling error, in it. Because only God is flawless, right? All the more reason to address the 
element of God, wouldn’t you say. Alas, the flawless poetry collection, 30 years work in 
maturing, it was burned on a CD-ROM. So someone created a small Circulation of the 
poetry collection, but of course the edition totally fucked up by spelling helling errors. 

In regards to CD-ROM, we say, we must burn the image on the CD-ROM. 

I am only guessing here. Most people actually ending up burning the CD-ROM, 

like in a bondfire. You know, real fire. Sad, utterly sad. 


I have actually seen a CD-ROM, getting burned by fire, but on-line. The protective layer on 
the memory dish, bubbles up due to it’s chemistry. I just find it utterly sad. I mean the level 
of Intelligence, on this planet. Many people just wishing to go somewhere else. Many still 
wishing for death, to free them. Some actually wishing for a return of the good old days, 
because the person was high on LP’s and vinyl, due to way too much pussy. 

That is basically the base of all the traditions, done by all known curses. Hexes. 

It is truthfully the modern take on the issue, but really the same old drama. 

Same shit, different century. So will I still insist upon publication, once more? 

What do you think! Oh...magnificence. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fifthy-four 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 54. Huh? The Feel GOOD Factor, but in pills. Been there before. Zoloft, did it for 
many people, followed by bad immense depressions. They might have left out a letter O. 
Maybe they should have named the product: Zooloft. Rats in the attic. The older you get, 
the more quiet you become. Life humbles you so deeply as you age. You realize how much 
nonsense you have wasted time on. I am kinda reading this. But honestly, my most inner 
purest thought, spells it out as: Sounds so so so motherfucking boring. Maybe it requires the 
element of time? Maybe even some drugs. No wonder. In the night garden, but at broad 
daylight, during the Yearhouse Carnival in the year, whatever? The Danish language has it’s 
very own charm, that is what the Great Danes say unto us. Dogs barking? Let me just 
rewind. Jeg vil skerer halsen over pa dig, og skide dig langt ned i halsen. WOW. Translated. 
I am gonna cut your throat and shit deep down into your throat. For the love of me, I find it 
kinda hard to see the charms, unto such a statement. That statement, never ever left me! 
Never will. I actually needed to OD on countless red wines, back then. Think that I just will 
mix it all, from here on end. For as long as my bless may last. Spanish Sangria, anyone? 

I mean, we all spotted the same turd in Barcelona, in the year 2007? There abouts. 

Not really sure. Maybe past the 2010 marker. Trust he must be in a better place. May Cod 
rest his body and soul. Another note, another entry. The evil dead. Girl unwraps Magnum ice 
cream. Everybody’s favorite. She then looks upon a Necronomicon ice cream. 

A weird twisted face in the chocolate coating. Did someone make it themselfs, thought the 
elfs. We have got like 10.000 procent full faith, in food Security and our mechanical produce. 
Any signs of mischief on the products, then throw it away, or better yet, feed it to your pet. 
You might learn a thing or two. The Necronomicon ice cream, were once followed by many 
American lawsuits. I trust most cases these days, don’t even reach the courts. Food Security 
was that high, hope it still is? They normally get the bastard. If you get hit with a bad 
product, don’t seek the courts. But learn to accept a loss, within reason. They still seem 

to get the bastard. Some logic to this, but hopefully not common ground. Ground ZERO. 
Ecological products? Fine? It is gonna get canned any way? Back to the cross. Huh? 

Such nice imagetry, such nice inner pictures, this fine evening at 04:20 AMP. I see. 

A Crucifix, with a corpse on it. Half rotten, exposed bones through the rotting skin. Areas 
of pierced skin. Areas inflicted with skin disease, open wounds that is crawling with worms, 
maggots and flies. Looks pretty much, like a Skinwalker. Looks like some Zombie. Half 
dead and half alive. Half-life. A somewhat different imagetry, that is portrayed in general, of 
the Cross. Portrayed unto the public. Reality bites. Maybe we are better off with a wing-nut. 
Why does suffering happen? Some will claim it to be, all due to love. Must be the wrong 
kinda love. 


But the written lines alone? It honestly, sounds so depressive and totally asexual in it’s 
nature. Makes you wonder if platonic love was sold unto Plato? Plato was an ancient Greek 
philosopher born in Athens, during the Classical period. Maybe Plato sold his toy tugboats to 
Archimedes in his bathtub. Archimedes of Syracuse was an Ancient Greek mathematician, 
physicist, engineer, astronomer, and inventor from the ancient city of Syracuse in Sicily. It 

is still the same lame old stories, that keeps leeking from the same old bathtub, holding the 
mass of the body and the mass of the water. The Modern Mage. Every cook or chef with a 
syringe knows, be it a Black chef or a White chef. Still sometimes people hate the endless 
renewal. But it is needed for the enterprise. Reason. Food Security. Pre-ordering a KFC 
Bucket with chicken. Yum-Yum. Some kind soul has been storing it, in the freezer for you, 
to purchase later on. You get your KFC bucket, and thinks that is truely Odd. Did they swing 
back to that design? Still hoping that the chicken from 1979 tastes GOOD. 

Ergo, design renewal is a must. Just saying. And maybe, just maybe, I will be ordering later 
on? There will always be some unemployed elements, that will try and scam a popular 
enterprise. But rarely there is anything wrong with the popular products. Must be jealousy, 
but really no need to be jealous, at all. To make things worse. On all my porno sites, all the 
buttons freeze up. Can rarely store, the most juicy clips. Will I end up with dry chicken? But 
what I find mesmerizing, is the same lame Danish mind fuck, that runs vibrationally and 
internally. The Ghost protocol of one’s own dead fingers, not being able to activate the touch 
screen. This is so fucking lameo, out there. Besides no one buys it. I mean, absolutely no one 
buys it these days. Maybe the programmer and bypasser Count Dooku still buys it, still 
hoping, I guess. It is so so so motherfucking annoying, especially when you are trying to 
prove a God DAMN point and all seemingly can relate. So was life or so is life? A Zebra 
riddle. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fifthy-five 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 55. The White Xeno-morph. A blind man can see no morph. A fun note upon this 
day. So credit cards, do expire for hire. Yet, my SIM card is still intact and operational. As 
I said, nothing much changes round here, here on planet Earth. Planned obsolence! This is 
Will Robinson: DANGER Scotty. DANGER Scotty. Your SIM Card is going. So my life- 


Xeno-morph phenomenon. They started off as black creatures. Ending up as a devolutionary 
White Xeno-morph. The very end of the Prometheus, with white Dave as a returning host, 
raised a Ghost. It might be the end of all Christianity. But there might be some truth to the 
fact that Black Xeno-morphs have a firm belief in gravity and the life assigned unto it. Trust 
all Arabs, praying daily for daily exercise can relate. Whereas the White Xeno-morphs are 
dead entities, that seek all the dark matter for power. But all in all, it still sounds like the 
ancient Arab and Christian conflict. I guess there are some truths to it. Still HATE that 
fucking Chess board. The wrong fucking board. White Xeno-morphs, the Dyinns, is the older 
wording deriving from the older works. Christians still name them as Spirits. Today most 
likely considered as superstitious lore of the ancients. What a shame, in the blame game. As 
goes for body and spirit. My body is finally seated with soul. A different binary would be 
peak and valley. The old Christian lore of it, would name it as heaven and hell. An even older 
wording of the binary called it upper and lower Egypt. Think we actually, might be better 
off, in such a fashion. Then again, | totally tired out, on the old upstairs and downstairs, with 
esteemed butler Mister Hudson. It is what it is! Mountain peak and Mountain valley. 


The roller-coaster of life. Spidey...you are killing me. Anger must be back. 

Luv from Ironman. 

Huh? Vibrational suggestion? Jeg vil ikke forlade mit gravkammer. Sa ma du rent fysisk 

sla folk ihjel, men uden underskrift. Did I sign the right place, after all, or did I just sign the 
wrong dotted line! Who really knows? Then again some logic. Might have SIGNED the 
wrong dotted line after all, given the future perspective of where this is going. I will simply 
not leave my grave chamber. My Ka and my Ka. Did some say KaKa? A suggestion that I 
most definitely expect to honour. Followed by? Oh...what imagetry. Nice inner visuals. 

A carrousel named the four apocalyptic horsemen. Only four horses on the carrousel. 

One kid in a real shitty diaper, madder than hell, with arms crossed. And the three other kids, 
don’t really know whether to laugh or cry? The creation alone will only gather cobwebs. 

My problem might be this. If you never ever had any fun, some element, totally not to be 
found in my nature? And if there really lays a twin mirrored reality, linked unto beyond, 
where all seemingly have fun. I don’t ever, think I even could get used to it. I would never fit 
in. Not that I don’t laugh, at certain times. But only if the level of sarcasm is extremely high. 
One of the reasons why I want to stay away from other people. Proclaiming my very own 
quarters, as being a grave chamber, is my first step in that direction. Not that I wanna be an 
utter arsehole towards other people, just don’t want them in my life. Don’t except much and 
don’t anticipate much. However, 25 trillion US dollars would be nice, but not counting on it. 
The number cannot be counted manually, anyway. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fifthy-six 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 56. 

Nag Hammadi Library. The Gnostic gospels. Many wishing for curses and spells, to go 
away. A Go spell would do. Modern wording: Fuck off. The below Gnostic text lines derives 
from the Nag Hammadi Library. It is from image _3480.JPG. CODEX VIII. Papyrus page 
number 126. Time elements. Trying to make some sense of it. Maybe I will try out the audio 
and phonetics off it, and see if it can be compared to modern Hebrew. I Guess and suspect, 
that it still is a stern NO. As with most Gnostic texts, at first glance, it all appears to be Greek 
to me? But there are also some Cryllic letterings among the old Gnosis. The Cyrillic script 
Slavonic script or simply Slavic script, is a writing system used for various languages across 
Eurasia. There must always have been resistance, defying God’s word, if you gaze upon 

the giant multitude of letterings globally. Nagas. Naga writers and scribes, struck with both 
wasps and pens. Fighting the most feared one-celled, God Amoeba, is everyday business. 
Till he truely ends you, yourself. Problably even eats you: Eat me! Bite me! You Clown. All 
clowns are tone deaf, due to high decibel treatment. Why claim some validity in old mouldy 
pages, for one’s own fallen state of affairs! If you still can buy freshly printed books? Catch 
22. Yet, were the famed Nag Hammadi pages, not inspirational lore, for many a religious 
scribe. What we have read thus far: Gospel of Saint Thomas. Gospel of Jude. The Gospel of 
Maria Magdalena and others. But to claim validity in the old King James bible of 1611 AD? 
Horseshite. If it floats your boat, said the flying Scotsman. Often knocked out. Look to the 
following page. Whether the and-symbol of the mark of &, truely is a letter a or a letter d, or 
indeed the mark of &, itself, might just conclude itself, given the time granted. The path of 
the small green letter ants. The number 21 might be a measurement of sorts? But ends up in 
PX? Whatever that might be? Both ending up in P and X? Problably Chicken Pox? 


Nag Hammadi Library. Page 126. IMAGE _ 3480. JPG. To the best of my ability. Eleven. 
Always carry a back-up. I find the page 126 interesting, as it questions the element of time 
and clockwork. 


Ist line: [TeNT62 EN&N TB&N KWK * TM 
2nd line: WOpHA EnNE WNET’ WOOT 

3rd line: N2HTye IEE KOA mM OyTTE 
Ath line: TiWOu Tm®WC THP * COAWC 
Sth line: mNITIPEy OVEn 2 NOVTe EROA 
6th line: EV& Tn&PH X* yttE K& 1&T1 

7th line: IOCET WOOT n2 HiLT MKAC 
8th line: NNEWN Mn A02ZO (X) N 

9th line: | JiMe 2CN& Vn ME CPOWN 

10th line: Wi&T W&XEmM Oys T&y 

11th line: M~M&mu* Time 2CNAmA ®WOO 
12th line: THy * 2&X0OCN Wi& XOOX * TM 
13th line: ME2 WOMT A EN NEWNITE&M 
14th line: BPOCIOCITINI y8BE NOCEVn 
15th line: mM&mw TIME 2 WOmT M®W 
16th line: CTHp CHOEVO w2 NTI® 

17th line: THC ¢ []iME 24 TOO 

18th line: WN] Je []TIPEY CMO 

19th line: MENOO EVN T&y mM 

20th line: yYTOOV m®WCTH 

21st line: N~N EAE NOC YJ& 1 

22nd line: N OyE Rod 21 

23rd line: PX (WOW) 


Entry Fifthy-seven 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 57. Oh..Seven rhymes with heaven. Watch out. My dead twin says: Doing the icky on 
a3 year old child. Proclaim him as your own savior for a lifetime, your lifespand, 
basically keep passing the bucket to a three year old and still think that you can get away 
with it? Survivor age seven, then circumsized for the flies. The Modernicus hospitals, 
serving as some smooth twin genetics killing units run by the one-celled God Amoeba. 
Fuck God, my maker! Cakeman and Baker. Ironically most people ending up hating the 
self-glorification upon any person’s personal tragedy. So faul, that no one will tolerate it. 

It is still the biggest enterprise, but conjured up by pure evil. And the victims? Well, they 
(we) have to endure, have to tolerate it, logically speaking. I actually thought that the 
mutilation on our genitalias, and the following zero growth, automatically gave and 
bestowed a life-long pension, unto you, from the cradle to the grave. The very mindset of a 
grave mistake. A Jewish tradition and an Arab tradition, alike. 

I am actually like 55 years old, now? 


Still ending up on the shite bucket list? So I have been told, crawling through dust and 
mould. 55 years old, not really sure. Like a child again, right? Big new business? Beginning 
to smell like the oldest racket on the planet. Tic-Toc. 2024 AD? I mean Atomic bombs in the 
hydrogen class been around since 1961 AD. So we are still around? Mankind. 

Well, apparently. Upon further reflexion upon the matter of peak and valley. Then we cannot 
all live in valleys, and refuse to inhabit a mountain peak. Machu Picchu leaps to mind. 
Machu Picchu is a 15th-century Inca citadel located in the Eastern Cordillera of southern 
Peru on a 2,430 meters high (7,970 ft) mountain ridge. But was a good refuge at the time. 
Manna from the heavens, meaning rain and plenty livestock of animals. 

But the scaremongering of naming, some plain demolitions, as being giant Earth quakes, is 
still so very lame. If you indeed see it, just don’t voice it to much, unless you really trust in 
a person. But why not just tell it as it is. We need space for mother nature to rebound. But 
SKYFALL? We cannot have luxury high rise buildings, with build-in luxury, we cannot 
have the sky thrones to rule over us. We must not suffer heaven? We must reduce the reign 
of heaven. Think I struck a core. We cannot have too many of those high thrones. But if we 
view it, as being the joint rule between the low thrones and the high thrones? 

Upper and lower Egypt. As long as we still are able to communicate and converse among 
each other. Please do so, by peaceful means. I know. Will it get people back to work? 
Pleasure will. To end off on a sad note, it normally ends off in a great resession, like in the 
1930s, in the quake of the black tuesday, in the year 1929 AD. Maybe black friday safes the 
day, we still hope and pray. Black friday, unless he just got eaten by Robinson Crusoe. 
Simplest reply for the day might be this: 

Did you, indeed, understand your Pythagora’s salutation unto others? NO! Then I cannot 
help you any further. If you forcefully, can find your way in, then you can find your way out. 
Please see yourself out, thank you! Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fifthy-eight 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 58. Someone came up with the word glue stick. Glue invented by the Sumerians, like 
5000 years, before the nail. Makes you wonder. A wooden cross is not good enough. Will 
only last like three centuries. Makes you wonder. Two pieces of Ply-wood and a wing-nut. 
Well, why not call the smithy. A smithy is the place where blacksmiths do their work, 
heating and shaping metal, especially to make tools. You can also call the blacksmith a 
smithy. It is still gonna require two sold metal bars some weilding or maybe even a wing-nut. 
I will always be totally bitching about my three years, spend on street level. 

You then name it to be one year, reducing it to a mere one year. 

Be it an atomic clock or some plain mechanical clockwork, it is still worthless times, just 
layed away on a lonely shelf, much like old stale cheese. You claim one year, while you 
rest in your Ka, sleeping, not knowing half of it. A thief? Yes, off course. I mean, HELLO a 
whole 3 years. But let us not loose a hand to an Arab Overlord. 

Survival is still done by twilight thiefery. There are ways round, a hired cashier creature, at 
the check-out in some stores, be it the cashier of the beauty or the cashier of the beast. 

All the more reason NOT to fire the cashier, due to a petty loss, but only pity a homeless 
man’s lack of dental floss. In the name of humanity and survival. Thief? 

Personally, I have always preferred the word Rogue. A stealthy thief. 

My children, always remember to steal a small trinket or a charm, from the elderly. 


But if they do look utterly fatigued, looking like some thin Skinwalker Skeletons, then leave 
their priced can-openers alone. Do not nick the can-opener, only if you truely hate 

the bastards. But as always, watch out for the hurtful Palmischief. Duck and Dive, said Dad. 
While we are at the subject of reward, sometimes we all just need to reward ourselfs, for 
the GOOD effort. The thoughts of the most famed Mister Trico O’treat. Mister Trico O’treat 
from Tirisfal Glades? Yup. Is it him, without the jaw? Normally, where he ends up, just like 
the flying Scotchman. Bet those two bastards, see eye to eye, on certain issues, on a lot of 
things. Therefore children, always remember to train yourselfs, in climbing ladders and 
chairs and other elevation devices, as the elderly and all the wise men, most times hide their 
candy, on the top shelf. Especially if you find yourself, in Silverpine Forest, dark woodland 
with forbidding trees, threatening shadows and lurking mists. Amenta, take the candy, the 
sugar is sometimes the reward, itself. Have a heart. But how? Asked the heartless Osiris. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Fifthy-nine 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 59. The old advice or advise, in the arts of pulling a muscle or maybe even pulling an 
entire six-pack: A cup of coffee, normally does it for me! Because? Cos? Well, the letter C 
and the letter S, really do spell: A Crock of Shite. Cos, I feel better already. If not, then try 
some of the shitmover yoga, invented by the daughter of McCloud. But many other people 
actually say, that it truely is due to her spasms! So? If it works. Spasms might work as well? 
As goes for the gym exercise, Angel jumps on the spot, then try it like past age 55. I think 
not. Generalisations in general: Finally it is gonna be summed up. 30 or 40 years worth of 
endless warnings. Let us see, now! Weather warnings. What else. Atomic winter warnings. 
Spring knife warnings. Gun warnings. Sex and AIDS warnings (Aid=Help?). 

Gay warnings. Lesbian warnings, even bi-sexual warnings? What else. Greek-Roman 
wrestling warnings. Judo warnings. Karate warnings. Kung fu warnings. Shaolin munk 
warnings. Jiu-jitsu warnings. Taek-Kwon-Do warnings. Black belt warnings. Basic clubbing 
warnings. Even ZULU spear warnings. Golf warnings. Scottish kiss warnings. Nunchaku 
warnings. Monk warnings. The monastery warnings. Even Nun warnings. Samurai sword 
warnings. Ninja warnings. Nerd warnings. What else. Chuck Norris warnings. Where are 
we at? Def-Con level? WARNING. HELL even, deaf Conman warnings. Even blind man’s 
warning, named as a dare devil. Killer warnings. Killer-snail warnings. Magnum ice cream 
warnings. Burger and fries warnings. What else? Basically a lot of WARNINGS. But 30 or 
AO years worth off it, surely this is gonna be a really, really long list. What else can we find? 
Skinjob warnings. Robot warnings. Cyborg warnings. A.I warnings. Terminator warnings. 
Asbesto warnings. Epoxy warnings. Web hotel and server warnings. Computer warnings in 
general. Rockwool and Glass wool warnings. Relish warnings. Devil eggs warning. Sugar 
warnings. Nutrasweet warnings. Football warnings. Cricket warnings. Crickets and 
Cockroaches insects warnings. Bat warnings. Poultry warnings. Turkey warnings. Turkish 
delight warnings. Let us not forget the Swan warnings. Candy & sweets warnings. 

Hard Candy warnings. Cigarettes warnings. Alcohol warnings. Cocaine warnings. Heroin 
warnings. Glue warnings. Koka leaf warnings. Coca Cola warnings. Drug warnings in 
general. Fast-food warnings. McDonald’s warnings. Super-size me warnings. Food warnings 
in general. Lighter gas warnings. Gas oven warnings. Water warnings. Beverage warnings. 
Brain freeze warnings. Sugar rush warnings. What else? 


Gas-light warnings. Sunlight warnings. Sun-block warnings. Body moisturisers and lotion 
warnings. Skin cream warnings. Skin cancer warnings. Cancer warnings in general. 
Moonlight warnings. Red Moon warnings. Earth bacteria warnings. What else? Bungy jump 
warnings. Autobahn warnings. Plastic surgery warnings. Blondie Switchblade warnings. 
Mata Hari warnings. Her shop, the Matas warnings. Big shop and enterprise warnings. 
Shopping spree warnings. Shop warnings in general. Killing spree warnings. Hitchhiker 
warnings. Christmas warnings. Bank holiday warnings. Bank warnings. The Credit card 
warnings. SIM card warnings. Money warnings in general. Summer warnings. The Easter 
warnings. Winter warnings. Seasonal warnings in general. Spice warnings. Curry warnings. 
Foreign cuisine warnings. Foreigners warnings in general. Mexican imigrations warning. 
Mass population warnings in general. Alien warnings. Predator warnings. The Dog warnings. 
The Cat warnings. Brothel keep warnings. Hooker and Prostitute warnings. The really old 
Monkey business warnings. Yeti warnings. UFO warnings. Finally head ache and tooth ache 
and back warnings. Kidney warnings. So finally totally summed up: WARNING rhymes 
with both, morning and yarning, it just cannot end well. Not exactly aGOOD morning, but a 
damn GOOD yarning. Be careful out there. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Sixty 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 60. The old Six-pack. Cairo. The six dolours of the Ancients. The six pyramids, now 
purchased as Toblerone. Entry 666. He must be tone deaf. Ping on the first entry only? 

First official eviction from South Street number 11, in City-Center of the City of Yearhouse, 
situated in Denmark. Second official eviction from Meadow’s Plot number 6, in Wee Town. 
A suburb to the City of Yearhouse. Upon further reflection, getting one’s own belongings 
robbed by broad daylight, and it is not even considered, as being theft from a government 
institution? Evicted twice officially? But total count? Five times or more. Some unknown 
ownership issues and always being forceful evicted. But for life? Evictions? I kinda lost 
count, myself. I mean? No persons able to see the very paradox? Better off by the Danish 
conditions? One’s own Household goods = Street Sales or Car Boot Sales? The Hobo 
Kingdom of Denmark. American conditions? Pretty much the same, Yankees have been there 
for at least four decades, stuck in the Danish conditions. Hopefully no more? Huh? Then all 
of a sudden your old belongings are considered, as being cursed. It can only be Grandma’s 
old cast iron frying pan, surely. Oh, the hexes they weave! I am slowly turning into her. 

I just wanna die in my nest. What in nature evicts you from your own nest? Problably some 
Cuckoo of a husband, that demands three meals per day, plus desserts. The hexes they 
weave. Buy HEX Clad. Can you even get a HEX Clad Wok? Can’t wait to buy my first 
WOK! Someone left out the ping? ISBN AND WOK CENSORSHIP? Cookbook! 

I never ever tried it, cooking the books, it would definitely taste like paper. Can you even 
buy a Wok? A GLAD HEXCLAD. 30 cm HEX Clad Wok? Well, you sure can. Price? Not 
too bad, around £145? Around 1500 crowns (Danish Currency - Kr) if the Danish currency, 
still is around. A Wok, people really dont need much else, but a GOOD Wok, except for some 
things to go in it, you know, like food. The Mainstream request. I do know that times change, 
but a Wok was a sort out item in the 1980s, sometimes certain habits stick by people. Dont 
need much in life, but a Wok. Is it a pot or is it a pan? It is both. And yet, sometimes we need 
bigger cooking tools, both for enterprise or for larger groups of people. But we also need a 
smaller amount of big soup pots and pans for that super cool looking Japanese dish. 


Would you just look at it. The giant cooked Bear Paw. What a Japanese dish. I mean WOW. 
WOW. WOW. Look at that dish. I never tried it. Look at those chop stick. The chop sticks 
shivering by sheer exitement, past each mouthful, that dish must have bite. I mean the Stock 
boiling, alone. The hours, alone. WOW. Might however, cost a full million? The Stock alone 
maybe 10 million. Whauu. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Sixty-one 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 61. Water and Earth. A wasteland governed by a floodland. Waters trinity is still H2O. 
Maybe the soundest of questions, is the very question: What would you prefer to drink? 
Freshwater or Saltwater? The blue Dragons trinity lore of our blue Spheroid, that some name 
heaven. The circle of water recycling through a veil of clouds. Rain, the very manna, flowing 
from the heavens. It is but a tear from God? If so, it holds no salt. Many poets have though 
the ages, poetically, named them as, the tears from the heavens, upon a fallen creation. May- 
be God is unable to cry, due to his own folly of his creation of our closed mentalism. Some 
name it to be bottled up, as any fulltime alcoholic would grow to know, and come to hate. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Sixty-two 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 62. Fire. Knowledge is Holy fire. Interesting notion, maybe the animals are used to the 
presence of Dyinns and light entities. Still a fun and mysterious fact, that night hunting by 
light, is succesful, and always clears the forests. Huh? Not exactly a lie. Based on the stories 
from Down Under and the Kangaroo shootings. Makes you wonder about the Cat phrase, 
standing alone: Venture into the light? Fact of facts might be this: Kitty Paw always gets 
something to eat. Someone alerted me to the lines: Nothing much has changed since ancient 
Egypt. Facebook is in a sense, much like a modern version of old Egypt. People looking on 
walls, writing on walls and worshipping cats. As goes for the impact on wildlife. 

Then always remember to sacrifice back to nature, leave a part of the dead prey, behind. 
Rebound is a 100 procent given. Knowledge is fire. But knowledge can also be totally 
devasting. Fire and Crosses. Maybe one reason for countless Christians, throughout the ages 
have chosen real fire over the holy fire, which is a misunderstood concept, that only brought 
us the hatred of the martyrdom of proclaimed Saints. Martyrdom is the death or suffering of 
a martyr. The martyrdom of St Anthony. The synonyms: death, suffering, torture, torment, 
agony, persecution, ordeal, anguish, killing, putting to death, martyrization, sacrifice, 
crucifixion, immolation, burning, impaled by the stake. Also sacrifice unto nature. 

But sacrifice back onto nature, in terms of chewing gum wrappers and cigarette 

packaging (not the cigarettes - tobacco and paper). But in general, wrappings from the 
enterprise products can be problematic. The Half-life on a plastic bottle, to get broken down 
in nature, alone, is a real problem. Someone suggested experimenting with hemp fibers. It is, 
however an old notion, that is 1960s old. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Sixty-three 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 63. Air. The daily Khu. Air and Leafs. There will be GOOD days. There will be BAD 
days. There can be bad air and there can be fresh air. Always loved the smell past a heavy 
shower of rain in the summer. Lifeforms getting replentished. Birthing our fresh air. The 
green Osiris of the oxygen, the O2. Midichlorians, birthing and transforming, 

Carbon Dioxide into Oxygen. But all the preachers and Prophets will still need the fresh air 
to fill up their lungs to teach and preach. Others choose the finer approach of song, much like 
precious beautiful songbirds. Yet, sometimes and most unfortunately, sounding much like old 
hags and Greek geek sirenes, bringing a tear to the eye of the giant Cyclop. Those dreaded 
devolutionary traits, that sometimes manifest in some organisms. Some do survive and live. 
Therefore I fully trust that the Cirque Macabre, always will be among us. All that are versed 
into the doctorial. say that they can tell disease from the hereditary blueprint of our DNA? 
But what of the spiritualism, seeking to propel those of us that are inflicted. The plague leaps 
to mind. The plague is the oldest equus on this planet. The Black Death was a devastating 
global epidemic of bubonic plague that struck Europe and Asia in the mid-1300s. The plague 
arrived in Europe in October 1347, when 12 ships from the Black Sea docked at the Sicilian 
port of Messina. People gathered on the docks were met with a horrifying surprise: Most 
sailors aboard the ships were dead, and those still alive were gravely ill and covered in black 
boils that oozed blood and pus. Sicilian authorities hastily ordered the fleet of (death ships) 
out of the harbor, but it was too late: Over the next five years, the Black Death would kill 
more than 20 million people in Europe, almost one-third of the continent’s population. 

The usual usual. Give and take, like 20 million Russian during The 2nd. Worldwar. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Sixty-four 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 64. Matter. Number 64, the numerical of one. Wholeness. Matter and Substances. 
Also trying to safe some of our tech and some of the Alienware. I guess it is not mainstream, 
yet, due to planned obsolence. But remember, those mini-fridges (freon?) in hotel rooms. 
Combine it with the computer cabinet to cool down. It is still a warm/cold battle, as the 
cooling grid, also produces heat. The safe features of a trinity hub, is the trinity lore that 
provide us with safety, and secures that our computer processes truely work. 

I am, however, still a bit concearned with certain heat signatures. Guess it already is 
implemented in the great server hubs round the World. So just don’t declare war on the 
future, please. The question mark in relation, to freon, is not me being betterknowing, 
but an answer hopefully presents itself. A quantum computer is a computer that takes 
advantage of quantum mechanical phenomena. At small scales, physical matter exhibits 
properties of both particles and waves, and quantum computing leverages this behavior, 
specifically quantum superposition and entanglement, using specialized hardware that 
supports the preparation and manipulation of quantum states. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Sixty-five 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 65. Spirit. Djinns, Jinns or Elo-Jinns. Elohim, being the criminal element due to the 
element of electricity. Yet, we always end up asking to such white entities of the dead. And 
when a spirit ceases the soul in our seat, all HELL breaks loose. Yeah, sure! . I have seen 
those titties on Alura Jenson, but I also have a vivid memory, that they already have been on 
me? But it still can’t be right? Trust me, I think, I would have known, yet alone remembered. 
All the more reason that any soul, unlocks and seated seek protection, seek a Sanctum. 
Praying for one’s own grave chamber. Yet, the last Sanctum, is and will always be, our own 
sleeper’s coffin, a bed. Hoping for some sleep. This hellhole, so dreaded, many people wish 
to become as a sleeping beauty, never to be awoken, again. Jinn (Arabic: ¢cf jinn) is also 
romanized as djinn or anglicized as genies, are invisible creatures in early religion in the 
pre-Islamic Arabia and later in Islamic culture and beliefs. Like humans, they, the Djinns, 
are accountable for their deeds and can be either believers (Muslims) or disbelievers (kafir), 
depending on whether they accept God’s guidance. Since jinn are neither innately evil nor 
innately good, Islam acknowledged spirits from other religions and was able to adapt them 
during its expansion. Jinn are not a strictly Islamic concept; they may represent several pa- 
gan beliefs integrated into Islam. See prior entry on the Black and White elements assigned 
to the Xenomorphs. Entry 55. Maybe all that we can ask of fellowman is some faith, and 
not some stern macho doctrin of a fixed work religion, locked in traditions. We survive by 

it physically, but what about the mental state of our minds? It still requires longer or shorter 
periods, of solitude and peace. Amen unto Amenta. 


Entry Sixty-Six 
Another Dawn Another Yarn 


This is an Egyptian grave chamber. 
Take a hint or take a hike. 
Go away, there is nobody home. 
Date: XXXXX? 


Entry 66. Soul seeking Soul. Based on entry 65. All the more reason to proclaim. Haven’t 
you heard: Everybody is innocent! If we all, in the end of the day and dawn, are confused 
as to which memory implant, is our own memory or that of others? Then are we not all, but 
totally innocent, in terms of sexuality. Someone seeking guilt, revenge or something else? 
Guess, that most people are seeking those giant Hills of the Arizona Junctions. Soul, the 
immaterial essence, animating principle, or actuating cause of an individual life. The Soul, 
the spiritual principle embodied in human beings, all rational and spiritual beings, or of the 
universe. And yet, the element can never be fixed into the claim of a Homo Sapiens, the very 
imbred ape, of a fallen World. I for one, am totally done listening into the glorification of 
Homo Sapiens. But three decades of creative work, done by some troll, creating a hairy ape 
version of the Neanderthal, ain’t gonna makes things better, only worse. The soul and a soul 
shard. The soul, the element transcend the element of matter. That is 1f you believe in such 
elements as soul and spirit. If we choose such faith. Because faith can never ever choose us. 
Amen unto Amenta. 


DUSKS DIARY 


Me and My Twin Ghost Dog 
written by Sister Druce from the MOON church of Kaba. 
A day by day commentary from a Vampire’s diary, 
for as long as the dawn erupts. 
Let’s eat and drink and be merry. 


AVA X VAY 


WATER FIRE — AIR MATTER SPIRIT SOUL 
BLUE YELLOW GREEN RED PURPLE ORANGE 
LETS DRINK LETS EAT 


Let us all try and be merry. 
The everyday struggle of fighting God and all the male Gods, 
that only await their very own twilight. 
System of a Down. 
Sun-Down. 
Twilight. 
Sun-Up. 


There once was a heaven. 
I honestly cannot believe that time is liniar anymore. 
Possessed by time, but also lost in time. An old saying of both hookers and prostitutes. 
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in the year 2025 Anno Domino 


